Salvations Book II Definitions

This photo is from my Wheaton College school ID
in the year I entered 1960
College - You find meaning by defining
your experience
It was time to think about going to college,
and I wasn't really ready. High School had been
like a roller coaster ride and I was at the top. But it
could go down. Roller coasters do that. It scared
me.
None of what had happened in high school
had much to do with being a Christian. And I was
conflicted about it. None of my friends was a bornagain Christian. This was affecting my thoughts
about college. I could apply to Radcliffe. This is
where my friends thought I belonged. It
represented prestige and eccentricity. It seemed
tempting. Except for the unanswered question in

my mind of how to be a Christian in a totally
secular world. The only option I could envision at
the time was to try once more to enter the sheltered
Christian world and see if I could fit in there. The
way to do that, I thought, was to go to a Christian
college. There was one, not so far away in
Wheaton, Illinois and it had a good reputation, the
best of the Christian colleges. So, I pondered.
Radcliffe or Wheaton? What is important to me?
Most important. Where do I need to go from here?
I felt like I was looking through a glass darkly. But
in the end, I decided that being a Christian was a
basic part of my being and the best place to find the
answers, if there were any, would be at Wheaton
College where other Christians would be seeking as
I was. So, I applied to Wheaton College and
nowhere else.
It must be that way for most teenagers leaving
home, leaving the security they've had all their
lives, scary and exciting, rumbling in the intestines
and exuberance. I had no idea what would await
me at Wheaton College. Would it be a throw back
into the painfulness of the Hi-C days, or would it
bring the answers I sought?
At the end of the summer I got a letter telling
me who my roommate would be. Her name was Pat
Moore and she was from a town in Indiana. She fit
my pre-conceived idea of what a mid-Western bornagain Christian girl would be like. She had permed
blond hair and a godly sweetness about her. I
might have been a shock for her with my big city
ways, but I think at that time I had not even a tinge
of cynicism, so she accepted me and I accepted her.
She read her Bible and prayed, for me too. Perhaps
she thought she had answers for me, but I think she

Wheaton College – Blanche Hall not my photo

quickly realized that I was seeking something else

that she didn't share, so she accepted it as it was and
we lived our lives together, deciding the colors we
wanted to decorate our room in (purple and blue)
and getting it fixed up into a comfortable college
girl condition.
After each day in which we went our separate
ways, we'd come back in the evening and report our
victories and failures to each other. It worked out.
She was open to experiencing something unfamiliar,
and I was surprised that I could relate to her. But I
was still looking for the students who were seeking
like me if there were any. And it had to happen
before despair could swallow me up.

This is in the dorm McManus Hall at Wheaton
College where I lived the first year 1963-64 with
roommate Pat.

Pat

I joined the school band. The band actually
had a kind of short before-school-starts camp where
all the members met and practiced. I went to that to
get my first glimpse of Wheaton life. It was OK.
But I didn’t meet anyone there who I could really
discuss with or relate to. There was no orchestra at
the school and I quickly discovered that the school
band was nothing like our high school orchestra had
been, no classical music, no plays or musicals. It
seemed like a cliquey closed group where people
were not judged on how well they played. After the
camp I quit the band. I also no longer took flute
lessons which I had done continuously since third
grade. In High School my teacher had been a
professional flute player, who played in the Chicago
Civic Opera and I’d gotten to be pretty good.
In order to graduate a few things were
required at Wheaton. One of them was taking a
Bible course every semester. We had to declare a
major and for that there were various requirements.
I'd started off declaring my major to be English. I
didn't really have another idea and I wanted to write
and thought it would be helpful to deepen my
insights into literature. But it wasn't the English
courses that inspired me and eventually I realized it
wasn't the right major for me. Things were starting
off on rocky ground at Wheaton and I was getting
some qualms in the pit of my stomach, but I wasn't
ready to give up yet.
Seek and ye shall find, the Bible says, so I
kept on searching and I found Kodon, the school
literary magazine. Maybe there is a place for
creativity there, I thought. So, I approached the
office with a bit of trepidation that first time. The
office was a fairly small room in the Stupe, the
Student Center, and had a door that was closed. I
knocked, timidly, not so much, I think, because I
was scared, but because I was afraid it might be
another disappointment. Someone shouted, “come
in.” So, I opened the door and went in. It was a
little claustrophobic with a bunch of people milling
around. I stared at the people, trying to look
friendly, hoping they'd look at me with a welcoming
smile. It wasn't quite that way. They were testing
rather than welcoming. The editor was sitting at a
desk near the back of the room and he asked what I
wanted.
I said, “I wonder how I could join the staff.”
“What can you do?”
“I can write,” I said.

They accepted me, hesitantly at first, but at
least, I was on the staff of Kodon and it quickly
became my essential and favorite hang-out. It was a
kind of off-limits safe house where you did not have
to be orthodox or careful in the things you said.
Nonetheless, though the door could lock it almost
never was, so the rules of behavior that we'd signed
in the pledge were not violated.
Ah, the pledge. Everyone who went to
Wheaton, students and professors, had to sign it and
with our signature we agreed that we would not
smoke, not drink alcoholic beverages or go to the
theater, including movies. We would not dance,
play cards or belong to secret societies as long as
we were at Wheaton. I hadn't done any of these
things before except for going to the theater
occasionally, so it wasn't a burden.
Steve Bigger was the editor of Kodon. He
was a senior and I was a freshman, and I suspect
that when I met him it was something like he looks
kind of cool, maybe even attractive. I think I could
like him. But I merely stared at him with his hair
flopping over his forhead, and his grin that came
after a while, and I listened to his New York accent
with perhaps a touch of cynicism in his words and
thought that’s cool. He didn't pray, he didn't carry a
Bible and I don't know if he believed the orthodoxy,
but I thought he did and he probably did in his way.
It was easy to be near Steve without making a
fool of myself. I just had to go to the Kodon office
which I did often since I was a member of the staff.
That made it legitimate to be near Steve and there
was a sort of sticky thing pulling me there. He was
almost always there. It was a place to hang out. I'd
go just to be in his presence. I liked him, or I
suppose you could say, I had a crush on him, and
such things make life interesting and motivating, the
kind of motivation to try to experience every day to
the fullest.
It wasn't exactly that he ignored me. He was
always friendly, but there were no unambiguously
warm strands floating from him as far as I could
tell, though sometimes I thought maybe he cares a
bit about me. I'd look for these little bursts that I
desperately wanted to interpret as a little flame. I
wondered if he had a girlfriend, but I couldn't find
out. I never saw him going out with a girl, but I
also never saw him when he wasn't in the office.
There were rumors though that he sometimes went
out with a girl name Jan I think, who I didn’t know.

In any case, I was able to note with some
dissatisfaction that I was very attracted to him,

This is a photo of Steve Bigger, probably from the
year before I knew him. I have very few photos from
this period.
dissatisfaction because I seemed to be in a vacuum
with this. I think my feelings must have been
somewhat noticeable to him, although I didn't do
anything aggressively. I was just there. So, I'd try to
find out about him and failed because he never said
much about himself except that he was from Oyster
Bay on Long Island, he was going to law school
after Wheaton, his best friend was Dave. I suppose
this secretiveness made him all the more intriguing

for me and I descended into a mild state of
unrequited love. This lasted the whole year until he
graduated and was gone and I suspected I'd never
see him again, so of course I could forget him, or at
least try to.
One time I do remember when the Kodon
staff went together to an event in the city. It was
organized by advertising agencies and its purpose
was to discuss how advertising worked and inspire
people to go into that field. What is a good
advertisement? They showed films of ads I and
everyone had seen as small children and asked if we
remembered them. We did. I think one was a
toothpaste - Ipana and one a shampoo - pamper ad. If
they stick in your mind that way for years and years,
they are really good. I think this was the only time I
was with Steve outside of the Kodon office.
Of most of my friends I have no photos at all. But in
my freshman year I did draw a bunch of cartoonish
figures of my friends at that time. That is all I have,
so I’ll put them here.

Why I drew Steve looking like a clown, I’m not sure.
He wasn’t like that. In fact, the photo of Steve, not
from me, shows he definitely wasn’t as stiff-looking

as most of the boys at that time but he was not a
clown.

Carolyn in our freshman year. I have no photos of
her from any time, although she was my best friend
that year and one of my best friends for years
afterwards.
I wasn't going to let this frustration get
the best of me, in any case. What I never had; I
couldn't lose. There were other kids at Wheaton
who were seeking like me, the other editors, the
writers, the poets. And that's how I found out about
Poetry Club. The poets in the poetry club wrote
good poetry, some of it was excellent. The first
time I went to Poetry Club, I discovered more of the
seeking people, most of whom were believers but
still asking questions because they didn't know all
the answers. They didn't write despairing beatnik
poetry. No one was wrenched out of shape or
hurled into madness. Most of the poetry was about

finding a spark that might be from God along with
some romantic love that was earthly or heavenly.
There was a lot of inner searching but, on the
whole, not in darkness.

Bob Siegel who was kind of the king of the poetry
club that year.

Bob Siegel-not my photo and considerably later
Poetry flowed from the minds of the poets out

into the light of day (or minds of the readers) when
they were published in Kodon, along with short
stories and book reviews. I was soon drawn into the
midst of it. I found my best friends among the
poets. There was Carolyn Burry, Darlene Hunt,
Jerry Schneider, Carol Gunn and Bob Siegel who
was the best poet and he later received many honors
for his poetry. He had a glass eye and was both
fatherly and wise and I always felt as if he were on
a pedestal because he belonged there, a little above
us.
Carolyn was a freshman like me. She came
from a very conservative Christian family in
Colorado near Glen Wood Springs. She was tall
with short curly blond hair and she wore black
glasses. She seemed a little like a dinosaur breaking
out of its egg, like in the Spielberg movies when
they kind of half fly, half lumber away. She'd had a
boyfriend in high school who like in the Jimmie
Dean film Rebel without a Cause had been killed in
a car race. It was a tragedy which seemed to define
her and also to put her into the midst of the
rebellion that had no cause. But she was also a
sincere believing Christian and she wanted to
spread the gospel, so she joined the "Negro Sunday
School". That's what people at Wheaton called it.
It was a group of Wheaton students who went every
Sunday to the slums on the south side of Chicago,
to a church where the students and the parishioners
together tried to get the young people of the
neighborhood to come to church. The students
would also just witness out there on the street
wherever they could find people to listen. Carolyn
did this every Sunday, regularly and gladly, and she
was gaining a following of sorts among young black
men who came to the Sunday School because she
was there. I admired her for doing this. I did not
think I could do it. My reservations about
missionizing people still haunted me. And I was
still shy in spite of myself.
I met Darlene at poetry club and we quickly
become good friends. She was a junior the year I
was a freshman. One of the first days after we'd
gotten to know each other we went up into my room
in McManus Hall. Pat was away. We made some
mocha which somehow had a special aura in those
days for us, I'm not sure just why, it was a poets'
and beatnik drink in our minds. We took our mugs
up to my room and placed ourselves mugs in hand,
on the window sill of my room which was on the

second floor. The view was over a street looking

Darlene who became a very good friend for many
years and I do have photos of her from later years.
beyond the campus. Nothing special really, but we
could watch the students coming and going, their
voices and laughter floating up to us. It was a warm
evening. The window was wide open, but there was
a screen which we trusted would prevent us from
falling down to the sidewalk below. We put the
Midnight Special on the radio which was a folk
song program and sat there all evening, listening to
the folk songs we loved and getting to know each
other.
Darlene lived in a house with Carol Gunn and
a Spanish professor named Harriet. Carol wrote
poetry too. That's how I met her. She had had polio
as a child and was shaped like a corkscrew. She
could walk without aids, but it was difficult, she had
a brace holding her back and sometimes she was in
pain. But she was an intense and positive person.
Carol believed the gospel unconditionally and her
Christian constructs were impressive and influenced
me in the Wheaton years.
Harriet Luebke lived in the same house as
Darlene and Carol and that's how I got to know her.
She had also had polio as a child and had to get

around on crutches, but she was otherwise quite
pretty. Harriet taught Spanish at Wheaton College.
She had been a missionary in Cuba for a long time,
until 1959 when Castro took over the government
and the missionaries were expelled. So, she hated
Communism, especially its ungodliness. The rest,
the economics of it didn't matter so much to her I
think.

Carol
Carol – this photo is from
much later, but she is still
young and not so much
different than in the
Wheaton years.

Wes Craven was on the staff of Kodon and
wrote the weirdest stuff, short stories, not poetry,
and he later became famous world-wide for his
horror films. Thus, it was that I found a new cast of
characters for a play that I too was acting in, and all
of us together were trying to spin the meaning of it.
My feeling at that time was that, in fact, this

Christian community was a kind of utopia in which
there was a lot of safety. You could search without
being torn asunder. I did not think I'd made a
mistake going to Wheaton
Harriet – this photo is
also from much later
but she is still young
and not so much
different than in the
Wheaton years.
Every one of these people believed that Jesus
had died on the cross for them and they had
accepted Him and were saved. To go to Wheaton or
be a teacher there which Harriet was, you had to
sign a statement that you believed this along with
the pledge. For the most part we kept our pledge, at
least during the school year. Blatant disregard for
the rules and getting caught would lead to
expulsion. But of course, Wheaton was not so
much of a Christian utopia that no one ever failed
their commitment to this way of life, to perfection.
Yet, I experienced it as a safe reserve, sheltered
from the evils of life outside.
Nonetheless, we were all a bunch of misfits at
the college in many ways, even though all of us
were seeking a way for Christianity to make sense.
So, we would discuss with each other. In the end
our conclusions were different, but for a long time
we puzzled through it together. These were
inestimably fascinating discussions for me because
we were all serious, we wanted to find answers, we
were willing to explore - to varying degrees, and to
listen to each other. For me it was as much
philosophy as religion, the kind of philosophical
system that had God as one element in it. It was, in
fact, a totally captivating game to see if we could
get the pieces of God, salvation, redemption, I and
Thou, Jesus, the gospel message, the Trinity, our
lives and on and on, to fit together into a logical
construct. If it could fit, I could believe, or so I
thought.
Carolyn became my best friend that year. She
was enterprising, rebellious and searching. We had
so much to talk about. Her choices were different
than mine, but the starting point was how do we
deal with the beliefs that we grew up with, when
gradually we discover that they don't correlate with

our experience. So many white Christians seem to
be racists. How does that fit? What is the point of
the "Negro Sunday School"? A tool for white
people to somehow control black people? Carolyn
began to see the people she met there as human
beings who lived a very different kind of life, on the
edge, rebellious, angry sometimes, but also
exuberant. She felt attracted to it. It was beyond
the bounds of Wheaton walled safety. But some of
the Wheaton people who went down there just
wanted stars in their heavenly crown and good
missionary practice.
Carolyn told me about her friends on the south
side and then said, “they'd like to meet you.”
"I'd like to meet them too, I said. “If I don't
have to try to convert them, I'd like that.”
Carolyn laughed. “No”, she said. “I just want
you meet them. They are interesting people. We
can go and visit them at home”.

This is a project house on Chicago’s South Side in
the 1960’s, the one we went to was something like
this, but probably not this one – not my photo.
I'd passed through parts of Chicago on the el
and seen from afar the huge housing projects and
the decaying houses where people lived in poverty
many times. It was considered unsafe for the
people who lived there and even more unsafe for
white people to venture there. I asked, “is it safe?”
“I think it's safe,” Carolyn said. “I've been
there many times; I’ve never had anything
dangerous happen.”
“OK,” I said. “Then let's go.”
We went together. It was a long trip, first by

bus from Wheaton to the El that went to the loop
and then another El that went to the South side. We
got off in a neighborhood that I never would have
dreamed of walking around in before. There was
not a single white person, except for us. It was an
area of huge project apartment buildings, all alike
made of yellow bricks with passageways and metal
fences on each floor leading to the many entrances.
Some windows had curtains, others seemed to be
covered with sheets, some were dirty, some
disheveled and some were well cared for. There
must have been an elevator at the end. We went up
toward the top and traipsed along the open
passageway. I was a little queasy about being there,
but Carolyn assured me that it was safe, so I
decided it would be best to believe her.
We got to the door that belonged to Carolyn's
friend and she knocked. A black man of perhaps
twenty or so opened it. He was dressed in the cool
style of the time and when he saw us a big grin
spread over his face. “Come in”, he said. The
apartment wasn't very big, but it looked like the
whole space had been set up like a night club.
There was a bar with bar stools extending from the
kitchen whose shelves contained all imaginable
kinds of alcoholic beverages. There was no
furniture other than that. The rest of the space
served as a dance floor. The only lights were
strings of colored Christmas tree lights. The shades
were down, so most of the light came from the
colored lights. There were several other black men
and women sitting there and all of them seemed
pleased that we'd come. I was probably standing
there with my mouth open. “Wow,” I said finally.
“This is wild.”
They all started laughing. “It's good isn't it?”
one said.
“Yeah,” I said. “But where do you sleep?”
The owner of the apartment shrugged. “That's
not important. Do you want something to drink?”
“No alcohol,” I said. “We're not allowed to.”
“How about a coke?”
“Ok,” I said. “And some food. “
“Food?” he laughed. “I'm not sure if there's
any food here.” He looked around in the cupboards
and finally found some crackers. “You won't
starve,” he grinned and dumped a bunch of crackers
in front of me. “You go to college?”
“Yep, same college as Carolyn.”
I drank my coke, munched on crackers and

watched as they set up a record player and some
loud speakers for music.
“Do you want to dance?” he asked.
“I can't,” I said.

Gramma and mom at about that time at the front
door on Franklin Ave
“And why?”
“Well, it's the college. We're not allowed to.”
He stared at me in disbelief. “Why?”
I tried to explain, the pledge and all. And then
I said. “I don't really know how to dance either. I
never learned.”
“It's not hard,” he said. “Maybe some time, I
can teach you.”
“Yeah,” I said. “That would be good.”
After that visit, I was thinking how I could
return their invitation. We couldn't really invite
them out to Wheaton. There was no place there to
entertain them, but then I thought of my home in
River Forest.
What would my mother say if I invited them
to dinner one Sunday? “Do you think they'd
come?” I asked Carolyn.
“I think they would,” she said.
I was not aiming to scare my mother, or put
her in a difficult situation or anything like that. I
simply thought that if we were Christians, we had to
behave like Christians, and that meant accepting
guests in our home even kids from the slums. So,
the next time I was at home and I went home quite
frequently that year, because it wasn't that far away,
I said to my mother. “I'd like to invite some friends
over for dinner. Is that OK?”

“Of course,” she said.
I knew what she expected, nice Christian white
kids. Suddenly I felt like my feet were getting a little
cold. I had to tell her who they were before they
came, but I was afraid she'd back down, so I didn't
say anything.
The week before the dinner my mother asked
me how many were coming.
I said, “with Carolyn it will be five and me of
course.”
The plans went on. But I was getting nervous.
I knew my mother would be shocked when I told
her. But it would be worse if I didn't.
She called and asked what time they'd arrive
and I said around 1:30 on Sunday. That would give
us time to get everything ready after coming home
from church. She said, “OK, we'll be ready then.
Good-bye.”
I couldn't let her hang up. “Wait,” I said.
“I…”
She waited and I didn't go on.
“Are you there?” she asked.
“Mmmm,” I said, “they're negroes.” *
She did gasp. I could imagine her thoughts
spinning. But when they landed, somehow, they
landed upright and she said, still rather breathless,
“OK.”
I breathed a sigh of relief. I didn't want to back
out of this after telling Carolyn and she telling them.
I didn't want to see my family behaving blatantly
racist either. It was going to be OK. After she'd
calmed down sufficiently about that, I told her they
lived in the projects and I guess she was scared. But
she didn't back down.
The day of the dinner was unbelievably tense.
My mother and grandmother prepared a huge and
extravagant meal for our family, Carolyn and five
friends. They went to a great effort to make it very
good and I appreciated my mother's spirit about this.
The guests were supposed to come at 1:30 and the
meal was done at that time, but they weren't there.
As time went on, everyone began to get more and
more nervous. Would they come at all? Why
weren't they here? Grandma was wondering if
something dangerous was happening. Were they
plotting? And I almost had to laugh, but I said, “no,
nothing dangerous. They probably got lost and
they're just late.” But I was a little worried too,
either that they'd decided not to come after all, or
that they'd run into problems driving into a white

well-to-do neighborhood.
Then the doorbell rang. I got to the living
room first and could see through the door that a
couple of John’s school friends were standing there.
“It’s not…” I shouted. But then I saw five black
people walk up behind John’s friends and I could
see the look of pure terror on their faces. I almost
started to laugh, but I quickly went to the door and
opened it. Carolyn was there too, and while John’s
friends virtually ducked under my arms and burst
into the house like scared rabbits, Carolyn was
hugging her friends, and I led them into the house,
where John’s friends were not sure whether to
scream or run back out.
But in a few minutes, everyone was laughing,
while my guests told some crazy story about the
wild goose chase they’d had trying to find our
house. We could almost begin to regain a little
composure. Nothing went wrong. We got everyone
sat down and mother and grandma brought in the
banquet.
Sex
We were sitting in the Stupe where students
could hang out and buy snacks and drinks. I was
sipping on a coffee milkshake and Carolyn wanted
to know what it was and decided to try it also.
Between sips on her straw she began to talk softly
so only I could hear. “I had sex with JJ”, she told
me.
JJ was one of the guys from the Negro Sunday
School. I hadn't expected her to say that. We'd
discussed the boys we knew from the south side of
Chicago. I knew Carolyn especially liked one of
them. We had discussed relationships and sex
theoretically. But to actually do it, she was the first
of my friends at Wheaton, as far as I knew, who
had. I didn't have a boyfriend and sex was still a
kind of thrilling and fear arousing absorption for
me. So, at first, I was simply flabbergasted at her
words. Even for me it was a big mental step to go
from thinking about saving the souls of people in
the slums, to having sex with them.
“What was it like?” I said finally.
She shrugged. “A little painful, not so bad.”
“You'll do it again?”
“Yes”, she said.
Colorado
At spring vacation, we all needed to get
away from the intensity this first year at college
was providing. Carolyn invited me to go home

with her to Glenwood Springs. I had been to
Colorado several times and always liked it.
Glenwood Springs was further west, in a much
drier, almost semi-desert area rather unlike the
mountains where I’d been before. Carolyn
probably felt she needed some support going
back to the extreme conservative home and
preferably avoiding a conflict with her parents. I
met them, they were friendly and
accommodating and seemed happy to have me
there. It was a nice rather modern house. But I
don’t remember much more about this trip
except that Carolyn showed me the spot in the
mountains where her boyfriend had driven off a
cliff during a race and had died. In general
though everything seemed to be OK with
Carolyn and her parents. Returning to
Wheaton, things went on pretty much as before
except we had to prepare for finals, so studying
became more time-consuming.
University of Colorado
Carolyn and I had decided that in our
sophomore year we'd be roommates, but in the
meantime, she was going back to Colorado for
the summer and we decided to go to summer
school at the University of Colorado in Boulder
together. I had applied for the summer school
semester and signed up for three courses. I
arrived there the day before they were to begin,
did whatever bureaucracy was necessary and
waited for Carolyn, but she didn't come. I had
no idea what happened to her. She hadn’t
informed me. In the end, I was assigned a
roommate, a woman who was friendly, but I
never saw her again after that summer and I
don't remember her name.
It was there that for the first time I
learned about Karl Marx. At Wheaton he wasn't
even mentioned. But I knew the name, the evil
Communist, the inspiration for our mighty
enemy the Soviet Union. Even the Soviet Films
I'd seen at Roosevelt University didn't discuss
what Karl Marx had written. But in my
economics class at Colorado we had to learn the
basics of his economic theories. We didn't read
Capital, just excepts in a textbook.
Nonetheless, it wasn't accompanied by anticommunist propaganda, but simply a statement
of an economic theory that we in the USA did
not follow. I thought it was interesting, but I

saw no application for it in my daily life or even
in my reflections on the world.

The Second Year of College

Something had clearly happened with
Carolyn. When it was time to get ready to go to
Wheaton in the fall, I still didn't know what was
going on, because it was impossible to
communicate with her. When I tried to call her
home, the phone was always smacked down. I
think the college found out that Carolyn had had
sex with one of the black guys. How they could
have found out, I don’t know. Nor do I know
how her parents found out. In any case, they
thought Wheaton was having an evil influence
on her and they concluded they could imprison
her somehow back in Colorado. This, of course,
was beyond the pale. I'm not sure if Carolyn
was actually expelled from the college or
whether her parents simply refused to pay.
In any case, I was going back to
Wheaton that fall and had to have a new
roommate. Darlene was a senior and I was a
sophomore. Normally, sophomores still lived in
the dorm, but juniors and seniors lived in
outside housing. Darlene had been in a house
together with Carol, Joan Kerns and Harriet. It
was not possible for me to live there, and
Darlene couldn't live in the dorm, but when I
found out Carolyn wasn't coming back, Darlene
and I tried to figure out a way to be roommates.

The school was willing to make an exception.
They placed us in a vacant room in an outside
house where six other girls were also living on
the second floor. Downstairs there was a family
that had young children. The man Chuck
Schoenherr had a position at the college in
athletics and the both man and his wife
Margaret Schoenherr were to be our house
parents and make sure we followed the rules.
Darlene and I were overjoyed; we'd be together
for the whole year.
Shortly, after the start of the school year,
Carolyn did manage to reach me by phone and
told me she was at home and her parents weren't
allowing her out and she was forbidden to talk
to me. “My parents blame it all on you,” she
said.
“Me?” I said in amazement and thought
who is more radical?
“They think your bad, unchristian
influence led me astray.” Carolyn laughed at
this, but she was also a little distraught. It
meant that either she had to escape her family or
break with me. Breaking with her family meant
she would have no economic support for a
college education. In the beginning, however,
she didn't have much choice. She was in
Colorado and if she wasn't going to stay with
her parents the first thing she had to do was to
get away. Her family certainly wasn't going to
let her go back to the "hell hole" they thought
she'd been in. So, for a while because there was
no communication, I didn't know how things
were developing.
But eventually she reached me again.
This time she said, “I'm going to get to Chicago
somehow. I'll let you know when I'm there.”
The first task new roommates have is to
fix up their room. It could be quite simple, with
matching bedspreads and curtains for example.
Some did their rooms up elaborately, especially
if they came from families with money.
Darlene's family was not rich. She came from
Joliet, a working-class city in Illinois, with a
few rich pockets for the bosses. But anyway,
that wasn't what we were thinking of for our
room. We wanted something a little unusual.
At that time, I was fascinated with squids, an
animal with huge intelligent eyes and a bizarre
soft body of a beautiful orange red color. So, I

suggested to Darlene that we put a squid on the
ceiling. Not a real squid of course. It should be
huge, like squids are, and pretty much cover the
whole ceiling. Darlene thought the idea was
insane enough to be good. So, we bought big
sheets of orange-red paper which had to be
pasted together to form the squid's body. The
eye, there was only one since we were looking
at the squid from the side, was of white and
black paper. When we got the thing on the
ceiling it looked sufficiently bizarre to get us
laughing hysterically and of course the other
girls looked to see what was so funny and soon
all were admiring or maybe just being mildly
revolted and awed at the thing. We spent the
year under its watchful eye.
Darlene was originally from Texas and
still had remnants of her Texas accent, even
though her family now lived in Joliet. She too
was trying to emerge from the fundamentalist
boundaries she'd inherited without rejecting the
Christian basics. Her rebellion was just
beginning in her last two years of college.
Whereas Carolyn's poetry had been a bit dark
and rebellious, Darlene's poetry was ethereal.
She was studying to be an elementary school
teacher.
Darlene didn't have a boyfriend at that
time. She'd once been linked to a conforming
fundamentalist, but as she became more critical
of fundamentalism this relationship did not
work out and he already belonged to the distant
past.
Charlie
I don't know why Charlie was even
going to Wheaton. He lived in the town, so it
was handy. But he had no relationship to the
Christian community that impinged on our lives
so decisively at Wheaton. Still he had to take
Bible classes every semester, like everyone else.
And he was in my Bible class that second year.
I don’t know where I met Charlie. He wasn’t a
poet, nor on the Kodon staff, so I suspect it was
in fact, in this Bible class. But he was certainly
a rebel, though perhaps not consciously so.
Maybe it was more like he was just out of place
at Wheaton. Charlie took a liking to me. I had
mixed feelings about it. He was a burly man,
with long greasy hair and he smoked. Not quite
blatantly as it was forbidden. But I could smell

it on his breath and when I got to know him a
little better, he smoked in front of me. I walked
with him a block or two sometimes after Bible
Class and he was on his way home. Once we
even went to the Seven Dwarfs which was a fast
food restaurant about a mile from the college.

Seven Dwarfs, looked about the same then
So, there was something about him that I liked,
though I doubt it was sexually motivated.
Maybe it was just because he dared so blatantly
to misbehave. I was not filled with cynicism like
he was about Christianity. I was completely
serious about the search for meaning that I had
embarked upon. And he didn’t seem to be
serious about anything.
I sat in the front row in the Bible class. I
did it partly to stay awake, because I often went
to bed way too late and was dead tired in the
morning when the alarm rang and I’d stagger
out of bed to get to my first class which was
Bible. I didn’t always manage to stay awake
and when I’d nod off, my hand would keep
taking notes that I later saw made no sense at
all. But there I was sitting there right in front,
and Charlie often came to class ten minutes late.
One particular time he staggered in the door and
I could see at once that he was drunk. Oh no, I
thought, please don’t come and sit by me. He
was breathing sort of like a snorting bull.
“Greee tschen” he croaked, when he saw me,
disturbing the lecture. The teacher stopped
talking and stared, not quite sure what to do
about this. It wasn’t something that happened
very often at Wheaton. I was cringing. Charlie
plowed ahead and plopped down right next to
me. “Can I see your notes,” he said out loud.
“Yes,” I whispered, feeling like my face
must be red as a beet. “But be quiet.”
“Oh yeh,” he blustered belabored.
“yeh.”

Unbelievably he stopped talking and the
teacher went back to his lecture.
Soon after that event Charlie stopped
coming to class and I imagine the teacher
complained about him, though I don't know, and
he was asked to leave the school.

Dr. Homes about the time I had him as teacher.
The photo is not mine.
Dr. Holmes/Existentialism
I had not been happy with the literature
major nor was I enthused about the teacher I’d
had, so I decided to change my major to
philosophy. It was the most efficient way to
search for meaning I thought. And the search
for meaning, for the meaning of Christianity for
me, for the meaning of life, for system and
sense was my all-consuming passion. Head of
the philosophy department was Dr. Holmes. He
was originally from England, but had been in
the USA a long time. He still had an English
accent, which made him particularly attractive
since I was still an Anglophile. He was
otherwise a middle-aged man, with just one curl
of hair on the top of his head and otherwise not
too much hair. He loved philosophy and he
could instill this love in his students. His own
philosophy was closely identified with his
Christianity, but he didn't missionize, he merely
got us to read and to think about it. This was
fine with me.
My first philosophy course was the
history of philosophy with Dr. Holmes. It was
presented as if every philosopher had somehow

made progress in philosophical ideas from the
previous period. Always something new and
more relevant to new times. But once
secularization set in, the progression was not
necessarily progress any more. Insights of an
earlier age in which philosophy was about Man,
God and the world may have been more relevant
for us who were searching for answers to what
our relationship as humans was supposed to be
toward God and the world. The world, in this
way of thinking, was mostly the physical world,
created by God either directly or through
evolution. Society was secondary and hardly
discussed. Even modern philosophy, language
philosophy or logical positivism, existentialism,
all dealt with individuals or with minds or
words, but not societies. In any case, I found
myself most drawn to the existentialists and I
read most of them, trying to grasp what they
were saying and how it was relevant for me. The
despair in the face of the meaninglessness of
existence was something I had experienced.
However, as a Christian we had an answer for
this. Since every person had the freedom to
create their own meaning, this also made sense
to me. Yes, we were seeking to create meaning
and we weren’t accepting the given
fundamentalist answers, but I was also not
facing a nothingness. On that point I felt I
diverged from Existentialism.
The Wheaton logic teacher was Dr.
Kennard. He was not as in-line Christian as Dr.
Holmes. But logic was not the class to get into
these things more deeply. I liked logic and was
very good at it, but since it was not answering
the questions I had, I didn't pursue it beyond the
required course.
Carolyn
Sometime late that fall the phone rang in
our house. We had one phone for everyone in
the house and if it was for me, whoever
answered would yell, “it's for you, Gretchen.”
So of course, I ran to the phone wondering what
small miracle awaited me. It had to be a miracle
or why bother to answer. This time it was
Carolyn. “I'm in Chicago,” she said.
“That's great,” I said. “I'm so glad.
How did you get away?”
“I didn't tell my parents. I just left. I
guess they'll have figured it out by now. If they

call you don't tell them where I am.”
“I don't know where you are,” I said.
She laughed. “Well, you'll find out soon
enough. I'm with JJ.”
“Will you be able to survive
moneywise?”
“I've got a job already,” she said. “I’ll
work on my degree at night school.”
“So when can we meet?” I asked.
“I can't come out to Wheaton,
obviously”, she said. “I'll figure something
out.”
I was glad she was back. Maybe I was a
little worried too, but it seemed like she was
overcoming all her hurdles and I was glad for
her. I wanted to see her as soon as possible.
Wes
The new editor of Kodon during my
sophomore year was Wes Craven. Wes was a
lanky guy with a shock of blond hair and brown
eyes. He wrote short stories that were
masterpieces, and I suppose it was self-evident
that he would make his way in the literary, or as
happened, in the film world. They were dark
stories with a touch of horror, they didn't sound
Christian, but they weren't immoral either. He
was an excellent writer and I wouldn't have
wondered, if I'd known then that later he'd
become famous – Wes Craven the Hollywood
horror film producer. I could have had a crush
on him, but Darlene already did, so I decided
not to try to compete. In any case, Wes seemed
not to be as interested in Darlene as she was in
him, but I'm not sure if he even knew, and to me
he was always friendly and obliging, but never
anything more.
I think that at that time Darlene realized
nothing would come of her Wes crush and she
was already eyeing Jerry, another poet from the
poetry club, who like her was a senior. She
admired his brilliance and his etherealness. But
Jerry was hopelessly enamored of Adrienne and
wasn't noticing Darlene, and so she was a little
unhappily in love, like I had been with Steve.
In any case, I loved to go to the Kodon
office. Not only because Wes was there, but
because there was always someone there to talk
to and we discussed, mostly philosophy or
religion or what was going on at school or about
things we were writing. I don't remember that

we talked much about politics. It wasn't taboo,
it was just something that we were not involved
in. Most of us came from families that voted
Republican and we mostly would not do so if
we could vote. Not because we knew exactly
why, it was a feeling that we couldn't be
Republicans.
One day I came in the office and one of
the Kodon editors said, “do you know the new
dance, the twist?”. I said sarcastically, “I don't.
We don't dance much here.”
He laughed and said, “it's the rage.
Look.” He twisted around somewhat
awkwardly. “Need practice,” he said.
“OK. What are you trying to do?”
“Place your feet on the floor and don't

Wes
move them. You can put your hands up if you
want to and turn at the waist, back and forth.”
I tried it. It was more like a funny
gymnastic exercise than a dance. Pretty soon I
had the hang of it. More people came in and
asked what we were doing.
“We're practicing the twist,” I said.

Pretty soon everyone was practicing the
twist. “We need some music,” said Wes.
“We better lock the door.” It was a crazy
afternoon, everyone dancing or rather exercising
wildly, turning red in the face and out of breath
and being a little bad because we were sort of
dancing. By the time we stopped everyone had
mastered the twist, and if we had done it in the
gym it would have been called exercising, so we
didn't feel too bad about it.
Wes played the guitar and he was good
at it. He could play classical and folk music.

Wes playing his guitar at Wheaton. Not my
photo.
Sometimes he would sit in the office and
play and we others would sit and listen. He
wasn't the only person who was playing or
singing folk music though. Darlene had a good
voice that she could project and she had already
sung folk songs a few times at a local coffee
house.
One day I came in the office and Wes
said he wanted to visit his girlfriend. I didn't
know who his girlfriend was, so I said, “where
is she? Why don't you just go and visit her?”
“She's in Baltimore,” he said.
“Oh? Is she from Wheaton?”
“She graduated last year,” he said.
“Maybe you don't know her.”
“What's her name?”
“Lynne Bury.”
“I know her,” I said, “but not very well.
So why don't you go and visit her?”
“I don't have money for the bus,” he
said.
“Hmmm,” I said. I couldn't offer any
suggestions. I was getting a little extra spending

money by ironing clothes for a Wheaton
housewife once a week, but that was not much.
“I was thinking of selling my guitar,” he
said.
“That would be terrible,” I said, thinking
of how I liked to hear him play and also
thinking that he would miss it.
“It's not so terrible,” he said. “I don't
know any other way to get that bus ticket now.”
“You need it now?”
“Yes, I want to go tomorrow.”
“Maybe I could buy the guitar,” I said. I
couldn't play guitar at all, but at that time my
favorite music was folk and blues. I knew some
Joan Baez songs as well as Pete Seeger songs
and gospel, since that’s what we sang in church,
though not like Josh White. I couldn't sing like
Darlene, but I could stay in tune. “How much
do you want for it?”

This is my photo of Wes’ guitar which I still have
to this day but haven’t played in a long time.
He named a price.
“I'll have to see if I have enough
money.”
I went back to my dorm to check my
finances and decided I could afford it. So, Wes

got the money for his bus ticket to go and see
Lynne and I had a guitar. It was a decent guitar,
not the most expensive, but very good. It wasn't
new either, but nothing was wrong with it. I
began immediately to learn how to play it and
practiced every day, so my fingers would get
callouses and not hurt holding the strings down.
Jerry
Jerry wrote poetry. His poetry was as
ethereal as he seemed to be. He was fairly tall,
gaunt and other-worldly, soaring in an
intellectual realm that no one else could reach.
He was a physics major and often seemed to be
walking with his head in the clouds. He was
probably the most brilliant student at Wheaton
at the time. His family lived in Wheaton, so I
believe he lived at home. I had met Jerry in
poetry club and admired his dreamy poetry. He
took me to his house and I met his family, an
ordinary family, working class, no intellectuals.
His mother was a homemaker. He had an older
brother who was married to a high school girl, a
waitress I think she was, with bleached blond
hair, a little scatterbrained and both seemed to
live chaotically without much money in a tiny
unruly apartment. Jerry was an anomaly. But
they accepted Jerry who had been a diabetic
since childhood and needed insulin. In spite of
the difference they seemed to be OK with each
other.
Jerry – this photo
is from the late
60’s but I don’t
have an earlier
one of him.

Jerry went to the Episcopal church, but
he was attracted to the more ornate and
ritualistic Roman Catholic Church. He believed
in some kind of a God, but perhaps wasn’t so
sure at that time what kind of a God it was.
Adrienne eventually disappeared.
Perhaps she got sick or, college was too
stressful, or she wasn’t really so Christian

Fundamentalist. I don’t know what happened.
Jerry was sad when she left, but there was
nothing he could do, except eventually to forget
about her. Which I think he did. He had
noticed me and with Adrienne gone, he turned
his attention to me. But to me he seemed almost
unearthly whereas I felt like I was made of clay.
I was attracted to his brilliance but had a feeling
that we were incompatible. Still I went out with
him, mostly in Wheaton, around the college.
One night we walked in the moonlight
through the campus. Everything was blue and
silver, the moon gave him a halo, and I probably
had one too, although I couldn’t see it. He must
have. We held hands and walked gently on the
face of the earth, two searching souls, and I felt
very close to him. But when I was back in the
dorm, I thought this is a relationship that cannot
be. He wrote a poem about that night, us,
children of the moon and I thought yes, we are
children of the moon, but we cannot exist in the
sunlight.
He read the poem at poetry club and
Darlene said to me, “it’s about you.”
“I think so,” I said.
“Are you in love with him?”
“In the moonlight,” I said. "But in
daylight, I don't know. Are you in love with
him?”
“Yes,” she said. “All the time.” She had
gotten over Wes.
I thought for a while. I liked the
otherworldly way it was being with him. But I
was too grounded somehow, at least that’s how I
felt. So I said to Darlene, “I think he is too
intense for me. I need to play sometimes.”
“I like that about him,” she said.
“Yes, I do too,” I said. “But not all the
time. You must have him.”
“You don’t want to go out with him
anymore?”
“If you want him,” I said, “then I will
not go out with him anymore.”
“I want him,” she said.
“OK. Then that is decided. I will tell
him next time, to ask you instead of me.”
Darlene was happy and I was glad that there
would be a solution that we all could live with.
Darlene was one of my best friends and I was
giving her something that was precious to her.

Jerry also agreed to the bargain and asked
Darlene out. But maybe it was a mistake. I
couldn’t have guessed it then.
Spring demonstration
The winter is always long in Chicago.
When the sun finally starts feeling warm and the
flowers start blooming and the trees get a green
sheen, everyone who has felt cooped up for so
long goes outside. I think it's the same all over
the northern part of the USA. We heard that
Harvard students who had maybe just gone
outside to feel the sunshine on their faces,
suddenly were demonstrating. I think it was
1962. This was a new notion for us. There had
been the beatnik rebellion, but it hadn't broken
out into a united group of students standing
together, not as individuals but as a huge and
probably rather frightening organic mass and
making lots of noise. I don't know what the
Harvard students were demonstrating about.
And I'm quite sure we weren't intending to copy
them at Wheaton.
But that first spring day when the sun
shone warmly on our heads, we went outside.
Lots of students went outside and saw other
students strolling around and all of them stayed,
talking in small groups, but all together. Soon
the crowd that had collected was large. We
weren't demanding anything, there were no
posters, no ulterior motives, just lots of students
milling around at the edge of the campus,
talking, laughing, being there. Someone came
hopping along on a pogo stick, hop, hop, hop
and everyone laughed. Then other students
wanted to try it. And whenever anyone
succeeded the crowd clapped. I tried it, never
having hopped on a pogo stick before. It was
fun and as I hopped along the street, people
clapped. The street was full of students and cars
couldn't go past, at least not easily, but this was
not a busy street. We didn't think anything of it.
After a while the pogo stick wasn't so amusing
anymore and maybe people were thinking of
going back to their dorms to study, so I thought
we need some more excitement, this shouldn't
end yet. It's really kind of fun.
There was a telephone pole near me that
had spikes on the sides so a repair person could
climb up. I thought, I've never tried to climb a
telephone pole before. So, I went over to it,

grabbed the spikes and began climbing up.
Pretty soon I was above everyone's heads. I
could look out over the crowd which stretched
down two streets. And all of them could see me.
Some gasped, some started shouting that I
should come down and some burst into
applause. That egged me on and I kept climbing
higher. My audience was getting more agitated
both for and against this action.
Someone who lived in one of the houses
on that street called the police. I saw them
coming and climbed down. The police piled out
of their cars and began threatening students.
Some students left. But some got angry. Why
shouldn't we have the right to be on our own
campus? We weren’t hurting anyone or
anything. It seemed like a travesty. I don't
know how it happened, but suddenly it did.
Students were making mud balls from the wet
ground and throwing them at the police. I made
one too and threw it. Maybe none of them
actually hit the police, but the police were
agitated and began chasing students, who ran to
hide behind bushes. The police managed to grab
a couple boys who may or may not have thrown
a mud ball and carted them off to jail.
If this had started as a silly first warm
day and otherwise innocuous gathering of
students just awoken from hibernation, it
suddenly became a cause. Why were these two
students taken to jail when it had been everyone
who had participated in this? It was unfair. We
felt our rights were being violated. Although the
civil rights movement had not reached to
Wheaton, and although there were no radicals at
Wheaton, nonetheless we were aware of what
was going on in the world. So, we decided to
march to the police station and demand the
release of the students. It was a big group,
marching down the street with a purpose. By
now the professors had been notified, the
pastors of the local churches had been notified.
Don't do it, the pastors said. Stop now. If you
go further there will be a confrontation with the
police. It could get dangerous.
We kept on going.
One pastor stood in front of the crowd,
walking backwards, begging us, stop now,
please.
What should we do? I had the feeling

that if anyone was to blame for all of this it was
me. I was the one that got them to scream when
I'd climbed the pole and it was the screaming
that had gotten the police there in the first place.
It was not right that someone else was going to
jail. I wanted to go on. But the pastor was
putting on the guilt trip. Wheaton college
students don't do this. We are Christians. I
could see that people were wavering. I think we
should go on, I said. But more of them were
saying, we've done what we could. We don't
want anyone to get hurt. The police will try to
stop us and they might hurt someone. That
convinced most of the people. They stopped.
And then slowly they began to turn around, and
slowly the group fell apart as everyone walked
back to their dorms. I felt like we'd been
defeated. Not a complete defeat. We'd been out
there, we'd protested. We had done that just as
well as the Harvard students had a few days
before. But we hadn't been able to free the
students from jail. The papers however, reported
on our demonstration describing it in the same
tone as the Harvard demonstration and putting
us in the same category. We thought that was
kind of cool.
Darlene and Jerry
It was toward the end of the spring
semester. The weather was warm, the sky sunny,
grass green, trees and bushes thick with new
leaves. Darlene and Jerry were in love. That the
balmy air would lure them out into a romantic
night is hardly surprising. It does that to all of
us. So, they were out at night, outside, under the
trees and it didn’t matter to them what time it
was. We were supposed to be back in our dorms
at 10 PM. The girls anyway. For the boys it
didn’t matter. Yeah, girls had to be protected,
boys did not. Darlene wasn’t in the dorm at 10
PM. It might have been a weekend when I was
at my parents’ house in River Forest, so I had no
idea what was happening. But what did happen,
was that someone called up for Darlene that
night. And she wasn’t there. She was not signed
out so no one knew where she was.
Why should this have turned into such a
catastrophe? Girls are to punished if they don’t
obey the rules. But if a boy is involved and he
goes to Wheaton college, he must also be
punished. This misdemeanor was reported to the

school authorities. The bizarre result was that
both Darlene and Jerry were to be denied their
graduation diplomas. They would receive
incompletes for their courses and thus not have
fulfilled the requirements.
Jerry had already been accepted at MIT
for graduate school. When they heard of this
punishment and the reason for it, they were
extremely annoyed. They had Jerry’s grades and
his recommendations. They declared Wheaton
College to be ridiculous and said they didn’t
care if Jerry didn’t have his BA degree, he
would start in the fall anyway. But for Darlene it
was not so simple. Her grades were acceptable,
but not overwhelming, if she stood out it was
because she had successfully sung folk songs at
various cafes and other public places. But this
would not give her the qualifications to teach
without a BA. I don’t remember any more
whether she ever got the BA. I think she did
much later. But as a result, she never became a
teacher. Instead she went to Cambridge with
Jerry and got a good job at MIT.
Summer school in the Black Hills
After my sophomore year, I decided
again to go to summer school. I had been
considering the possibility of a junior year
abroad, but in the end I decided that instead I
would try to finish my BA in three years and
then with that accomplished I'd be totally free to
go abroad and do whatever I wanted to do
without Wheaton limitations. By then, I was
feeling somewhat closed in being so close to
home, not facing the world, a little bit stuck. To
be able to graduate in three years I needed to go
to Summer School again.
Wheaton has a Science Station in the
Black Hills which offers courses in Biology,
Geology, Botany and other science courses. I
needed a science course to graduate and I liked
the idea of taking biology out in nature where
there would be a direct relation to the object of
study. I had no idea what it would be like.
Would I miss my intellectual and poet friends,
being among Fundamentalist kids acquiescing
with missionary zeal where I'd feel the way I
had among the Hi-C kids in High School? I was
a little nervous about it, but decided the pros
were more decisive. The biology course would
last eight weeks and would cover a year's worth

of classroom biology.
Arriving at the Science Station, I was
awed by the beauty, the snow-covered
mountains in the distance, the forest, the cliffs,
meadows with wild flowers. But the camp
itself, I guess that's the best way to describe it,
worried me. It consisted of cottages, dormitory
style, with screened windows without glass, one
building for boys and one for girls. The class
rooms, dining room and administration were
located in other weatherworn wooden buildings.
The last time I'd been to a Christian camp, I had
felt not quite as lonely as the first time at
Winona Lake, but I also hadn't felt like a
devoted camper. The dorm room was filled with
bunk beds and we had to choose one, a deja vu
to the childhood camp at Winona Lake. The
thought of that experience entered my mind as I
looked at this place and I shuddered, but I was
now grown up and able to deal with this, wasn't
I? I took an empty top and piled my stuff on it.
One by one the other students arrived with or
without family. I didn't know any of them, nor
did I recognize them from campus. But that
evening when everyone gathered for the first
supper in the dining hall, some chatting to old
friends, some looking a bit forlorn, like I
suppose I did, I was surprised to see a young
man with thick black glasses and black hair,
familiar, so I stared. It was Ted Voelkel and he
saw me staring and smiled. He was as glad as I
was not to be alone among strangers. Ted was
one of the eccentric intellectual philosophy
students who went to the Episcopal Church. He
could hardly bring a word out of his mouth that
didn't sound convoluted and philosophical.
Seeing him calmed my fears. He was not going
missionize and he was in my biology class.
There were a couple others that I knew as well,
but they were taking geology.
The next morning, we gathered in the
Biology classroom which had shelves
displaying mostly dried insects, some of them
huge and luminescent. We were informed that
we'd be taking a two-day overnight trek into the
mountains every week and the other three days
we'd be in the classroom. It sounded like fun
and I was allowing my enthusiasm for this kind
of education to grow rapidly. Besides learning
about the environment, plants and animals

which lived in this area we were given a project
to prepare a collection of insects. We each
received a net to capture them with and a jar
with some kind of insect poison which would
kill the insects we caught when we dumped
them into the jar and closed the lid. It wasn't a
contest to see who had the most, but every
collection should be as thorough as possible. Of
course, we had to identify the insects and for
that there were plenty of books.
For our overnight trips, we were issued a
standard sleeping bag. We'd be sleeping on the
ground with no tent. I had no experience being
this close to nature. I imagined a herd of
buffalo stampeding over us while we slept, or a
bear coming and eating us up.
I suppose we were like a bunch of kids
swarming around, jabbering with excitement,
the first time we went out. Several rickety old
trucks were parked in front of the dorm and we
loaded our sleeping bags and other necessities,
as well as our nets and poison jars in the back
which also contained our food supplies, cooking
utensils, gasoline in canisters and other
containers with unknown contents. We were
crammed in between the stuff except for a few
lucky people who sat inside the truck which
turned out to be an advantage when we drove
over dusty roads, since the dust churned up by
the truck circled back onto us.
When we got to the place where we
would spend the night, the trucks were
unloaded. We set up a kind of camp near the
trucks which somewhat shielded us from
whatever wild and dangerous creatures may
have been lurking. But not everyone wanted the
security and they bedded down away from the
crowd. Several times there were storms during
the night and we crawled into the trucks to keep
from drowning in the puddles that formed
around us. There was one guy though, I don't
remember his name, but I think he was the same
guy that collected mouse ears, no storm woke
him up. He slept through thunder, lightning and
laying in two inches of water. He was sopping
wet in the morning but he didn't drown.

I didn’t have a camera in the Black Hills,
so none of these photos are mine, but most of
them are photos from the Wheaton College
science station website.

This is a buffalo in the Black Hills rather like
what we saw when we camped out, though the
photo is not mine.
During the day we hiked through woods
and fields, streams, hills and rocks with our nets
and jars of poison. Someone must have known
the terrain, because we never got lost. Every
time a bug appeared at first, we just shouted and
someone would nab it, or if the bug was lucky it
got away. But after a while, we got more intent
on finding bugs the others didn't have, so we
stopped tracking each other’s heels and spread
out a little. It turned into a treasure hunt,
looking for bugs, big bugs, colorful bugs, flying
bugs and crawling bugs, every one of them was
like finding a shining jewel in a sunlit garden
with wild flowers dipping in the wind as the net
swished past to capture one of these creatures. I
was jubilant, not only because of all the
treasures to be found, but also because my fear
of being yanked back into a childhood trauma
dissipated like the morning dew. The only
qualms lapped at me though when I put the bug
in the jar and it would flutter and flutter trying
to escape until it dropped, drugged, to the
bottom. I would put the jar away so I didn't
have to see that.
Back in the classroom, we'd take out our
dead bugs, stretch out their wings and pin them
onto a board where they dried out before we put
them in their final showcase boxes where we
had to identify them and organize them by
species.
But biology isn't only about bugs. We
had our textbooks to read and our lecture days

when we learned about reproduction and
biological cycles. I remember the reproduction
part even though it was about the life cycle of

Not mine, but this is sort of how a bug collection
looked.
trees and plants, rather than people. I was
fascinated by the feedback mechanisms and the
amazing ordering of nature. It made aweinspiring sense to me. But not to everyone.
There was Dale, a woman with whom I'd made
friends. She didn't go to Wheaton and was there
to get credit by taking the course for her own
school. Dale wasn't particularly Christian. She
was just glad to have the opportunity to get a
biology credit and have fun at the same time.
Students at the summer school had to abide by
the pledge, but the standards were less strict, so
people did not have to profess to be evangelical
Christians. Dale had her biology book in front
of her with the pictures of trees, seeds and lines
going here and there and it looked like chaos to
her. "This is hopeless", she said.
"No, no," I said, “Maybe I can explain it.
Look here, you have to imagine this man here
and I jabbed my finger at a picture of a tree, and
this is the woman, another tree, and they have
sex."
Everyone in the room had been busy
either reading or pinning insects, but they
stopped when the word sex fluttered through the
room. With that, everyone meandered over to
listen.
"See here's the man, and he ejaculates," I
pointed to the pollen in the diagram. At that the
whole class of whom others apparently had not
really understood these life cycles, burst into

laughter. That just egged me on and I suspect
by the end of my lecture everyone was probably
thinking of having sex with someone, preferably
one of the students huddled together there.
Whether they understood the life cycle of trees,
I don't know, but the truth is, I think I probably
did a better job than the teacher in getting the
idea across. Everyone passed the exam in any
case.
One Saturday when we didn't have class,
Dale came to me and said, "look." She had a
bottle of hydrogen peroxide in her hand. "I'm
going to bleach my hair. Do you want to?
There's enough."
I had never in my life done anything to
my hair other than cut it and have permanents
when I was younger. But there I was out in the
wilderness with hardly anyone to see me and I
thought why not. So, after Dale put the stuff on
her head, she gave me the bottle and I put a little
on my head. Then we went out in the sun. The
result was better than I could have expected.
The sun bleached my hair in a rather natural
way and I ended up having streaks of blondish
hair which I thought looked pretty good. Dale's
hair was even more blond, but she'd used more
of the peroxide.
Now that we felt beautiful, it seemed a
shame not to find some boys to show off our
new hair sensation. Anyway, it was a weekend
and we'd worked hard all week, so it was time to
let off steam. I saw Ted hanging out with some
other guys, rugged men, not twinky intellectuals
like him, but they were bonding anyway,
somehow. Dale and I sashayed over to them
trying to get them to look and they did. They
were also feeling up to something.
"Why don't we go to town tonight and
celebrate," one of them said.
"Celebrate what? the hundredth bug
pinned up?" I asked.
"Freedom," he said.
One of the boys had a car. Maybe it was
the GI Joe kind of guy, who would chase the
mice in the boys’ dorm and try to catch them
with his bare hands, then he strangled them. I
don't know what the other boys thought of this,
but I was glad he wasn't in the girl's dorm. In
any case, he cut the ears off the mice and strung
them up on a string which he hung over his bed.

He wanted us to see this trophy and once Dale
and I did sneak into the boys’ dorm to look at it.
Since it was only ears, I didn't get nauseated, but
I did say, aehh and so did Dale.
The town, Rapid City, was a dusty wild
west saloon town full of real cowboys and
Native Americans from near-by reservations out
for the weekend to swagger through town, show
off, see their friends and get drunk. There was a
rodeo too which added to the numbers of crazy
cowboys crowding the dusty streets and Indians
on the warpath. On Saturday night everyone
from miles around was there. There were about
equal numbers of cowboys and Indians and it
quickly seemed apparent to us, that the feelings
between these two groups were not necessarily
friendly. At first it didn't matter. People just
wandered around, spilling over into every nook
and cranny, bumping into each other and
sometimes getting pissed. We didn't see the
rodeo, so it was probably already over and the
cowboys, cowgirls and stable boys and girls,
and native Americans who may have had other
business in town, all of them were like the
raging bulls let out of their cages and ready to
strike. But first they needed a few drinks.
None of us drank. At least I don't think
anyone did. But we did go past the open doors
of the taverns to look at the people. There were
sweating crowds packed tightly into neon lit
rooms, dancing to the juke box music, which we
also didn't do, at least I don't think we did, the
pledge being what it was. But we did get some
coca cola. It was evening. As the sun sank and
the glittering specks stirred up from the dusty
streets got a slightly rainbow sheen swirling
around people's legs and feet, the amount of
alcohol consumed by some of them was having
its effect.
We heard voices getting louder nearby.
There was a pack of cowboys and a pack of
Indians facing each other. Suddenly one of
them punched, and then it was a free for all,
Cowboys vs. Indians. We moved away, but
continued to watch as they pounded each other,
some getting bloody noses and then a cowboy
with blood flowing from his forehead staggered
past us, his friend following him, he glared at
us. The anger was growing.
"We better get out of here," Dale said.

I agreed and so did the boys. So, we
started moving away toward our car. But a
bunch of drunken cowboys saw us. I have no
idea why they decided to follow us, but I think
they'd seen us staring at the fight and didn't like
it. In any case, they started shouting taunts at
us. We moved faster. They kept up with us and
suddenly we were prey being hunted by wild
animals. That is probably how the drunken
cowboys felt too except they were the hunters.
Not hunting Indians this time, but weirdo weakkneed Easterners - nothing rational any more,
just crazed primal instincts, them chasing a
fleeing prey. Yeah. We got to the car and piled
in, almost falling over each other while our
driver turned on the motor and pulled away
while we were still closing the doors. The
cowboys got into a truck parked a bit away from
us and although we had a head start, they drove
like maniacs and caught up with us. When we
saw them behind us, our driver thought his only
chance was to try to get away, because if we
stopped, he thought they'd slaughter us, which
maybe they would have. It was dark now, so we
could see the headlights behind us, coming
closer. We had no idea where we were going,
driving madly through the mountains, in
unknown territory. I was terrified, and I suspect
the others were too. But we had a car and they
had a somewhat rickety truck which could not
go quite as fast we as could. However, they
knew the territory, so we'd get a bit away, but
then we'd slow down on a curve and they'd
catch up. Our driver, and I don't remember his
name, so I'm just calling him our driver, was
apparently used to mad car races. He stepped
on the gas on another straight stretch and as
their lights dimmed, he said, “Hold on, on the
next curve as soon as I see a driveway.” He
hardly slowed down and suddenly with their
headlights not visible behind us, he swerved off
the road onto a tiny dirt pathway into the woods
and shut the lights off. We all simply held our
breathe, hoping they would fly past, not see us
in the dark and be gone.
Our driver took a risk, but it was the
only chance. We couldn't have kept this up. We
were getting further and further from anywhere.
I was trembling with fear.
A few seconds later we saw the

headlights shining on the trees. This time,
whatever we may have felt about religion and
Wheaton's take on it, we all prayed.
The truck flew past, the lights
disappeared. We breathed out. "But wait," our
driver said. "I don't know if we're safe yet.
They might come back. I think we should just
stay here a while." A few cars passed both
ways, all at a fairly leisurely pace. Then it was
dark for a long time.
Finally, someone said, "how are we
going to find our way back?"
"We will eventually", the driver said
with a confidence that none of the others felt. "I
think we can go now." He backed out and drove
the way we'd come until we found some signs.
If any of us had ever believed that the wild west
in the USA was forever gone, we changed our
minds after that.
Ted

Ted had a painful crush on Mary. Mary
was a Wheaton student and also at the science
camp, but she was taking geology, so she wasn't
in any of our classes. However, her presence
there was driving Ted crazy. Mary must have
known it, but she had a boyfriend who was a
kind of popular type, not an intellectual like
Ted. I have no idea actually what Mary thought
of Ted, but I don't think Ted really wanted her to
actually be his girlfriend. He wanted her to be

Ted Voelkel a couple years after Wheaton, photo
from Facebook
like Mary, mother of God, an ideal with no flesh
and blood reality. And thus, it was and she knew
it. But his unfulfilled longing was so painful
that I felt a little sorry for him. That was mixed
with the positive side that he was the only
person at the Science Station who I could have
philosophical discussions with and sometimes
did. Actually, Mary probably would have also
wanted to discuss such things, but I didn’t know
it then. I was a little awed by her, she was
beautiful, and she was awed by me, but not
because I was beautiful. So, we were both a
little afraid of each other.
One evening Ted asked me if I wanted to
take a walk with him, which seemed like a fine
idea to me. We could meander off into the
mountains, discuss the nature of God and Man
and perhaps disagree a bit, since I was tending
toward existentialism and liked Sartre and
Kierkegaard, but he liked the Catholic medieval
philosophers like Thomas Aquinas. It was a
nice evening. There was no chill wafting
through the hills and the moon was bright, so

This photo is from the science station campus,
so it probably was the cliff where Ted and I
were.
that we could see the path, the silvery fields, the
mountains in the distance. It was actually quite
romantic. Eventually we reached a cliff. There
was no way to go any further. From the edge of
the cliff was a steep drop hundreds of feet down.
We sat down there beside each other and looked
out over dark canyon below, up to the jagged
horizon and then to the moonlit sky.
“Ahhh”, I said and Ted laughed. It wasn't
that I had any kind of romantic feelings toward
Ted. But I liked him and he was a warm male
body. So, we got closer. He took my hand
which surprised me nonetheless. I had sort of
imagined him as a semi-detached brain living in
a shell
Pretty soon we were laying down beside
each other in the warm tickling grass. The
moon, the silver air, the flowers' scent, Ted's
dark body partly outlined by the sky, the
coursing warm blood, the sensation inside me,
pure pleasure, Epicurean. We didn't get
undressed and we didn't have sex. That would
have spoiled it, I think. I moved and my hand
touched not grass but rock. I opened my eyes
and saw to my horror that we were balancing
virtually on the edge of the cliff. I thought
quickly. I better not scare Ted or we'll both go
crashing down. He had his eyes closed. So, I

tried to gently push him back to the grass. He
rolled over and I rolled with him, away from the
cliff. I then said, "we were on the edge."
He opened his eyes then, "yes," he said.
"I believe we were." But that broke the spell
and we got up and went home.
Basically, out in the wilderness like that,
we all got a little wild. The constraints as they
were in Wheaton were loosened, at least it
seemed like it to me. And I liked it there. But
occasionally my energy level got higher than
my rationality level. One day I decided to climb
onto the rafters which held the roof up in our
dorm room. From my bunk on the top I could
reach the rafters, so it was not so difficult. Once
up there I could crawl along the rafters over the
whole room. No one else was in the room when
I went up there, but pretty soon one of the more
serious girls came in. I watched her for a couple
minutes as she started changing her clothes and
she didn't see me.
"Oooeee, oooeee," I said.
She looked up. “What are you doing up
there?”
“I'm a monkey,” I said.
“You better come down. It's dangerous.
What if you fall?”
“I won't,” I said, and started jumping
around on all fours on the rafters.
She was horrified and went out to find
someone else to help her convince me to come
down. Pretty soon a few people were standing
there watching me and I thought I must give
them a good show. So, I hopped around and
said oooeee, oooeeeeee, ooooooo. They weren't
sure if I'd gone completely insane. Some of
them laughed and some looked very worried.
“Please come down,” they said.
“It's nice up here,” I said.
“Well, I don't think it's nice,” the girl
said. “It's scaring me.”
I looked at her. She wasn't being prissy
exactly. I think she really was worried. So, I
said, “OK. I'll come down."
Why did I do those things? I don't really
know. I think I just had more energy than I
could reasonably use. I had to let it out and I
did.
There was another time when I got rather
disruptive during a class. My collection of bugs

was growing. The pinned and dried bugs were
nicely displayed in boxes and I was pleased with
them. I had a new set of recently
collected bugs which looked completely dead
and I pinned them on the drying boards, a pin
through the middle of their bodies, being sure
the wings were stretched out, the bodies
straight. I'd long ago gotten over the slight
prick of repugnance at sticking the pins through
the bodies. They would dry overnight and the
next morning, I could put them in a new display
box.

A present-day photo of the biology lab, called
the Mixter Leedy Lab. Prof. Mixter was our
teacher. I am guessing it’s the same lab we used,
presumably renovated since then.
In the morning I went into the lab. First,
we had a lecture and then there was time to
work on the bugs. I went over to my bugs and
they were all moving, struggling to get away
which was impossible because of the pin stuck
through their bodies. It was so revolting that I
started to scream.
Everyone in the room all of whom had
been diligently doing their work, or quietly
talking to their neighbors ran over to me and
shouted, “what's the matter?"
I suppose by now they should have
known it would be nothing serious, after all I
was standing there perfectly normally, not
writhing on the floor. "The bugs," I said,
pointing at them. “They aren't dead.”
“No,” said one of the more hard-skinned
boys. “They aren't dead. So, put them back in
your jar until they're dead.”
“They've been that way all night,” I said
weakly.

“It can happen,” the boy said somewhat
exasperated at my overreaction. “Just kill them
now.”
So, I put them, pin and all, into the
poison jar until they stopped moving.
The eight weeks were over soon enough.
It had been a fun summer. No buffalo had
trampled us, no bears had taken a bite out of us
and we were all tan and healthy, and our heads
full of the life cycle of trees and dead bugs.
Laurens
That summer after I came back from the
Black Hills, I went home to stay the rest of the
summer in River Forest. Emily was at home
too, so I went to see her sometimes. One day
she said, “Laurens would like to take you on a
date. Do you want to go?”
“Oh,” I said in surprise. It had been a
few years since I'd seen him. “Does he want to
go out with me?”
“Yes,” Emily said. “That's what I'm
saying. He thinks you're attractive.”
My face turned hot. “Well, OK”. I said.
“Yes, tell him yes.”

I could not find a photo of Laurens anywhere
except for this on Facebook. Ca. 50 years after I
knew him. He looked quite a bit different then.
Emily had been one of my best friends in
high school and Laurens was her brother whom
I'd known since high school days. He was four
or five years older than Emily, so when we were
in high school, he was already at university and
thus not usually there when I visited Emily. But
sometimes he was. He was a bull kind of man,
but smart and sensitive. I'd liked him then, but
he had a girlfriend and I was still much too
young for him.
Once I took a bath at Emily's house. I
have no idea why; that part of the picture is lost.
I think it was because something, food or drink,

had spilled on me. My contact lenses fell out
into the bathtub. It caused an uproar. I couldn't
see anything without my contact lenses and it
cost a lot of money to replace them. So, I got
out of the bathtub, wrapped myself in a towel
and shouted out the door that a catastrophe had
happened. Laurens came running and looking a
bit worried, he said, "what happened?"
I pointed at the bathtub which was full of
water and said, “I lost my contacts.”
He looked at me dripping wet and
wrapped in a towel and grinned. “Calm down”,
he said, “I'll try to find them.” It was sort of
like looking for a needle in a haystack because
the lenses were of course clear and the slightest
movement of the water created shadows that
could just as well have been lenses or not. In
any case, he looked for a long time and
eventually he found them. I was thankful and I
noticed that he was looking at me, through me
or whatever it was. In any case, there was a
spark of some sort, but the next day he was gone
and I didn't see him again for a long time.
Laurens had an apartment near the
University of Chicago where he had studied
medicine inspired by his stepfather and was now
doing his internship.
“Be careful,” Emily said. “And I'll tell
him you'll go.”
I laughed. “Careful? What do you think
will happen?”
Emily grinned knowingly.
Laurens came to pick me up at home and
we drove down to the south side. I don't
remember where we went that afternoon and
evening. It was a very hot summer day. At the
end of it, Laurens took me to his apartment. I
could have said, no, I want to go home. But I
didn't. Emily had warned me. I knew that
going there was not just for an evening ice
cream soda. It was oven hot in Laurens'
apartment. Opening all the windows only let in
a slight hot breeze. It was too hot to do
anything almost, the kind of heat that boils your
blood and lets you revel in the magnetism of a
nearby man. It also makes it easy to take off
your clothes which are already damp from the
humidity.
Thus, it was that I was in bed with
Laurens his sweat running over my naked body

and my mind running away with desire and fear
that maybe I would do it all the way, if he
wanted to. The first time would have to happen
eventually.
“Have you ever had intercourse before?”
he asked.
“No,” I whispered.
He had been gentle and sensuous and I
was feeling like I was burning up, but in a
fountain of warm water, it was wildly exciting.
But after I said that, he stopped, brushed the wet
hair from my face and said, “I can't have sex
with you if you have never done it before.”
“Why?” I whispered.
“Because you have to know what you
are doing.” I thought that he was probably
right.
I could feel his penis against me, but it
was dark and I could not see much except some
blips of light reflecting from the street below.
He was touching me, putting, sending shock
waves through me. He was moving slowly back
and forth pulling me with him. And then
suddenly he was almost clinical, like the doctor
he was about to be. Still dripping wet, me still
wanting him, but the sharp edge gone.
“There is a place as big as my finger, the
opening that is partly covered with the hymen.
If we have sex it will break and that will hurt
you. I don't want to hurt you.”
“But then,” I said helplessly, “someday it
will.”
“No,” he said, “you can stretch it
yourself. Start with one finger, then two and
then three. And when you can get three fingers
in, it won't break and it won't hurt.”
I pondered this. It was strange
information, but I thought it was good to know.
It had been the closest I'd come to having sex,
very close, but it didn't happen and it was not
going to be with Laurens, because when the
summer was over and I was back at Wheaton
and he was back in his world, we were just too
far apart.

The Third Year of College

Me ca. 1962
Cuba crisis
Although I didn’t see Laurens, I still
went to visit the University of Chicago
occasionally. Sometimes it was for a concert. I
heard Joan Baez there and also Miriam Makeba.
It was a lively place, full of beatnik students,
geeks, and all sorts of American and nonAmerican humankind. My friend from high
school Cecily was studying there. She had
spent her first year at Brandeis where I'd gone to
visit her the previous year and she told me about
Herbert Marcuse, who at that time was teaching
at Brandeis. It was the first time I'd heard his
name. Cecily seemed to think there was
something special about him. I didn't read
Marcuse then, I just knew that he was a minor
celebrity at Brandeis, very left wing and Cecily
liked him. But she didn't like Brandeis, so she
transferred to the University of Chicago and
thus was close enough to Wheaton that we could

visit each other. She came to Wheaton once to
see me and she was impressed. But I am not
sure what it was that impressed her. Everyone
looks so healthy, she said. I sort of got what she
meant, but I wondered how a rather clean cut,
blondish look could be called healthy. Although
Cecily had always been somewhat fascinated
and also curious about the phenomenon of
Christianity, or maybe it was people who were
seriously Christian, or maybe it was the
sociological aspect, nonetheless, she identified
as Jewish rather than for example agnostic. I’d
gone to temple with her once or twice when we
were in high school, but I don’t know if she still
attended temple. Probably not. Maybe for her it
was interesting that I could somehow be in both
worlds at once, the Christian, "healthy" world
and the non-Christian rebel world.
On the weekend of October 27,1962, I
was planning to stay overnight at the U of
Chicago with Cecily. I had heard the news that
the Russians had placed rockets on Cuba aimed
at the USA after President Kennedy announced
it on October 22. I knew that the situation was
getting more and more threatening as each day
went by and the missiles remained on Cuba. The
USA had sent its warships toward Cuba and set
up a blockade. President Kennedy had
demanded that the Russians remove them. I still
wasn't overly worried and certainly didn't see it
as a reason not to go to visit Cecily. When I got
to the U of Chicago, it was as if there was mass
hysteria. It hadn't been like that when I'd left
Wheaton that morning. I think people were
politically less aware at Wheaton, or maybe they
just remained relaxed feeling it was in the hands
of God anyway, so why worry. In any case, it
was an electric atmosphere which I could feel
the minute I entered Cecily's dorm. Cecily
introduced me to some of the other girls there,
and all of them were busy trying to decide how
best to spend the last day of their lives.
“The last day of your life?” I repeated in
astonishment.
“If no one backs down,” one of the girls
said, “then there will be nuclear war tonight
when the deadline passes without a resolution.
If the Soviet Union and the USA drop their
nuclear bombs, we will be dead.”
At supper the girls were outdoing each

other with their frenzied talk.
“What is the best way to die?”
“Sex. Having sex. That will be best.”
Most of them agreed.
“But who will you have sex with?”
“My boyfriend.”
“I don't have a boyfriend,” I said
somewhat dejectedly.
“Find one now. The boys want to have
sex too. Everyone will be happy to have sex
tonight.”
I started to laugh. “What if the world
doesn't end?”
The girls shrugged. “We could also just
get drunk, I guess, if we can't find any decent
guys.”
After supper some of the girls did go off
to find their boyfriends, or any boy. But a lot of
them stayed, and we went in a room together to
watch TV and see what was happening.
Someone had some wine, but I didn't drink any.
I wasn't convinced the world would end,
although the atmosphere was eerie and I was a
little scared. But if it turned out that the world
didn't end, I thought, I better keep a clear
conscience and not break the Wheaton pledge. I
don't think Cecily drank anything alcoholic
either.
I probably actually slept a little that night,
in spite of the nervousness all around me. The
next day we woke up and we were still alive.
The earth was not engulfed in nuclear
conflagration.
Kennedy and Khrushchev had
negotiated and agreed to a deal on October 28 in
which Soviet missiles would be removed from
Cuba and the US would agree never to invade
Cuba. US missiles aimed at the SU in Turkey
and Italy would be removed. Temporary relief.
Steve Voss
Steve Voss was also a philosopher
although his major was mathematics. I think I
went out with Steve once, maybe to one of the
Wheaton College concerts, but I don't remember
much about my relationship to Steve at that
time. We probably only went out once. He
graduated that year. I wouldn't mention this at
all, since I don't remember much, except that
Steve reappeared in my life many years later.

Going dancing on the South side
It might have been during Fall break, but
I’m not certain. I do know for sure that I visited
Carolyn in Chicago and we tried to keep a
connection between our so different lives.
Carolyn's south side male friends knew me and
they knew I didn't have a boyfriend. “Why
not?” they said.
“I haven't found the right person,” I said.
“Well, how about me,” one of the boys
said.
I grinned. “Maybe,” I said, “I'd have to
get to know you.”
“He really likes you,” Carolyn told me
later.
“But why? He doesn't know me.”
Carolyn shrugged. “He plays in a band.
They play in a club on the south side, mostly
blues and dance music. He's good. Why don't
you come and hear them?”
“OK,” I said. “I'll go with you.”
“There’s dancing,” Carolyn said.
“It's OK to dance now, don't you think?”
I asked. “The pledge isn't valid when school
isn't in session. Well, I don't know if it is or not.
It's probably OK to dance, but I don't know how
to dance.”
“Oh, come on,” said Carolyn. “It's not
ballroom dancing.”
So, it was arranged. We would go to the
club on an evening when he was playing in his
band. Some of those who had come to dinner at
my house in River Forest were going too and
some others that I didn't know.
The band was already playing when we
arrived. The place was in a rather dingy
neighborhood somewhere on the south side
where I'd never been. Even the place itself
looked like an old wooden building, maybe it
had once been a warehouse, a long time ago.
But we could hear the music as we approached,
music that made you want to dance. We went
through the door covered by a thick curtain and
came into a smoke-filled room. There were
metal folding chairs lined up more or less in
rows with a wide aisle down the middle. The
room was lit by a few naked light bulbs. It
wasn't very dark and when we came in, people
turned to look and then stare, because they saw
two white girls and I don't suppose there had

been many white girls in that place ever. I was
immediately aware that we were a spectacle.
But it turned into a real show when my guy
stood up with his horn, played a few notes and
then began walking toward us. Eyes followed
him as he came to me and took my hand. “Do
you want to dance?” he said.
“I do,” I said, “but I don't know how.”
“It doesn't matter,” he said. He led me to
the front where there was a large space for
people to dance. Carolyn and the others
followed.
On the one hand, I felt honored to be
singled out, but also very embarrassed because
people were staring at me. They could dance,
they moved to the music as if they were an
organic part of it. I knew I couldn't do that and I
felt like an idiot.
But I behaved at first. I didn't really
dance I just stood with him until he had to go
back and join the band. “Sit there,” he said
pointing to a seat in front, “and I'll come again
pretty soon”. I listened for a while and the music
was getting under my skin. Carolyn was
dancing with JJ and she said, “come on, dance
with us.” So, I hopped up and down a bit and
after a while I started to get a little crazy,
forgetting how obvious we looked with our
white skin, but I stopped wondering if we were
supposed to feel out of place. He came again
and took my hand. However, after I began to
dance for a while, I began to lose control,
instead of just bobbing up and down and trying
to dance demurely I got wilder and wilder. I did
not drink any alcohol and if people might have
thought that my behavior was a result of getting
drunk, it wasn't, unless I was drunk on the
music, the strange atmosphere, the movement
and the way I sometimes did. He followed me
and got wilder too, trying to keep up with me, so
I didn't just fly away, but in the end, I lost my
balance and flew onto the floor. He couldn't
stop it. I still knew that people were watching
and wondering and I thought vaguely that they'd
think white people were totally insane, but then
maybe they'd just think it was me that was
insane. Carolyn after all was not doing anything
that crazy. I got up and danced some more, but
again I lost my balance.
Maybe it was a little funny. Maybe it

was just stupid. I don't know why I did that.
But sometimes I just needed to break all the
bonds of normality and flip out and everyone
else was more amused by it than anything else.
Jay
Jay was the first man I'd ever been even
close to thinking that I'd marry. It was late fall
of that year, my last year at Wheaton. The big
homecoming game was coming up and I wasn't
thinking much about it. I'd probably go because
everyone did, or maybe not. I didn't have a
date. I wasn't particularly sad about it. Sure,
the girls in my house were crazy about getting
dates to the homecoming game or to anything
else for that matter. I still lived in the house on
College St. where I'd lived the year before.
There were four bedrooms upstairs, each with
two girls living in it. The couple living
downstairs were supposed to keep an eye on us
and most of the time we did behave. No men
upstairs, and I don't think I ever saw one come
up there.

Jay Powell
My new roommate that year was Kathy
Obee. I didn’t know her before. She was chosen

by the school because she didn’t have a
roommate and I didn’t either. Darlene should
have graduated. She'd finished all her
coursework. But because of having been out
one night outside all night in the park with Jerry,
both of them were being denied their diplomas.
Nonetheless, they'd gotten married and gone to
Cambridge, MA where Jerry was starting as a
grad student at MIT.
Kathy was a little, lively girl and we got
along well. She accepted my unorthodox
musings and began in her own thinking to
branch out beyond our given Wheaton world.
I wouldn't have been opposed to going to
the homecoming game, but it wasn't like I sat
around pining. I didn’t pay much attention to
sports but occasionally I’d go to a game for the
fun of it and being with friends. You didn't have
to have a date to go and it was nice when the
weather was good to be outside and yell. For
homecoming though, people usually went with a
date, and my enthusiasm was not great enough
to face the prospect of going into that crowing
crowd of local patriots without a date.
It was Suzie who one day asked me,
"would you like to go to the game?" Suzie was
the wife of a professor and I knew her because
Jerry had been a student of that professor and
liked him, so he’d introduced me to Suzie. She
was younger than her husband, closer in age to
the students than to most of the professors, so
she was happy to be friends with me.
"I don’t know," I mumbled in answer to
her question. "I don’t really..."
“How would you like to go on a blind
date?”
“Huh?” I said.
“Someone I knew when I was going to
college here is coming to visit, he’s an alumnus
and he’s here for homecoming and he’d like to
go to the game… with a date. He asked me if I
could arrange it. I thought of you. I think you
might like him. He’s a little unusual.”
Yeah, I thought, unusual, all the freaks
are suitable for me, I guess that fits.
Suzie watched me, my brain churning
for a minute then said, "Would you go?"
I said, "I might. What’s his name?”
“Jay,” she said. “He was in the army in
Germany. He’s finished now. Coming back.”

“Well,” I guess it’s an adventure,” I said.
“Why not.”
Suzie grinned. “Good,” she said. “I
don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”
So, on the appointed day, I was upstairs
in our house in a tizzy, getting ready, along with
all the other girls who were going to meet their
dates, and everyone was mildly hysterical under
the circumstances. All the girls knew that I was
going on a blind date and that was certainly
even more entertaining than the usual,
especially since the link to this date was
provided by a professor, all a little risqué, I
imagine. Anyway, I was a little beside myself
with nervous expectation. Would I like him, or
think he was a jerk?
"What does he look like?" the other girls
asked.
"Suzie says he has black hair and glasses
and he's nice looking."
It was possible to look over the railing
from the second floor and see the receiving
room, where guests could sit and wait for their
dates. Every time the bell rang one of the girls
peered over the railing to see if it was an
unknown man with black hair and glasses. I
stayed upstairs in my room, afraid to face seeing
him. Other dates came and picked up their girls
and I was beginning to think maybe he wouldn't
come, and except for all the trouble I'd gone
through to get ready, I thought it would be a
relief if he didn't come. But the bell rang again,
and one of the girls opened. The man standing
there announced loudly, "I'm looking for
Gretchen. Is she here?" I actually heard him,
but didn't emerge, so my housemate dashed up
the stairs came in my room and whispered.
"He’s here."
I whispered back, "what does he look
like?"
“Nice,” she said. “Go on down.”
So, I tiptoed out, peeked over the
banister and saw the black-haired top of his
head. "Jay?" I said. He looked up and I
thought, OK, I think he's acceptable. His hair
was longer than most Wheaton boys who had
crew cuts. He seemed a little more
sophisticated. When I came down, he said, “I’d
like to spread my cloak before your feet to
prevent you from walking in the mud. But there

isn’t any mud and I don’t have a cloak.
However, you are graciously asked to step into
my carriage.” We walked to the car and he
opened the door of his car for me. I was
laughing. He was amusing. That was good.
We went to the football game which I
remember nothing of at all. Not who played,
not who won and I suppose I didn't really care.
Jay told me he had just gotten out of the army
where he had been stationed in Germany. The
army taught him German and his job had been
to get information about East Germany. I
assumed it was some kind of spy work, since
East Germany was a soviet satellite, and thus a
communist enemy.
Did you go to East Germany, I asked
him and he said, “yes.”
“What was it like, what did you find out
about them?”
"That is something I can't talk about," he
said.
And I thought, wow, this is weighty
stuff, so secret, so dangerous, I suppose, and he
had bravely faced the enemy. That was
interesting.
Jay got a place to live in Chicago
somewhere, he never took me there and I never
saw it. He said he was going to look for a job
and stay for a while. That meant that he could
come to Wheaton on weekends and I was surely
as interested to keep seeing him as he was to see
me. He was a Wheaton graduate, he'd gone
through the struggle trying to find what his
inherited Christianity meant for him, a process I
was still struggling with. But he seemed to have
reached a point of at least semi-indifference.
“There is too much out there,” he said. “I can't
just believe blindly.”
“But are you still a Christian?” I asked.
“Yes,” he said. “But I don't define it the
way Wheaton does.”
That was OK with me. I knew I was not
going to define my Christianity the way
Wheaton does either. But I was certainly a
Christian. I liked Jay, I thought he was coming
from the right place, he was nice looking and
charming. I thought I could fall in love with
him and marry him. Weren't we all on the prowl
for something like this? Certainly, that's why
he'd come back; to find someone and he was

already contemplating the possibility of it being
me. I was not opposed. When Jay grabbed my
hand on the second date, I felt plenty of electric
sparks trilling through my body.
That winter I spent the weekends seeing
Jay. He worked during the week and I studied.
But on Saturday, he either came to Wheaton and
we went to the Wheaton Artist's series concerts, poetry readings, choruses - or he drove
us into Chicago. In February, Martin Luther
King came to Chicago to speak. It was 1963
and in the north people were just becoming
aware of him. Jay knew something about him.
I'd heard of him. “Do you want to go and hear
him,” Jay asked.
“Yes,” I said. It wasn't because I had
joined the civil rights movement. I was
sympathetic, but there was nothing like that
going on at Wheaton. Wanting to go to
Orchestra Hall to hear Martin Luther King was
more of a gut feeling. He spoke like the
minister he was, and we the Christians that we
were, were moved. The whole audience in fact
was moved, shouting amen and sometimes
standing, many black people and many white
people together.
I had begun reading Martin Buber and
trying to understand what the I and Thou
relationship to God should mean for me. I
hadn't gotten so far as to think of the Thou as a
whole community of human beings trying to
gain their rights as authentic, free and selfdetermining agents. I still viewed it very
individually, just one person, myself and God
trying to reach the ultimate existential goal as an
authentic, free and self-determining agent.
Martin Luther King hinted at another option,
which stayed in my head, but I didn't follow it
just then.
Jay and I had spent a lot of Saturdays
together. It wasn't that easy to get intimate
though. It was cold and icy outside. At
Wheaton there was no place just to put our
bodies together, and certainly it wouldn't work
in River Forest. Jay lived in a house with others
as well. In fact, I never saw where Jay lived,
but that's what he said. Jay talked about sex.
He talked about girls he had slept with in
Europe, not names, just the atmosphere. “Girls
are freer about these things there. Not so

inhibited like American girls. Have you ever
had sex?”
I said, “never all the way. It was close
once,” and I smiled.
He grabbed me then and gave me a kiss,
but just as abruptly stopped. “Where can we
go?” he said.
“What do you mean?”
“Where can we go to sleep together?”
“Do I know that I want to do that?”
“I think you want to,” he said and
touched my chin so I had to look at him.
“Maybe,” I said.
“I want to sleep with you,” he said.
“You are a virgin?”
“Yes, I told you.”
“I’ve never slept with a virgin. but
there's snow on the ground, it's too cold outside.
We need a place inside. Do you know anyone?”
“I will think about it,” I said and I meant
I will think about everything, not just the place.
But I knew I wanted to. All my friends that I
confided in had done it, Carolyn, of course,
Darlene and Jerry, Harriet and Carol. I would
be the last. But they had all done it in summer
when they could hide behind the bushes
somewhere in a secluded spot.
I talked to Carolyn who was living with
JJ in Chicago, working and going to night
school to get her degree. I told her that I didn't
want to be a virgin any more, and there was a
man who wanted to change that. But where
could we go.
“I'll talk to JJ,” she said.
When I talked to her next time, she said,
“it's OK with JJ if you and Jay come to his
place. It's not big and I'm staying there too, but
there are two rooms and you can have one of
them. Do you know where JJ lives?”
“No,” I said.
“He's got a suite at the Southerland
Hotel. Aaannnd, she paused for a moment. Nina
Simone is going to sing there, at the hotel next
Saturday, so why don't you and Jay come. We'll
go to hear Nina Simone and then you can stay
the night.”
I was excited, nervous and feeling a bit
wracked by disturbing feelings. I wanted to
hear Nina Simone. I knew that the hotel was on
the South Side in a neighborhood that white

people seldom went to, except maybe to hear
Nina Simone. I wanted to have sex with Jay,
but it scared me. However, it did not present me
with a moral dilemma. The pledge I had signed
at Wheaton College curiously did not include a
prohibition against going to nightclubs, nor
against sex. As a result, some students went to
night clubs without qualms and I suspect quite a
lot of kids had sex, usually those who were
already engaged and just couldn't wait.
Certainly, there was no free love and unbridled
sex at Wheaton. Good that they assumed they
wouldn't go to hell for this. However, I was not
convinced I was going to marry Jay and I was
not planning to have sex with him because I
thought we would get married, so I was not even
really sure if this could possibly be a rather
questionable sin. On the other hand, maybe I
would marry Jay, not that that would make it
OK, but it could not be a deadly sin in any case.
The other aspect of this adventure was that it
also required a bit of conniving to arrange it.
Obviously, I could not sign out at the dorm
saying I was going to spend the weekend at the
Southerland Hotel on the South side in Chicago.
So, I signed out saying I would spend the
weekend at home in River Forest. How would
anyone know I wasn't there? I suppose I should
have known better.
Jay picked me up which wasn't unusual
and we drove through that cold city through rich
suburbs on the Congress Expressway, as I think
it was called at that time, then through that old
part of the city that had once been home to poor
immigrants from Europe and later to blacks
from the south who came to Chicago looking for
jobs. We found the hotel on the corner of two
streets, the curbs covered with dirty snow, bits
of torn paper and dust swirling about our feet.
We went in the door and I was almost
overwhelmed by a strong smell of ammonia
cleaning fluid. They must have just scrubbed
the floors which looked clean but worn. At the
desk I asked for JJ and the clerk called him. He
came into the room grinning, “Welcome to my
abode.” He seemed to almost have a
conspiratorial connection to Jay. “Come on up,”
he said. The halls were shabby, the carpets a bit
thread bare. His suite had two rooms and a
bathroom. You can have this room he said, as

we walked in. The other room was behind it, so
he and Carolyn would have to walk past us to go
out and to the bathroom. The bed almost filled
the room. But it was a big bed. I stared at it as
if it were a monster which I had to control so
that it could not consume me. It had a burnt
orange colored bedspread with flowers. “OK,” I
said.
Jay said, “Good.”
Carolyn had also come into the room
and was grinning. “You can get ready for
dinner,” she said, “and then we'll go down and
eat downstairs. They have good soul food
here.”
I had brought dress up clothes for the
concert, and Jay had a nice suit too. We
showered, dressed and I spent ages trying to
make my hair look nice. “Ugh,” I said because I
thought it wasn't going right.
“It looks good,” said Jay. “Come. You
look beautiful. I'll tell them we're ready.”
“Wait,” I said. I pushed it here and there
and said, “OK, now.” I had painful spasms in
my stomach and that wasn't so good. JJ and
Carolyn came out and looked at us smiling.
“Have you ever had collard greens?”
asked JJ.
“No,” I said.
“We'll have it tonight along with corn
fritters and whatever southern Negro delicacies
they have.”
We had to walk through the ammonia
smelling halls again to get to the dining room.
But when we got there the smells from the
kitchen dispersed the disinfectant and we sat
down. People stared at us. That would be
inevitable since Carolyn, Jay and I were the
only white people there. But the meal turned
out to be excellent. I couldn't eat so much
though because my stomach was contracting
and cramping because of my nervousness. After
dinner there was a pause until it was time for the
concert. We took a little walk out in the cold,
but puddles on the sidewalk had turned to ice
and the wind was cold. When we got back,
people had started to come so we got in line to
get into the night club. Most of the guests here
were also black, but here and there other whites
had ventured in to hear Nina Simone. When
they opened the doors, the crowd pushed into

the room and soon it was packed, every seat
taken.
We heard the ripple of sound before we saw
Nina. Then she was there, hair piled on her head
towering above all the people in front of us.
The music was going on, rumbling,
turning me inside out and I just let go and forgot
about all the rest, even Jay who was sitting next
to me thumping to the music. I didn't want this
part to end. But it also was a prelude to the
thing that was to come afterwards, all part of the
crescendo, I thought. So, I wanted it to go on,
keep building up. And yet I was breathlessly
waiting for the climax too.
Still it was a let-down when Nina stood
up after the last encore and walked out and the
only sound was the muddle of voices as people
shuffled out. Jay grabbed my hand and we
followed JJ and Carolyn back up to the suite. I
was really going to let this happen. Jay touched
my face and it was very hot. He started to
unbutton my dress and I just stood there
transfixed. While I couldn't move outwardly
inside my blood was boiling or so it seemed.
When he had most of my clothes off, he told me
to undress him. So, I did it. It was almost dark
in the room except for a single candle making a
little bit of flickering yellow light, casting
shadows on Jay's body.
After time that I couldn't possibly
recreate, I felt the heat of Jay's flesh between
my legs. It was nice there, but he starting
pressing trying to get in and that wasn't so nice.
It didn't really hurt when it finally squished in,
but it wasn't anything like the ecstasy that I
imagined it was supposed to be. He moved
back and forth and maybe it was more like a soft
saw than an orgy. I wasn’t disappointed really.
I hadn’t expected it would be that good the first
time.
“Did it hurt?” Jay asked when he was
finished.
“No,” I said. “Not really.”
“But was it good?”
“Yes,” I murmured, not sure if it really
was.
He wanted to sleep. I was still wide
awake. So, I said something. But he said, “let’s
sleep now.” “I’ll put out the candle,” I said. He
grunted.

In the morning I woke first and poked
him. Not hard, just teasingly. His eyes opened
and he looked at me. Rays of sun were shining
through the window making a spot of light on
the covers.
“Look,” I said pointing at it.
“Look at what?”
“The sun.”
He threw the covers off and looked at
the bed. “There is no blood,” he said. He
looked a bit puzzled about that, and I thought,
does he think I was lying about being a virgin?
“I told you once, my last boyfriend told
me how to make it so it wouldn’t hurt so much.
That’s why I didn’t bleed,” I said.
He didn’t say anything, but pulled me to
him and started to make love again. It was
better that time. But I was waiting for
something, the explosion that they called a
climax and that you'd certainly know when it
happened. And nothing like that did happen.
But it was erotic anyway, because I wanted it to
be. But when he was finished, he laid there like
he was half asleep. I wasn't at all tired, so I got
up and looked out the window. The sun was
shining pouring in on me, warming me.
Carolyn must have heard me because she came
in the room and saw me looking out the
window.
You can go out on the fire escape she
said and look over the houses. She opened the
window and we climbed out. It was winter but
the sun was so warm that we stood there in our
underwear. We could see into people's windows
and they could see us. It must have appeared as
an apparition to them, two pale-skinned half
naked women in the midst of this tangle of
decaying houses. But after a while the cold
started to sink in and I climbed back into the
room.
“Come Jay,” I said. “Let's get up.”
“Why?” he mumbled. “It's Sunday, day
of rest. Come back to bed.”
I did, but I couldn't lay still. I was
hungry and awake and I was not used to lying in
bed doing nothing. I suppose I was wiggly. I
tried to talk, but he didn't respond.
Finally, he said in a gravelly voice.
“You are annoying me.”
I looked at him in surprise and didn't

know what to say.
“I need peace and quiet,” he said. “You
are too nervous.”
“I...”
“It doesn't matter,” he said. “This is not
going to work out. I like you, don't
misunderstand me, but we aren't compatible.”
His words came as a shock. It seemed
like a sudden decision based on what? My
inexperience? His mistrust? Or we were
incompatible. Maybe he was right. I started to
cry.
“Don't cry,” he said. “You will find
someone else.”
This sent me into racking convulsions of
tears, groans and keening.
Carolyn came in to see what was the
matter.
“She'll survive,” Jay said.
I cried and cried and cried. This was not
how it was supposed to turn out.
“I shouldn't have done it,” I said finally.
“You have to do it sometime,” said
Carolyn. “Now is as good as any time. This
will pass. Now stop crying so we can go to
breakfast.”
I went into the bathroom and washed the
tears off my face and tried to cool my eyelids so
the tears would stop. But when I came out, I
was still gulping. I couldn't stop it.
By the time we were all dressed and
going down to the dining room to eat, I had
myself under control, more or less.
JJ was looking at Jay with a frown on his
face. “You didn't have to do that to her,” he
said.
Jay shrugged. “It's best to get it over
with quickly. She'll be OK.”
After breakfast Jay drove me to River
Forest. “I'll come in,” he said, “and we'll act as
if nothing happened. I'll stay around at least
until after your birthday. Your parents don't
have to know.”
“I suppose,” I said.
John came to the door when I rang the
bell. When he saw us, his face sort of twisted
and he said, “Oh boy, are you ever in trouble.”
“Oh no,” I said. I couldn't face them,
couldn't face myself. I virtually started to
scream and ran into my old bedroom, to my old

bed and threw myself on it, pulled the pillow
over my head and simply gave in to a torrent of
tears and despair.
Jay had to face them. I don't know what
he said. But I guess he calmed them down a
little.
On the way back to Wheaton he told me
that someone had called for me at Wheaton, and
were told I'd signed out to go to my parents’
house. That person, whose name Jay did not
know, called my parents, who of course, had no
idea where I was. My mother got hysterical
about the whole thing and thought I'd gone off
to New York to marry Jay. Why New York I
have no idea. She had actually been somewhat
assuaged when Jay told her we weren't married.
She didn't ask if we had sex and I suspect she
didn't want to know. But she had called
Wheaton to find out if they knew anything about
my whereabouts and of course they didn't. But
they did know that I had disobeyed the rules and
lied about where I was. It was enough to get
expelled.
When I got back to the dorm, everyone
seemed sympathetic about my predicament, but
also maybe a little gloating. I didn't want to talk
to them or even see them. I went to bed and
started crying again, though my roommate was
there. When she realized I needed to be by
myself, she let me be.
The strange thing about it all was that no
one ever said another word about it to me after
that day. The school did not react at all. It was
the opposite of what had happened the previous
year to my roommate Darlene. I was a little
flummoxed by that. My family pretended it
hadn't happened. That was perhaps more as I
would have expected.
In March of that year, I was 21 years old.
Jay was there to celebrate as promised. I didn't
have a big party, but Jay and I went home to
River Forest and I suppose I was supposed to
have become a real adult and Jay came so my
parents wouldn't know it had all gone awry.
And then, although we remained in contact for a
while, by the end of the year, he was gone and I
never saw or heard from him again. And that
was fine with me.
I’d doodle between taking notes in
classes, when there wasn’t anything to write.

They were sometimes a little gruesome. One of
them showed several witches hung on a scaffold
with the title “Witches hung for condemning
prostitutes.” What did it mean? Did it make
sense at all? Both female roles were generally
condemned in puritan society. I think it was an
expression of my own confusion about outsider
female roles and my own identity.
The Episcopal church
The town of Wheaton had a large
number of various Christian Evangelical and
Fundamentalist Churches which not only
catered to the town people who were more
religious than average, but also to the students at
Wheaton. There was also a Catholic church in
town and an Episcopal church whose services
followed the high church tradition. The rituals
at the Episcopal church were as close to the
Catholic Church as could be without accepting
the pope and being, from Wheaton's viewpoint,
sinful. Wheaton students who were having
problems with their Fundamentalist Christianity
sometimes went to the Episcopal Church
because it was on the edge, not quite evil
enough to land you in hell so to speak, but
certainly not mainstream Wheaton-type
religious. Many of those who went there were
also the more intellectual and questioning
students at the college. Some previous Wheaton
students, among them I believe, was Jean Louis
Armand, had painted Biblical scenes on the
walls in a room in the basement of that church,
which gave it a lively atmosphere. Sunday
evenings there was a service and discussion
group that met there which I sometimes went to.
On the whole, I had stopped going to church
services on Sunday morning. The formality of
the rituals of the Episcopal Church did not
particularly appeal to me, and I simply wasn't a
Fundamentalist in my beliefs any more,
although I certainly was a Christian and still
held to the basics of the gospel of love and
compassion that I believed Jesus proclaimed.
So, I felt that discussions with the people who
liked to ask questions about their beliefs and
who were searching for answers were far more
spiritually productive than sitting through a
church service and a sermon that generally
sounded like ground meat in a can.
Father Sergius

Whereas the Episcopalians were still in
the fold, though just so, from Wheaton's
standpoint, the Catholics were not. But not all
Wheatonites held that Catholicism was
unchristian. And at that time, there were even
one or two students at the college who were
Catholic. Some students went to the Catholic
church sometimes. Jerry did for example. I
never went to the Catholic Church that I can
remember, but I met a Catholic priest though I
no longer remember how or where. Father
Sergius was a monk at a Catholic Seminary that
was just outside Wheaton. The seminary was in
a big red brick building, colonial style with
white trim, like Wheaton, in fact. It was on a
hill so you could see it from afar. Father
Sergius was an expert on mysticism.
Since the medieval Christian Church had
not yet split into Catholic and Protestant, we
could claim pre-protestant church history as our
own without being accused of apostasy, at least
to the degree that it didn't conflict with our
Calvinist or Lutheran dogmas, but it was tainted
history nonetheless. The medieval mystics had
some qualities and notions that made them
especially acceptable to Wheaton theology.
Mystics tended toward opposition to the Roman
papacy, believing in their own experience of
God which did not have to be mediated through
the catholic church and thus they created one of
the roots of Protestantism; One could
communicate with God directly without the
church, pope, or minister, which was acceptable
for Wheaton Fundamentalism. On the other
hand, mysticism did not emphasize the Bible as
the exclusively revealed word of God and
mystics tended to identify nature with God. The
world that we experience was imagined to be
emanations of God. These ideas were not
acceptable to Fundamentalists.
I was still looking for a way to make
Christianity make sense to me and this was a
notion that was new. I wouldn't say that I cried
Eureka. I was too skeptical to suppose there
was some total answer that would satisfy all my
questions. In fact, the idea of God being
emanations which we can perceive in the form
of the universe, seemed about as puzzling to me
as the Father in heaven with the long white
beard. But I was curious, so I asked Father

Sergius about it. He told me that if I was
interested, he could present a course for me on
mysticism in which he would go through the
history, the main proponents, the ideas and how
mystics connected with God.
I said I was interested. I was the only
student in the course and we met at his
Seminary once a week. At that time, I had my
family's Mercedes Benz, so I could drive to the
seminary which was a few miles away from the
college. Father Sergius assigned books for me
to read and we'd discuss them. It was far more
interesting than the Bible classes at Wheaton in
which the teachers attempted to explain how the
Bible's 6000 years of the history of earth could
appear as millions of years in the fossil records,
and everything else in the Bible which
conflicted with scientific knowledge had to be
explained somehow, because the Bible, being
the direct and perfectly transmitted word of God
could not make a mistake. There were
professors who interpreted the Bible in such a
way that a day could mean an eon and thus there
was no contradiction with the scientific record.
The Retreat
The Episcopal church announced that
there was going to be a retreat for Episcopalians
and others who were interested at an episcopal
monastery near Lake Michigan. It would be a
weekend of absolute silence. The nuns at this
monastery had taken vows of silence and the
only speaking they could do was in prayer or
singing. Lay people could come to retreats
there, but they had to respect the rules. No
talking except for prayer and song. I decided to
go along with several others from the Episcopal
Church. I had no idea how I would find it
spending the days from Friday through Sunday
saying nothing to anyone, but I wanted to see.
Perhaps it would reveal some kind of
extraordinary spiritual reality. At first it was
simply intense. The bell rang to tell us it was
supper time and we proceeded silently into a
great hall, medieval in appearance and took our
places at the tables set for us. When everyone
was seated, the mother superior began to sing.
There were song books for all of us so we stood
up and sang along. After several songs we sat
down again and the food was served.
Afterwards there was a vesper service in the

chapel where we again sang and prayed the
ritual prayers. Then everyone went silently to
their rooms where we could read the Bible or
other books until the lights went out.
The next day the same ritual repeated
itself for breakfast, lunch and dinner. By that
evening I was beginning to feel disquieted. My
mind was being bombarded with doubts, with
the questions I'd always had, with my failures as
a person. I would pray and then be glad when
the meal bell rang and we could go in the dining
hall and sing. Between meals and services, we
could wander through the huge grounds of the
monastery which bounded on Lake Michigan on
one side, with forests and meadows surrounding
the cloister buildings. It was a beautiful place.
Toward evening after an uneasy
afternoon with some tears, I strolled toward the
lake breathing in the pine scented air, letting the
breeze rumple my hair. I found a large rock to
sit on. From that position I could gaze over the
gentle waves of the lake stretching to the
horizon and also become aware of the trees
swaying calmly in the breeze. All I could hear
was the whispering of the wind, the lapping
waves and some birds getting ready for bed,
singing their good night songs. The sky was
gradually changing from pale blue to twilight's
gray blue sheen with a glowing pink cast. I was
stunned by the beauty of it and simply allowed
myself to sink into a fuzzy state of
disconnection from the unyielding envelope of
existence. Then, just as the mystics that I'd
studied so diligently with Father Sergius had
described, there was a kind of hushed click, like
entering into another plane. All the separate
parts of the nature around me merged into one
huge pulsing totality and my body was part of it.
I no longer felt any limits to my being, the
molecules of my self completely dissolved into
all of this huge potpourri of movement of
molecules. I remained hovering there for a long
time as it gradually got darker; and only when
the bell, calling us to vespers, rang, was I
snapped back. My body contracted back into
the human form that had to get up and walk
back to the chapel. It was one of the most
amazing things I'd ever experienced. It was as
if I had merged into the universe, not at all like
the God in the sky whom I'd once been begging

to show himself to me. There was no separation.
But was it God?
Psychoanalysis
After Jay disappeared, there was no one
else. I didn't mind that much. Most of the guys
at Wheaton were afraid of me I think, but some
were fascinated because I was a little off-beat.
They didn't know what to think. They ogled at a
distance. I imagine they were people who
pondered about things they didn't understand,
who were somewhat rebellious or wanted to be
non-conforming. They still considered
themselves Christians. But they were not the
Bible-carrying boys on campus who cavorted in
biblical circles.
So, I didn't have very many dates. In
those three years at Wheaton, there'd been Jerry
and Jay, and also Laurens, but Jay wasn't a
student and Laurens had never gone to
Wheaton. Many girls went to Wheaton to find a
Christian man to marry. I think that was their
real motivation. It wasn't mine. But if I had
thought I'd find a man at Wheaton who shared
my wild side who was a Christian, it wasn't
working. I wouldn't say I was sad about it. I
had plenty of things on my mind and I wasn't
exactly pining away. Not even after Jay was
gone. But I pondered these things in my heart
nonetheless.
I thought it might help to go to
psychoanalysis with a Christian psychologist,
who would understand why I was having
trouble bringing the Christian morality and
beliefs I'd been imbued with together with a
reality that exuded a different morality. My
parents seemed to agree. Perhaps the Jay
experience had shook them up a little more than
I'd imagined. We didn't talk about those things.
I was allowed to have my parent's
Mercedes Benz at school in order to drive to the
psychologist who was a long way away, not in
Wheaton. (They had another car.) This was a
little bit cool. Not many students had Mercedes,
maybe none did at school. It had a certain
prestige. And I could use it not only to drive to
the psychologist. The rest of the time I could
drive it where ever I wanted. I went to weekly
sessions and told him all my problems and
worries and he listened. He couldn't undo the
fact that I'd had sex with Jay and he didn't really

seem to have much of an idea at all what I
should do, although he did bring an occasional
Christian perspective into the picture,
viewpoints which I knew well enough and
which were exactly what was causing me
problems. I suppose it was good to have
someone who mostly listened though, so I
eventually could come to terms with my
contradictory feelings and even note that
pushing the Christian perspective, even though
he did it carefully and not often was mildly
annoying for me. In any case, after a while I
decided I had enough of this.
Cliff Hill
There was a spring banquet coming up.
It was a banquet for which girls invited boys.
My first reaction to it was to say what a bunch
of hogwash. I don't want to go. But one of the
girls in my philosophy class whose name was
Nan came to me one day and said, “are you
going to the banquet?”

Cliff Hill
“No,” I said.
“Why not?”

“I wouldn't know who to invite.”
She smiled. She was a very studious and
serious girl, smart too, but she seemed rather
cool personally. I never got to know her very
well. She said, “Cliff would go with you if you
asked him.”

Nan Younger
“Cliff?” I said in amazement. Cliff was
student president or something like that. He did
not hang out with poets or guitar players or artists
or Episcopalians as far as I knew. I couldn't
imagine
why he would want to go with me.
“He would like to,” Nan said.
“Well, let me think about it,” I said.
I told my roommate Kathy about this. I
liked Kathy. She really got into the kind of
questioning, not rejecting Christianity, but
asking questions about what we'd been taught.
It was new for her. Kathy thought I should go
with Cliff. “Why not?” she said. “It can't hurt
anything and you can see what he's like. Maybe
he isn't as bad as you think he is.”
I burst into laughter. “Yeah,” I said.
“Maybe he's not so bad.”

So, I told Nan to tell Cliff I was inviting
him. Cliff was a tall, lean, dark-haired, all
American guy. But his major was philosophy.
So we weren't on totally different planes after
all, I guess. But inviting him meant that I had to
prepare for this event. We were supposed to
wear rather formal clothes, though not floor
length dresses. It was taking place in one of the
fine hotels downtown in the Loop in Chicago. I
know that the logistics of it were solved, but I
don't remember what I wore in the end, a nice
dress surely, stockings, heels, my hair fixed with
help of the other girls in the dorm. Cliff brought
an orchid for me to wear, which is what all the
boys did and he had a car, so we drove together.
I had gotten the impression that it was
supposed to be a kind of status thing to go with
Cliff. Maybe it was. Maybe there were girls
who looked at us and were envious. I don't
know. I was at least glad, that this peculiar
experiment had succeeded and I was going with
one of these supposedly desirous boys. Even if
you think this sort of thing, popularity contest or
whatever it is, is silly, you can’t help but be
aware of it. It pervaded American schools and
colleges. It put a mark on every student,
assigning them to the class they belonged to:
popular, geek or untouchable, and there wasn’t
much intermixing. Of course, I was marked too,
as a non-conforming intellectual, who was
basically outside the usual categories, since I
didn’t even belong to the defined group of
intellectuals, for that I was too wild. But I
wasn’t ostracized or looked down on. And
perhaps in a way people looked up to me.
There was the rumor that the punch was
spiked, but I'm sure it wasn't. Wheaton would
never have allowed that. The meal was good.
But I wasn't so sure what to talk to Cliff about. I
think I was mildly embarrassed throughout the
whole adventure. But I tried to be myself,
thinking that must have been why he wanted to
go with me. It was a little difficult though and I
didn't feel the way I did when I was with the
people I usually hung out with. I couldn't let go.
But then again, sometimes when I did let go, I
was really crazy, and I don't think he wanted
that.
After the meal with its many courses of
fine foods and desert, Cliff said let's go to the

Planetarium. It was late at night so the
Planetarium wasn't open. But it was out on a
pier jutting into Lake Michigan, so it was
romantic place to walk, especially with the
moon reflecting on the lake. We talked about
philosophy and God and it was OK. Cliff was
intelligent and at the end of it all, I thought it
had worked out better than expected. But Cliff
never asked me out and I never really talked to
him again.
Ron Watson
Ron was a football guy. At least that’s
what I thought before I knew him. For me that
meant someone who went out with football
girls, girls who didn't care much about wracking
their brains with philosophical conundrums, but
mainly wanted to find a potentially rich
husband. They were also girls who spent huge

Ron and I in front of McManus Hall 31 years
later
amounts of time fixing themselves up to look
like the archetypical American Barbie doll.
These girls, in my experience, did not want
anything to do with me, and I saw no reason to
have anything to do with them. I had never
really known any football boys or girls for that
matter, so it was basically a prejudice without
basis. And since I too had not been opposed to
the notion of finding a husband at Wheaton, if

the right man was there, why shouldn’t they?
So, I had this notion about Ron and that's
probably because he did play football. One day
someone told me Ron wanted to get to know
me. Boys would put out feelers, especially
when there was no basis for thinking there
would be any interest. They didn’t want to be
outright rejected. I did know who Ron was. He
was actually in some of my philosophy classes,
so I could have guessed that his head wasn't full
of straw. Nonetheless, I was skeptical about
him. But I said, if he wants to meet me, I'll
meet him. I agreed in such a way that I
wouldn't be encouraging and definitely not
raising his hopes in any way, should it be that he
had them. I did not see myself as his type. I
wasn't a football girl.
I don't remember where I went with
Ron. I think we probably went to the opera in
Chicago on the bus with all the other Wheaton
students who wanted to see the opera. It was
the only form of stage entertainment we were
allowed to go to and Wheaton College actually
bused us to the Civic Opera House downtown.
Ron loved opera. That was perhaps the first
surprise. A football guy who loves opera? But
then again, his major was Greek and he was
taking a lot of philosophy classes.
A couple times I went to Ron's dorm to
meet him. Girls couldn't go into the boys’
rooms, but there was a waiting room. I'd never
been in the boys’ dorm before so I was curious.
It wasn't as homey as the girls’ dorm. When we
went outside Ron pointed to the roof, “Look
there,” he said.
“OK,” I said, “Why do you have all
those jugs on the roof?”
Ron laughed. “Don't you know what
they're for?”
“No,” I said.
“There's grape juice in them, and they're
out there to ferment?”
“They ferment? Does it turn to wine?”
“Well, more like vinegar,” Ron said.
“So, do you drink it?”
“Sure,” he said.
“Isn't that breaking the pledge?”
“It’s grape juice isn't it?”
“Is that a philosophical question?” It
seemed to me that if the boys wanted to get

drunk, it didn't really matter if they made their
own alcohol or bought it.
But Ron didn't seem to be too worried
about that. “You might be more likely to get
sick from it than to get drunk,” he said.
Ron did not become my boyfriend. But
we did become close friends and we still are to
this day. Ron graduated in June that year and I
didn't graduate until August, so he went east to
Buffalo his home town and in the fall he went to
Princeton to study theology.
Existentialism
My experience of mysticism at the
retreat remained in some way subsumed under
the category of existentialism, a way of defining
meaning for me. The main schools of
philosophy at that time were language
philosophy and logical positivism, but these
seemed to me to be far divorced from my
existence. I was thinking of going on to
graduate school in philosophy, but as I searched
for a university where Existentialism was the
main philosophical direction there weren’t any
in the USA, maybe with the exception of Yale
where there might have been a sympathetic
professor. I thought perhaps there was a school
somewhere in Europe and it became a vague
idea to explore that option.

This is Freud:
But I also wanted to have a little fun

with philosophy, so I created Da and Eros which
was published in Kodon.

My drawings to picturize Existentialism which
appeared in Kodon Magazine
I also did a few more of these
philosophical drawings which were never
published, but I was just having fun with them.

Redemption
What does redemption mean? I got into

a long discussion with Carol about it. Carol was
one of the seniors who lived in the house with
Joan, Darlene and the Spanish professor Harriet
when I was a freshman. She'd had polio which
had affected her back and legs. She could walk,
but was quite twisted. When she graduated, she
married a rather strange man, I think he worked
at the college on the cleanup staff. I don't
remember his name. But they had a child
together named David. And Carol stayed in
Wheaton so I continued to see her. Carol had a
speculative mind and had ideas about the
meaning of Christian concepts which she
expounded on in an understandable way. She
was also a devoted Christian.
Why do we need to be redeemed? How
can God redeem us? What are the consequences
for us of this redemption? Is it something that
affects my daily life or is it a religious concept
that belongs to the realm of supernatural
unreality? I wanted these religious concepts to
have a solid earthly basis that was relevant for
everyday life. Carol had some ideas about that
and she believed she was interpreting the
concepts in a Biblical and relevant way.
Redemption was possible through the act of
Jesus Christ. But we humans had to accept it
and live according to Jesus’ precept, love your
neighbor as yourself. Yeah, relevant, that's what
we were always talking about. How all of this
God talk could be relevant, not only for us, but
for everyone on this earth. I liked to play
around with these ideas. It was more like
solving a complicated puzzle than being a
religious fanatic. In the end I did find a
temporary answer that had to do with how a
person could define their relation to God – “I
and Thou” – and how this could affect one’s
relation to other people. Jesus’ Sermon on the
Mount for example could give a clue. The fact
that the concept I and Thou was not developed
by a Christian theologian or philosopher, but by
a Jewish philosopher Martin Buber was likely
significant for me, although not in the sense that
I therefore would reject Christianity, but rather
that it was relevant to Christianity, to being a
Christian. I chose to write my senior thesis
about Martin Buber and the concept of I and
Thou.

Letters to Judi
Judi Chaffee had graduated the previous
year and was living in Philadelphia where she
had a job at the Christian magazine Eternity.
Probably the reason I began a correspondence
with her is because she had a job in an area
where I might have liked to work when I
graduated.
But the letters quickly developed far
beyond that, making Judi into a kind of
sounding board for my thoughts about
everything. I wrote a letter approximately every
month from January until I
graduated in August and beyond. Some years
back Judi sent me all the letters I’d written to
her. Unfortunately, I no longer have the letters
she wrote to me. Because these letters show me
so much that I’d forgotten about what I was
thinking at the time, what I was planning, what
was happening in my life, I will quote from
them.

Judi Chaffee
Jan. 1963: Everyone seems to think
marriage is so lovely. I’ve always been rather

skeptical. Ah, well since my last love has gone
off and left me, I think any possibilities of my
getting married are nonexistent, so I will listen
eternally and skeptically to the happy.
Carolyn is not enrolled at Wheaton. Wes put her
story in Kodon because she is living in
Wheaton and at that time planned to
return. Meanwhile she has been blacklisted from
the school so she can’t return and everyone is
furious that a story was printed that was not
written by a student. Her crazy parents enrolled
her at Colorado University. But she didn’t like
that so instead with her book money she got on
a train and came to Chicago and has been living
in Wheaton with Joan and Harriet. Next
semester she will go to night school at
Roosevelt University.
My basic concern now is to find stability
for myself so that ultimately perchance I may
accomplish something in the world, however
small, alternatively I get a wild concern for
mankind which seems useless. Anyway, I have
been thinking of August and graduation and
preventing myself from vegetating. Dr. Holmes
suggested that I try to get a position at Christian
Life magazine and now he has also suggested
Christianity Today, His, Presbyterian Life and
Eternity. What do you think of this? Do you
suppose I’d have a chance at any of these? In
such a situation would you recommend me?
This New Year’s Eve was rather unusual
for me because for the first time in my life I got
drunk. It was terrible. I’ll never do it again. But
it did make me quite disillusioned with
humanity in general. However, my wavering
faith has been somewhat restored by a new
friendship with a girl named Suzie. Her husband
is a professor at the school. She is only 22.
Feb. 1963: I don’t know whether I’ll
write depressedly or joyfully. At the moment, I
feel basically indifferent, the past couple weeks
have been a torturous and arduous time. Jay
consoled me by saying it will be a remembered
time in an otherwise dull college career. He
wasn’t completely correct, because there have
been many, many undull moments in this life...I
may as well say that Jay and I are no longer
going together. We still see one another, but the
relationship is different. It has to be because of
his so totally different orientation. He leaps

from one situation to another, but does not bring
any meaning from one to the other. As for me, I
believe that each experience adds a little more
insight into the whole possible meaning that
may be found in this life. I do not think that is
an existential view, because it holds that
meaning is absolute in God and not reduced to
absurdity ultimately. In other words, it has a
firmer basis than mere experience. For Jay…
God withdraws back into his infinite
transcendence and has nothing to do with the
rest of experience…I am not sad that Jay is
gone, because I think I have learned some things
about me, men and God that would have
eternally eluded me if the experience had never
occurred. Besides I still want to go to Germany
as a student when I get enough money. And I do
not want to do it married.
March 1963: …Somehow everything
seems to have tumbled into a meaningless heap.
I feel racked up. ... Jay was supposed to come
in the morning to see me, but he was too hung
over. He didn’t come. I cannot continue to
withstand this irresponsibility. It is too great an
emotional drain on me. I think I am going to
write Jay and tell him I never want to see him
again…
One rather nice thing of the week was
the presence of W.H. Auden on campus all day.
He talked about his philosophy of art. He said
poets tend to be polytheistic because that which
they write about becomes an object of worship
to them. Scientists tend to be philosophical
materialists but Xianity alone is compatible with
both. We sat there in disbelief as he said, I don’t
usually talk about religion, but I read Wes’s
article about Xian literature. It was excellent,
but I would like to say some things to you about
this since the group is unusual. His philosophy
of Xian literature certainly has valid points.
Oh yes, Auden called himself a XianAnglican. He said he has not always been and it
was a gradual process. But he believes in the
tradition of people like Rimbaud in an art for
art’s sake philosophy. In other words, a person
does not write to communicate their concern,
but rather is an artisan who uses words to create
an art object which becomes completely severed
from their being. For the artist it doesn’t matter
how it is interpreted by the reader. And it would

be best of all if writers were anonymous since it
is unnecessary to know anything about the artist
who created the work. The implications of this
related to religion is that one should not express
religious feelings in poetry. One should not
write about God, guilt or theology. The value of
this position it seems to me, is to oppose Xian
writing which has no purpose except to convert
the masses. However, he said one must be
honest. It seems to me that it is dishonest not to
express a Xian concern in art if that concern
exists.
How is it possible to divorce my
commitment to God from my commitment to
my art? I asked.
He thot I meant why doesn’t he usually
say anything about Xianity in speeches and he
answered, “for tact.” But then he realized what I
meant and I think he changed what he’d said
before because he said you can’t avoid
presuppositions in writing, but if one must talk
about religion one shouldn’t use religious terms.
Before he said, religion should be avoided.
I couldn’t believe that such a great man
would stay on our campus all day, eat in the
Stupe and talk to the students. He walked
around in slippers all day. But I discovered that
he had just seen Chad Walsh who had told
Auden about this school, Walsh being rather
pro-us apparently. I think that is the main reason
he was willing to come here and treat us like
fairly sane human beings rather than
peculiarities. Anyway, it was a lovely
experience…
April 1963: (mentions only plans for a
trip to Boston and New York)
June 1963: (mentions a parable I wrote
which is lost and I don’t remember it.) For once
life grins – perhaps a little sarcastically, but yes,
God’s off my stomach and where he belongs.
At this point I feel a mild desperation
about jobs. I want two things very much. The
first is to go East, the second is to have an
interesting job. I know you can’t ensure any job
of being interesting, but I wouldn’t blame you if
it wasn’t. I could just quit. Certainly, I’d like
something that at least at times involved more
than proof reading. My qualifications I don’t
know. I got distinctives on comps and will
probably graduate with honors. I have written

some for KODON and also got a prize in the
fine arts festival for my short story…
Summer school is still three glorious
weeks away, but it won’t be half bad since
Nancy, Wes, Carol, and Vern are staying
around… I went on senior sneak – to Colorado and really had a desperate time. I was suddenly
faced bluntly with the fact that I did not belong.
I was never so lonely (an exaggeration). Wes
befriended me once and so did Cal, but their
lived worlds are so far removed from mine. Wes
is going to Europe next year and so is Lynn. She
doesn’t know Wes is going. Wes and Lynn (for
whom Wes sold his guitar to me in order to visit
her) broke up and Wes told Lynn he never
wanted to speak to her again.
In the last weeks of school, I got really
sick, I guess it was psychosomatic, so for about
half a week I was sick in bed just when I had the
most work to do. When I went to the
psychiatrist, I got angry at him and told him he
wasn’t doing any good since I was sicker than
ever. He told me I was hostile. Ever since I’ve
been having a great time threatening people
with the fact that I am hostile.
My roommate left last week, so I’m
alone, it’s nice except once in a while I wish
there was someone here to talk to. But I’ve
gotten to know a bunch of new kids who are
really lovely. It’s really dumb that it has to be
the last week of school. I must say, that despite
all, I have found some wonderful friends during
my years at this school.
Nancy whom I’d never gotten to know
very well, asked me if I wanted to go to hear her
friend Brown who folk sings in Aurora. They
decided I needed a date and conveniently one
was provided in a beautiful boy named Allan – a
freshman. After the concert Brown missed his
train, so I drove him home along with 5 others.
We stopped in Old Town for breakfast. It was
2:00 AM. Who should walk in but part of the
cast of Playwrights and Second City. They were
badly drunk. Brown knew them and talked for a
while. It was the beginning of a movie about life
in which meaningless incident followed
meaningless incident, but all were surrounded
by existential gaiety and abandon, that I seldom
experience. It was irresponsible but had no bad
consequences. We drove home through thick

fog, so thick I couldn’t see the road. It was like
a dream. We got home at about 4:30 and I
stayed at Nancy’s house. I was afraid they’d
know I never came home and I’d get in trouble,
but nothing happened. I like Allan and also two
other guys whom I talked to a couple times in
the Stupe. Vern Stiller and Clint. It is rather
unbelievable but in this one week I went out
with all three of them. Never had anything like
that happen before.
Saturday night we went to Chicago. No
reason, no goal. Nancy, Rod, Clint and I and my
brother as chauffeur. I brought my guitar and we
drove around Buckingham Fountain and sang
folk songs. Then we went down to the U. of
Chicago. Got out at Robie House and sang to
the night and invisible people of it. We found
some beatniks, one of whom I knew and went to
a party which turned out to be a bunch of about
50 negroes celebrating Ghana’s Independence.
The night not yet over we went to see Carolyn.
Yes, we found her. She lives in a not bad
neighborhood on the South side. She and Jay
Jay have a nice apartment. Got home late again
and stayed with Nancy. But again, did not get in
trouble. I hope this lasts.
Finally, today, Sunday with Vern. He is a
senior and I like him best of all. We drove all
over creation looking for a watermelon. And
eventually found one so we could have a picnic
for supper with Nancy and Rod. So, you see,
lots of events filled with things to take away
pain. It’s a kind of redemption, I think. I’m not
too certain about this idea of redemption. It does
not completely correlate with the idea of the
atonement in my mind.
July 1963: About 10 boys live in S’s
house for the summer because S’s have gone
away. The boys are pure sots. They have almost
nothing in the refrigerator except beer. Bob N
spends all of every day on the sofa with a mug
of beer drinking. He is in a daze all the time. G.
said they get up in the morning and blindly grab
eggs and beer for breakfast. What’s happened to
fundamentalist Xianity at Wheaton? Playing a
game that doesn’t involve life and most of them
will realize it. They are just rebelling and still
seeking. At least they are still seeking most of
them, I’m sure of it. And maybe they can be
redeemed.

Last night I went to a party. Wes and
Nancy played and sang folk songs. Bob N read
poetry. He was only partly dazed. And they
didn’t get drinks until later. I sang folk songs
and played the guitar too. But big crowds scare

Bob Neslund
me and I sang oddly because I just taught
myself a couple months ago and I never sang
publicly before. But I don’t like parties.
Somehow, they oppose me. I feel more alone
than ever. As if the crowd purposely existed to
alienate me. When they pay attention to me, I
get embarrassed. Wes doesn’t like parties either
and only stayed an hour or 2. When he left, I
wanted to go too, but they went without me. It
was terrible. Finally, Paul took me back.
July 1963: Last night Karen & I (my
memory of Karen is rather vague, but I think she
was probably a freshman or sophomore at
Wheaton and worked at the Seven Dwarfs) we
went to see the Blacks, the Genet play… In the
first place the stage set was symbolic, it was
wholly black and white… Anyone can say I’m
gonna piss on you or I’m gonna fuck you or

damm, damm, damm and increasingly worse. It
makes a nice short worded bright kind of
conversation. The trouble is, it seems to be stock
dialogue, everyone using it in the same way.
There was a lot about the Blacks that I thought
was good because I am liberal enough to be
excited by the liberation of the negroes and
when the whole messy problem is talked about,
honesty at least is better than suppression and
Genet talks honestly from a white man’s point
of view and I understand, I mean I believe that
hatred is governing lots of human relations. But
what a dark view.
August 1963 This is how I look
(drawing of swollen jaw) . The big lump is
caused by my recent surgery. I had an impacted
tooth extracted. It hurts and it looks very ugly. I
take dope to kill the pain.
My friend Emily’s dad is among other
things a candidate for Who’s Who, a world
renown doctor, a professor and an author. He is
also a lovely, lovely man. I went to visit Emily
and her dad said, “what are you going to do?”
I said, publishing and he said why? I
didn’t know what to answer.
He said, “you’ll never get a job that
way.”
I don’t really know anything about
publishing. So, he said, “you better find out
before you look for a job. I have a friend who is
an editor. I’ll ask him to help you.”
(I did talk to this friend, but don’t
remember his name.) He is young, handsome
and sophisticated, but very funny or rather
amusing. Like when I told him my face was
ridiculously distorted because of my tooth and
he consoled me for about 15 minutes. So, I’m
hoping for enlightenment…I don’t know how
much money I would like to make. I don’t know
how much people in general make. Perhaps $75
a week? Or $60? My psychologist said he
thought I ought to continue with therapy which
is rather expensive…And then I want to have
enough money in one or two years to go to
Europe and continue my education.
Sept. 1963: I’ve been looking for a job
here, but so far have been unsuccessful. It seems
to be impossible to find a job. One of them said,
I didn’t type fast enough, but if I got faster, I
should try again and seemed to imply that there

were jobs if only I could type. It’s ridiculous.
Why the hell did I go to college instead of
secretary school I’d like to know. All the world
needs are typists… I’m almost ready to regress
to an infantile responsibilityless stage so that I
won’t have to get a job which is mostly
discouraging, but I have been practicing typing
and I think I have my rate up to 45 words/min.
with an error every 10 words. Maybe in a couple
days I’ll make it 55 with no errors, I bet then I
could get some lousy job.
Jean Louis and the painting

Jean Louis Armand
Jean Louis had graduated a couple years
previously but he knew people on campus and
came to visit. He was from France and he was
an artist. I was curious, since it was unusual that
someone like that had gone to Wheaton. I don’t
remember who brought me in contact with him.
But I do remember two curious interactions with

him. He had spent time on an Indian reservation
in the Southwest and there he had participated in
ceremonies which used peyote. He had brought
some peyote with him and gave me a knob or
whatever it’s called. There were no peyote
ceremonies at Wheaton, but I put the peyote in
my purse, thinking I’d wait til the right
opportunity came to try it. I think I carried that
peyote around for a long time, and the
opportunity never arrived. Eventually it got lost,
but the very fact of having it on my person gave
a little spark of rebelliousness while I was at
Wheaton.
The other memory of Jean Louis had to
do with his paintings. He must have had some of
them with him while he was in Wheaton and he
was showing them to people. I had the
opportunity to view them and there was one
with several blue owls sitting on a branch, not
quite realistic, but also not surreal. I liked it and
he was willing to sell it. So, I bought it. For a
while I had it on the wall where I was living.
But after I’d graduated and was planning
on going to Europe, I was visiting Carolyn in
Chicago. She asked me if she could borrow the
painting while I was gone. Since I couldn’t take
it with me, I thought it was a reasonable solution
to let her borrow it. So, she took it. She never
gave it back, and eventually I lost touch with
Carolyn, so I couldn’t reclaim it.
Winding it up
At the end of the year Harriet got
married to Fred Simmons. Fred was a Wheaton
Graduate student who trudged around Wheaton
seemingly with his head in the clouds, he never
carried his Bible around, he hardly said
anything, but he had a hillbilly accent and he
was kind of weird. There was another graduate
student Dennis Graf who was also rather weird
and not like you'd expect a Wheaton graduate
student would be. Anyway, when Fred married
Harriet, I was a little awed. Harriet was a
solidly grounded Christian, she'd even been a
missionary in Cuba, and her belief in God laced
her being. I didn't think Fred was that way, but
maybe he was, or maybe he wasn't, but still they
worked out as a couple whose differences
complemented each other, amazing to me. And
they are still together after all these years.
(Carol, however, got divorced at some point, but

her child did OK as far as I know. Darlene and
Jerry also got divorced some years later.) Wes
got married. He married Bonnie which surprised
everyone since Bonnie had not been on the
Kodon staff, not in poetry club or in the “rebel”
group, those who had openly been questioning
the fundamentalist dogmatism. I knew who she
was, but had never known her. Wes and Bonnie
had children but later got divorced.
Some went on to graduate school. Ted
went to Harvard, Ron to Princeton, Steve Bigger
was still at Yale, Steve Voss went to Berkeley
then Stanford, Nan and Cliff went to graduate
school, but I don’t know where. I was intending
to go to graduate school as one option and had
applied to Yale. But I was not accepted there. I
don’t know why. On the graduate record exams
for philosophy I had gotten the highest possible
result, 800. No one else had gotten that high, but
nonetheless I believe Ted had been accepted at
Yale. I suspect my recommendations from
professors were not necessarily positive and he
was a man. Maybe that made a difference. I did
not get the highest mark on my final project
which was not objective enough, instead I was
looking for a philosophy for my own life, and
that was apparently not what we were supposed
to do. Also, I did not get straight A’s in all my
subjects. I still wanted to go to graduate school,
but figured I’d do something else for a year and
then see where I’d go. Nonetheless, I was
ending my college career with a big question
mark. I had no idea what I wanted to do with the
rest of my life. Whereas most of my friends
either were continuing their studies or getting
married, I didn’t even have a boyfriend.
Martin Buber
I wrote my final project on Martin Buber
and his notion of I and Thou. I was very much
taken up by the notion, so much so, that the
paper was more like my statement of faith, my
search to find what I believed about God,
humanity and the world. What does it really
mean for me to believe in God, to be a
Christian, to love? If God is love, whatever
does that mean? The only way to know is to
love your neighbor, your friends, your
boyfriend. Maybe even having sex was
symbolic of the relationship with God, unifying
and separate, I and Thou. It wasn't objective at

all, but my whole mind and spirit was put into
making these concepts have some kind of reality
for myself, as a kind of guiding light for my life.
However, my paper lacked one quality that a
superior research project should have - distance
and objectivity. Because of that I got a B on it.
Of course, I was disappointed because I was so
attached to it, it seemed so much a part of my
being, and it was as if my being was valued as a
B. It was like a punch in the gut and it took me
a while to recover from it. And it changed the
course of my life, though I didn't know it at the
time.
In June of that year I didn't have enough
credits to graduate, but I didn't want to go to
Wheaton another semester, so I went to summer
school at the college and got the necessary
credits so I could graduate in August.
Graduation

Wheaton College graduation August, 1963 with
Dad and Mom
I graduated from Wheaton College in
August of 1963. It wasn't as solemn and
pompous as the June graduation, but I wasn't the
only one graduating either and it was fine with
me. We still wore our black caps and gowns
and my family came to the ceremony where I
received my bachelor of arts degree in
philosophy. I was now supposed to be prepared
to go out into the world.
I maintained connections to many of my
college friends, some for longer than others.
Those who continue to appear in this story I’ll
name. Carolyn married Jay and had a daughter.
She worked for a social agency in Chicago. I
visited her several times. She is no longer alive.
Darlene married Jerry and they had two
daughters. I visited Darlene and Jerry many
times. Both worked at MIT for a while. Jerry
was a professor there. Darlene is no longer

alive.
Steve B became a lawyer in New York. I
have visited him several times in New York.
Wes Craven became a well-known horror film
producer. The last time I saw him was at our

Me with my diploma in August, 1963
Wheaton fiftieth reunion. He is no longer alive.
I visited Kathy once. She is no longer alive.
Joan married Dick who did not go to Wheaton
and had two daughters, the first adopted. She
worked for the US government. I visited her a
number of times in New Jersey. She is no longer
alive.
Ted went to Yale, then started a travel company.
I saw him a couple times. He is no longer alive.
Fred married Harriet and they had a daughter. I
visited them several times. Harriet was a
Spanish professor at Wheaton and remained so
until retirement. She is still alive.
Fred was a grad student at that time. He carved
furniture for doll houses and other things.
I don’t know what happened to Carol who

married and had a son. Dennis was a grad
student. I visited him several times. Steve V was
married and had four daughters, is a professor of
philosophy in Istanbul and we have visited each
other several times.

Article in the Forest Leaves (River Forest
magazine)
Ron got married, divorced and had no children.
He began a boat building business and also
taught boat building in a high school in Maine
where he still lives and has an art gallery and
food stall. I see him almost every year.
I don’t know what happened to Pat, my
freshman year roommate. But there was a
curious echo. She had a boyfriend named John
that year and perhaps the year after. We greeted

each other, that was about it. I never talked to
him beyond that, but, of course, I saw him a lot
because he was with Pat. I figured he was a
conservative, fundamentalist Christian like Pat.
Maybe he was. But in year 2020 I saw him
again - in Germany. He came to one of my
events which followed the publication of my
book about 1968. What an utter shock. He came
up after the talk, said, “do you know who I am?”
Well, there was something familiar about him,
but it had been about 60 years since I’d last seen
him. He was with his wife, not Pat. He
introduced himself and I was baff. “Do you
speak German?” I asked. “Yes,” he said, he’d
been living in Germany for many years and had
a job here. It is very seldom that anyone who is
conservative comes to my talks, so I am
guessing he is not conservative and well,
Wheaton is a long way away, in thought and
deed.
I didn’t take any photos while I was at Wheaton,
so all I have are the few I received from others. I
did however, draw a bunch of characterizations
of some of my friends during my freshman year.
The friends from later are lacking.

Searching for the Next Step
The years at Wheaton were rather
charmed years, but I had been getting uneasy.
I'd been there three years and I was ready to go.
Ready to go far away. But first of all, my
parents drove me home after graduation and I
ensconced myself in my old bedroom that still
had the white bookcases and modernistic black
and purple design on white wall paper. My bed
was there by the windows that were wide open,
letting the waning warm breezes of summer
blow over me. I'm leaving this place, I thought.
Leaving it for good. I'm going to have to be on
my own and I'm happy. I'm sure I also had
some vague feelings of inadequacy, nostalgia
and incompleteness.
I thought girls who went to college to
find a guy to marry were neither intellectual nor
concerned with much beyond their suburban
married-with-children future. That wasn't why I
went to college. Or was it? Well, it wasn't the
first priority, or was it? Of course, it had
crossed my mind from my freshman year in the
dorm where girls mostly talked about boys, to
the dating game that took up plenty of time
though not for me at first. I didn't have a
boyfriend that first year and I don't think I ever
went on a date. But that didn't mean I was
indifferent. I found every excuse I could to see
Steve Bigger. I'd had a terrible crush on him,
but I hadn't known if he'd even noticed. He was
a senior; I was a freshman. And then he was
gone. The next two years I did go out
sometimes and it had usually been with a great
deal of fanfare, angst, preparation, discussion
with the other girls in the dorm, and not a little
excitement. There was Jerry, Jay, Steve Voss,
Cliff, Charlie, Ron and Vern. Jerry ended up
with Darlene, Jay turned into a catastrophe,
Cliff hadn't been a serious thing, Charlie was
just because he was impossible and didn't
belong at Wheaton - a bit of rebellion, Steve V
was fun to be with. And Ron turned out to be
amusing. In fact, that wasn't very much. Most
other girls either had more dates, or they found
the right guy toward the beginning and stuck
with him.
I hadn't accomplished the one thing that
girls were supposed to accomplish at Wheaton
and that was to find a husband. Most of my

friends had. But I wasn't despondent about that.
I'd tried. I hadn't closed my heart or mind. I'd
even been in love, sort of. But it hadn't worked
out. It wasn't a tragedy. On the contrary, I was
ready for adventure, not building a nest. But I
had to admit the twinge of nervousness going
off into the totally unknown and faced with a
complete blank, the ultimate existential
situation, I thought, thrown out into an
undefined space where it was up to me to create
whatever meaning I could. The very thought
elated me and scared me. But having defined
myself as an existentialist, I thought that was the
way it should be.
Nonetheless, I didn't feel quite the clarity
I had after high school. Three years previously
when I'd decided to stay near home to go to
college, I was still afraid to take off into a wild
blue yonder. Now it was different. I wanted to
go to graduate school and get a degree in
philosophy and my first choice was Yale. I don't
remember when I knew that they hadn't
accepted me. But it was a disappointment and it
diverted me from the path I thought I was going
to follow. So, my path was getting a little rocky
at that time.
I still planned on someday being a
philosophy professor which was about the only
option for a philosophy major, but first I thought
I should learn German and French so I could
read the big-name European philosophers in
their own languages. I also needed money to
live. That meant looking for a job which was
necessary if I wasn't in school. I had no money
and I certainly couldn't stay at home and be a
child. But what does a philosophy major do for
a job? I even had an idea what I wanted to do.
Priority would have been working on a
magazine and one of the more liberal but
generally fundamentalist Christian magazines
would have at least been a start. There were
several magazines in Philadelphia that came in
question. That was where Judi was and she had
offered some help at least to get me oriented.
I put everything carefully away, my
books, my childhood accoutrements, most of my
clothes, papers, school stuff, letters, all the
things I'd collected over 21 years of life. The
only things I decided I would take would be a
suitcase with some clothes and my guitar.

I think my mother was a little sad the
day I left. Her oldest child, her only daughter
was leaving. It is never easy for a parent. But I
was feeling a strong urge to be away from the
aura of guilt that seemed to haunt me in that
house. I wasn't going the way she had hoped for
me and I couldn't escape that gnawing, but
almost hidden feeling that I was disappointing
her, so I had to push that notion out of my head.
Instead, I was a little angry that she had created
a moral stumbling block that was tripping me
and I had to escape to be free.
Memories get distorted and lost. But
sometimes I wrote things down. In fact, I’d
created a manuscript covering the first months
after graduation in which I described in detail
what I did in the process of looking for a job.
Yeah, jobhunting was the point of the ensuing
goose chase over the whole of the USA. I went
to places where I had friends and relatives,
Philadelphia, Boston, New York, Ukiah, San
Diego. The part that was frustrating was the job
search. Seeing the country was cool. What
follows is mostly from the manuscript.
I took the train to Philadelphia, an
overnight trip. The next day riding through
Pennsylvania, the scenery flowed as in a film.
There were mountains covered with trees with
yellow leaves, autumn. The houses were old,
many row houses, unlike Illinois. They were
black from age and from the coal that belonged
to that region. Do environments make people
different, I thought? Do the people here behave
differently than those in Illinois? They must
because environment must have an effect on the
organisms in them. That’s why evolution is
possible. Yet they are all people, so they
couldn’t be so terribly different, we can talk to
them and understand what they say. With that
thought I ate some of the potato salad my
mother had given me to eat in the train and my
stomach which had been queasy felt better.
It was afternoon when I got to
Philadelphia. Judi was supposed to meet me at
the station. But as the platform emptied there
was no sign of her. A woman came up to me and
asked if I was looking for something. I said, yes,
I’m waiting for my friend, but she isn’t here.”
“Do you know where she lives?”
“Yes,” I said, “on Baltimore Ave.”

“That’s a long way away,” said the
women. “You better keep waiting. I don’t think
you could find it.”
After a while Judi did come. “Sorry to
be late,” she said. “We went to the wrong depot.
You have a guitar. Can you play it?”
“A little,” I said. “I haven’t had it so
long. Bought it from Wes, who needed the
money.”
“Don’t you have more luggage?
“Yes, I checked it through.”
We went to the baggage place, but they
said it wouldn’t arrive until late that night.
“Then, let’s go and eat supper,” said Judi. “You
can stay at my house if you want to, but I think
it would be better if you stayed at the Eternity
Magazine building There is a room in the attic,
it costs nothing and the boss said it’s OK if you
stay there. I have sheets and towels for you.

Houses near Rittenhouse Square - not my photo
“That sounds fine,” I said.
“It’s sort of Spartan.”
“I don’t mind, just so it’s safe.”
“It is. It’s near Rittenhouse Square,
around there it’s Bohemian, like Old Town in
Chicago.”
“Fine,” I said. “So, how’s your work at
Eternity? Do you still like it?”
“Not always. I think I’ll quit in a year or
two because I want to do creative writing.”
“I suppose I would too, I guess,” I said
hesitatingly.
The Eternity building looked pretty cool
from the outside. It was quaint and very old. All
the houses were narrow and four stores high,
made of red and brown brick. It looked like a
town from Revolutionary War days, except for
the buses and cars which overpowered the tiny

street.
After supper we went to get my suitcase.
With difficulty we got it onto the bus, but the
bus stop was not near the Eternity building, so
we got a taxi to get us closer. The final problem,
getting it up to the fourth floor turned out to be
impossible. Judi called a friend who lived
nearby and begged him to come and help, which
he did. We walked through darkened rooms with
desks and then rooms stacked with magazines,
up three flights of stairs to an attic that was one
big room. It was as awful as could be expected,
the walls a dirty green color. There were no
curtains, and some curled up autumn leaves
were scotch-taped to the wall. There was a desk
piled with magazines with a wooden stool. In
the middle of that large space was a single bed.
There was also an array of detritus spread about,
stuff that was no longer needed, but not quite
garbage. I couldn't determine the purpose of
much of it, but there were old magazines, a table
that had a few used coffee cups that no one had
bothered to wash and a couple non-matching
chairs. The room was lit by a couple open light
bulbs all controlled by one switch which cast
sharp shadows. All I could think was, OK, there
is a place to sleep here. That's good. I was tired
after the long trip. There was also a toilet and
sink in a small room off to the side.
“You can make yourself at home here”,
said Judi and maybe she meant it, or it could
have been ironic. I didn't want to care. She gave
me the key to the front door. “Sleep well.”
“Sure”, I said. “You too. Good night.”
With no one there, it suddenly seemed
very desolate, far more than when we'd first
arrived and Judi was telling me what the various
offices were for and what they did there. The
attic seemed immeasurably huge with the bed
only a tiny dot in the middle, an oppressive
hugeness actually. It was eerie and I was a little
frightened. Anyone could walk in here I
thought. The fluorescent lights turned the room
lurid and the windows were black holes to an
unfriendly night. I got ready for bed. It seemed
safer with the lights out so people would not
know there was a girl alone in the room. There
was a lock on the door, but it didn’t work. I
blocked the door with my suitcase and the stool
and tried to go to sleep. But it was impossible,

every little creak sent a shock through my body,
a bus went by, footsteps outside, a voice from
the apartment across the street, a car that
stopped and someone got out. It sounded like
they were coming in my building, but the
footsteps faded. After a long time tossing and
turning, I got up and looked at the time, but it
was too dark to see. I looked out the window
and saw people walking by, drunk men, lovers
talking softly, a woman alone. Perhaps I dozed
off for a few minutes after that, but every time I
opened my eyes, the windows remained black
holes. When they finally turned gray, I fell
asleep.
The sun was shining brightly when Judi
came in the room to see if I was OK. I got up
then and opened my suitcase to get clean
clothes. A container of powder came open and
spilled all over everything. It was ridiculous
beating powder from every blouse and skirt,
from shoes and books. It was a mess. But
finally, I went down to the office and Judi said,
you can search for a job now. She had the
publisher’s guide and I wrote to every
publishing house in Philadelphia. Then there
was nothing to do but wait.
To pass the time I decided to go to
Boston to visit Darlene. I’d just stay a few days
until I had answers to my letters. I called
Darlene and it poured out of her, “Are you
coming? I’m so glad to hear you. Please come.
Do you have a job?”
“Not yet.”
“Maybe you could get one in Boston.”
I said, “I can come tomorrow. I’m in
Philadelphia now. Could you meet me tomorrow
at the Trailways bus station?” She and Jerry had
to cancel a dinner with their friend so they could
meet me, but that didn’t seem to be a problem.
However, there was still a night in that
dismal attic room. I walked up the three flights
of stairs alone into a little hell. I looked around
to see if there was another way, I could
barricade myself in. There was nothing but
some long metal poles whose purpose was
inscrutable, laying in a pile on the floor. I
leaned them up against the door and thought that
if someone came and opened the door the poles
would go crashing to the floor and make a
terrible racket, waking me up and what? Would

I fight the intruder off? or hide? I didn't want to
think of it. Maybe the noise would scare them.
I got ready for bed, switched off the light and
groped my way to bed in the dark. I was so
tired that I fell quickly into a rather uneasy
sleep, waking slightly, twisting, turning, drifting
off again, over and over until suddenly I heard
the metal poles crashing to the floor making a
frightening racket. I woke up shaking in fear.
“Oh God,” I wanted to yell, “Save me.” I was
petrified, seeing myself slaughtered by evil men.
“Who’s there?" I screeched, or maybe it was the
kind of screech you do when you dream when
really only a squeak comes out.
The space behind the door was brightly
lit and I could see the forms of two men. One of
them stuck his head around the door, peered a
moment through the darkness, then slowly
closed the door. Their footsteps faded away. I
didn’t know if they’d come back, I was so
scared I couldn’t move except for involuntary
shaking with fear. But there was no further
sound. Of course, I couldn’t sleep. I finally got
up, looked at the clock. It was perhaps 2 AM. I
looked out the window, let the night air blow at
me and finally calmed down enough to go back
to bed.
I must have slept because when I opened
my eyes again it was day. I looked at the door to
see if it had only been a dream, but the beams
were scattered on the floor. Nothing had
happened to me. I had hardly seen the intruders,
whoever they were. I just waited in a state of
full trigger alert until finally, I could hear people
coming in a normal way to their offices to begin
their work day. I told Judi about the midnight
visit when she arrived and she told everyone
else and they were all mystified, having no idea
who it could have been and decided it was either
ghosts or intruders. I felt lucky to be going to
Boston and not having to stay in that room any
longer.
Judi brought the news that a telegram
had arrived for me. It was from Kathy my last
year’s roommate and she wanted me to come
and visit her in New Jersey the following
weekend. This suited me fine.
That day I talked to the people at
Christianity Today about getting a job, but after
the job interview, they said they didn't have any

openings at the time. It was a rather painful
blow. Judi had given me reason to hope and I'd
come all the way from Chicago. I was
disappointed, but I also felt a wave of the kind
of insecurity and inadequateness that had
plagued me in my early high school years.
Maybe they really didn't have any openings.
But maybe they just simply didn't like me.
That afternoon I departed from
Philadelphia taking the bus to Princeton to see
Ron who was studying theology there and then
going on to New York. There was a twinge of
excitement about that. Greenwich Village
beckoned to everyone who wanted to escape
American conventionalism. It was the East
Coast escape from American suburban
conformity like San Francisco was the West
Coast escape. These were the two places to go
to meet off-beat non-conformity and to find
outrageousness. People were converging on
those places, little pockets of madness, like Alan
Ginsberg wrote I saw the minds of my
generation... It wasn't hippy time yet, but the
ground was being prepared. A swirl of rebellion
was streaming out through the country winding
itself around people's minds. I wanted to see
Greenwich Village. I wasn't thinking of
merging into it, just to taste was enough.
I knew someone who lived there. His
name was Dennis Graf and he'd been a graduate
student at Wheaton College, a kind of strange
man, the kind of Wheaton outsider of which
there were a handful. I don't know what he
believed about God. But he must have believed
or why else would he have gotten his Master's
degree at Wheaton. I had written Dennis I was
coming and that was fine with him. He agreed
to meet me. That was good because New York is
big and overwhelming and it was also night. I
would have been at the mercy of the wolf pack
I must have gone to an underground
station to meet him because I remember him
emerging out of the greenish gloom of the
underground, moving toward me when he saw
me looking like Frankenstein with a horrorgenerating grin. I had a vibrating feeling in my
stomach of excitement and fear, nightmarish,
but intense, the sort of intensity that pervades at
that age, but that fades with years. It's a
memory, but I can't feel it again.

When he saw me, Dennis said, “There
you are.”
“Yes”, I said. “I'm here. You look a
little dangerous.”
“I do?” he asked. “Well, perhaps I am.
He leered. But don't worry.”
“What are we going to do?”
“Well, I guess we’ll head toward my
place.”
I followed him obediently. I didn't have
much choice. We got on a subway train which
took us to Greenwich Village. The stations flew
by. People got on and off, night people, looking
gaunt and pale, scraggly and sick or threatening.
But no one looked at us. I was glad.
We got out at Greenwich Village and
there was more life, many of the people looked
younger and less derelict. They were
celebrating the night. But it was a few blocks to
Dennis's house, an old house, like all of them
and the neighborhood seemed to deteriorate.
The darkness was penetrated by an eerie sound,
like a lot of people singing a single drawn out
note that never stopped. What is that sound? I
asked.
Ah, it’s the Puerto Ricans, said Dennis.
They do that every night. You get used to it.
“Is it safe here, to walk around at night?”
“Um,” said Dennis, “well a while ago I
saw a dead man in the gutter.”
“Uh,” I said and didn’t know what else
to say.
After a few minutes of silence, he asked
“Where are you staying tonight?”
I was a little surprised at the question. “I
can’t very well stay on the street,” I said. “I
don’t want to end up dead in the gutter. And it’s
too late to go anywhere else.”
“Hmm,” he said. I was hoping that he’d
offer a solution.
We went through a gray and slightly
dilapidated hallway and then to Dennis door,
one of many in that hall. He unlocked it and
turned on the light. The room was bathed in
dim red light. The outlines of a bed, a table,
bookshelves, a chair were visible. Everything
was covered with lambskins including the walls.
Noise was muffled. It was like the den of a wild
animal I thought, or a womb, totally engulfing,
protecting, blood red and soft.

“Holy cow”, I said. “This is crazy. It's a
womb.”
Dennis grinned. “Do you want
something to drink?”
“What do you have?”
“Wine”, he said.
“Oh”, I said. “I'm not so used to it.”
“You don't have to have it. We can go
across the way to my neighbor Hal. He has
some food. Are you hungry?”
“Yes”, I said. “A little.”
“Then you can meet Hal. You can stay
at his place. He has an extra bed.”
“Where does he live?”
“Here”, said Dennis. He led me out into
the hall again to another door. This time an
older man opened. He looked like my
conception of an old Communist, one of the
1930's generation of which a few were still
around at that time. His apartment was a bit
larger than Dennis's but grayish and rather
shabby. There was a big table with stacks of
books, magazines and used dishes in the middle
of the room. Hal sat there drinking a cup of
coffee and smoking a cigarette. There was an
old sofa that could be pulled out into a bed on
one wall.
He grinned when Dennis introduced me.
“Sit down”, he said. “You are hungry?”
I nodded; it was a long ride.
So, he got some food out of the
refrigerator and spread a place for Dennis and
me. And then he told his story. He was a
communist and had been one all his life. His
eyes lit up when he talked about the good times
in the 1930's when there was a mass movement
and hope that Communism would create utopia.
I think he still believed it.
“Now?” I asked.
He shrugged. “Ah, it's getting better
again. Are you a Communist?”
“No”, I said.
“What then?”
“A questioning Christian”, was the best
answer I could think of.
He laughed. “Well, keep questioning,
and eventually you'll discover that there is no
God.”
The next day I saw Greenwich village
and Washington Square in the daylight. The sun

was shining. People were out on roller skates or
sitting in the sunshine, soaking it up, and
couples were slung about each other. It was
peaceful and rather happy I thought. So, I sat
there too and watched life swirl slowly around
me. If the thought of how I could find a job
there entered my mind, I banished it. I didn't
have the slightest idea how to begin. Maybe I
didn't really want a job. What would it have
meant? Acquiescence? An end to the
existential search?
Boston
With no clear goals in mind, I went on
to Boston to see Darlene and Jerry. Maybe they
would have an idea. Maybe there would be a
job there for me. I would have been happy to be
in Boston near them. Jerry was working on his
PH.D. at MIT and doing research. Darlene was
a research assistant and she was still one of my
best friends as she had been since my
sophomore year in college. They had gotten
married at the end of the school year in 1962,
the year they were supposed to graduate from
Wheaton, but didn't because they were being
punished for the night they'd spent together
outside in a Wheaton park. MIT had already
accepted Jerry as a graduate student and they
didn't care that he didn't have his Wheaton BA.
It was a slap in the face to Wheaton. So now
Jerry was a graduate student at MIT and Darlene
in spite of not having received her degree had a
good job in Jerry's lab.
I’d been in Port Authority before and
remembered it as a vast horror. It did not
disappoint. I found myself shifted aimlessly
from one surge to the next. But finally found the
Trailways Bus to Boston. The line was long and
it looked like they were only accepting people
with reservations which I didn’t have. In the end
they let a few people on who were willing to
pay an extra service fee. I didn’t like it, but paid.
Most of the people were irritable. But once the
bus set out, the travel feeling, the out-of-body
feeling of time and space, I’m nobody, going
nowhere, welled up as always.
It was getting late. The earth was black
now and Boston was getting close. The bus was
an hour late, so I was worried Darlene and Jerry
wouldn’t be at the station. But as the bus pulled
in, I saw them standing there under an electric

light. The looked wild. Darlene’s long hair
strung down her back, and Jerry with a
mustache and beard.
They saw me as I stepped off. “Egads,
Jerry, you look like a monster or something, that
beard,” I said.
“Isn’t it horrible?” said Darlene.
“It’s wild, I must say. You look like a
mad scientist.”
“Glad you brought your guitar,” said
Darlene. “We can sing.”
They lived in an apartment not too far
from MIT on Pearl Street. It was an old, dark
and rather shabby wooden three family, but
handy and there were students living all around.
To me it seemed almost utopian. I liked the
atmosphere in Cambridge. They had a couch
where I could sleep.
When we arrived at their house, the first
thing they wanted to do was sing. So, the guitar
came out. I played and sang the tune Jerry had
written to the words of Goethe’s poem
Heideroeslein. Both were enthused with the
guitar accompaniment. “Teach it to us,” Jerry
said, “and then Darlene can sing while I
accompany her.”

This isn’t Darlene and Jerry’s house, but it was
something like this, a typical dark wooden
Cambridge house in the 1960’s.
When the singing stopped Darlene said,
“Has anything exciting happened since we last
saw each other?”

“Not really, except I graduated from
Wheaton. I was a little worried after all my
friends were being kicked out.”
“I hardly ever think of Wheaton any
more. I hate it, and I get angry, and yet now it’s
only a sort of disgust. I guess I’d just as soon
forget that part of my life.”
“But the people, how about them?”
So, we talked about the people. And then
about our ideas.
“I’m disillusioned with philosophy,” I
said. “On my honor’s paper I got a B because it
was too creative. Isn’t that perverted? I was
enthralled with Buber and I couldn’t criticize
him. I only took what I thought was good and
added my own thoughts. Philosophy can only be
criticized by life. My life. I can’t say, here’s
what’s wrong with Buber. I see the positive
things.”
“I used to like Buber a lot, too,” Jerry
said. “But now I think he’s inadequate.
Basically, he’s too subjective. How can you
know if there is a true ‘I-thou’ relation, because
the other person may be deceiving you?”
“I suppose,” I said dubiously. “Yet there
are times in life when it seems so true.”
We didn’t go to bed until late. Yet I still
had trouble sleeping. Every time the hamster
moved in its cage it woke me and I thought
there were intruders, until I realized it was only
the little animal. Perhaps it was because I
couldn't forget that ultimately, I couldn't live
without money.
After breakfast, or rather lunch, since
we’d gotten up very late, Jerry had to go to MIT.
“Why don’t you come,” he said. Darlene
thought I might be able to find some kind of lab
assistant job. But there weren't a lot of options
at the time. I was too late. It was fall, and most
June graduates had gotten the available jobs.
The only thing that Jerry knew of was that the
person who was taking care of the monkeys was
leaving and that job would be available. Taking
care of monkeys, I thought. That was pretty far
from what I'd been thinking about. “Well, it
could eventually lead to other things,” Jerry
said.
“Such as?”
“Other kinds of lab assistants,
participating in research projects.”

“Well, let me see what you have to do.”
“You can talk to the person who is doing
it now, Peter Shaw.”
“Peter Shaw? I knew a guy in high
school by that name. I doubt it's the same
person.”
“I think he is from the Chicago area”,
said Jerry.
“Hmmm, I said. It's not that unusual a
name, but still. Let's see.”
“I’ll make an appointment with Peter for
tomorrow if possible” said Jerry. That evening
when he came home, he said, “Peter does know
you and he was pleased to be able to talk to you
about the job and to see you again.”
“What a coincidence”, I said. “What’s he
there for?”
“He’s studying psychology. He’s been
working in the lab all summer with monkeys.”
“I have a really funny story about
Peter”, and I told Jerry about playing hot and
cold instead of going to the senior prom and
Peter finding my house that way.
The next day I went to the lab with Jerry.
Darlene had decided to have a party that night
with the result that we went through the lab
inviting people. The first person we met was
Dave with his wife and child. Darlene invited
them, but Dave was being grumpy. “It’s because
he’s mad at his wife. He’s mad at her most of
the time,” said Darlene. “I don’t think he likes
her to bring the baby here every day.”
She reacted by telling Darlene she
should have a baby.
“Maybe I will,” said Darlene. That made
Dave laugh. “Hey Jerry, you might be in
trouble.”
“Come,” said Jerry, “let’s go to the
monkey room. Peter should be there.”
“What do you want to find him for?”
asked Dave. “He’s an ass.”
“Huh?” I said.
Dave made a face. “He’s inept.”
We ignored that and I followed Jerry into
the monkey section. Just then Peter came out
and cried, “Gretchen, what in the world are you
doing here?”
“I came to see you.” I said.
“I’m available,” said Peter.
“That’s good,” said Darlene. “She’s been

looking for someone to sleep with.”
“Darlene,” I screamed “What a thing to
say. You embarrass me.”
An irate head popped out of a door,
“You’re scaring my rats,” Dave said. “What’s
going on?”
“Oh, nothing.”
There were cages and cages of
monkeys. Some of them had tubes sticking out
of them, and some were otherwise a bit peculiar,
others seemed like normal monkeys hopping
around in their cages and chattering.
But they were angry monkeys. And I
don't blame them. Peter put food in their cages
which they pounced on. But one of the
monkeys pounced on Peter and took a bite. Aw,
he yelped and swore under his breathe at the
monkey.
“Ugh”, I said. “Do they bite often?”
“Occasionally they do”, said Peter.
“It's not a nice job”, I said.
“No, not really”, said Peter. “That's why
I'm quitting. Do you want it?”
“No”, I said. “I don't want to spend my
time being bitten by monkeys.”
He kind of shrugged. “It would be nice
to have you around here”, he said. “But I agree
this isn't the best job. I'm glad to be leaving it. I
better take care of this bite. I'm not sure if he bit
through the skin”, said Peter and he was off. But
in a couple minutes he was back and came with
us as we went on down the hall.
Dave’s head popped out again, “Do you
want to see the rats?”
“OK.”
Darlene, Peter and I all went in. Dave
looked at Peter and said,” What are you doing
here?”
“I’m looking at the rats,” said Peter.
“How come you have time?” muttered
Dave.
Peter ignored him.
Darlene invited Peter to the party. Dave
scowled and Peter went back to the monkeys.
“Who else are you going to ask?” Dave
growled.
“Dick”, said Darlene. “Anyway, we have
to go now, to shop and get ready.”
“Dick, you man the guy we went to
Martha’s Vineyard with in the spring?” I asked.

“Yeah, you know him.”
When we got home, Darlene said, “Ugh
I forgot ice and it’s too late to freeze some now.”
“Maybe Dick has some,” I said. “I could
go and ask him.”
“Do you know where he lives?”
“I can find it easily enough,” I said. (I
had been to Dick’s house when I was visiting
Darlene in the spring.) I set out and realized I’d
been too rash about saying I could find his
apartment. All the houses suddenly looked the
same. But then I saw Dick’s yellow scooter and
Dick bent over it, repairing it. Dick was
surprised to see me.
“Darlene needs ice for the party tonight.
Could you bring some?”
“Sure,” said Dick. “Stay a bit while I
work on this.”
“What are you doing to it?” The pieces
were scattered all over the ground.
“I’m going to sell it, because next week
I’m leaving for Cambridge, England and can’t
take it with me.”
The phone rang in Dick’s apartment, so
he hurried in. It was his roommate who wanted
to know if dinner was ready. Dick came out
again, looked at me with a funny grin, “you can
cook, can’t you Gretchen?”
“No, good grief, I’ve never cooked in
my life. I can’t cook anything.’
“Oh sure, you can.”
“I can’t cook honest, besides Darlene
will want me to be back.”
“You can eat here. I’ll call and tell her
you are going to make dinner for us.”
“She’ll laugh. She knows I can’t cook.”
“I’ll tell you what to do.” We went inside
and Dick quickly got the necessary articles out
and provided me with sketchy instructions on
the manner of cooking hamburger meat with
onions and ketchup, potatoes and vegetables.
Then he went out to his scooter.
I watched the onions fry until they began
to burn. I tried to turn the stove off, but it didn’t
go off. So I ran out, “Hey Dick the onions are
burning.”
“Well turn them off.”
“I can’t. They won’t turn off.” He came
running in and turned the heat off.
“They’re burnt,” I said. “See I told you I

can’t cook.”
“It’s OK, they taste good that way.”
After that nothing else burned and it was
going OK, until Dick’s roommate appeared. He
stared at me as if I were an apparition. “Who in
the world are you?”
“I don’t know what I’m doing here,” I
said. I’ve never cooked in my life. Do you think
the potatoes look done? How can I turn them
over?”
“I guess they’re done,” he said. “Who
are you?”
“Are the vegetables O.K?”
“They need more water,” he said.
“It’s what the package said.”
“They need more.” He filled the kettle
with water, and began to set the table. “Who are
you?”
“I’m Gretchen,” I said. “I met Dick
when I came to visit Darlene and Jerry in the
spring. Who are you?”
“I’m Dick’s roommate.” Just then Dick
came in and said, “is it done?”
“Just about,” I said.
“Who set the table?” I pointed at the
roommate.
“Who put all the water in the
vegetables?”
“He did,” I said.
Dick was annoyed. “She was doing it
right. Why did you do that?” He poured all the
water out.
After we ate, Dick’s roommate left and
Dick thought it was the opportune moment to
make friendly advances. I thought for a man
almost engaged to someone, which Dick
according to Darlene was, it wasn’t proper to do
that, so I said, “Darlene needs the ice right
away.”
With that we each took an ice tray and
were at Darlene’s before the ice melted. Dave
and his wife with baby arrived shortly after. The
baby was put to sleep and Dave said, “Where’s
Peter? He can’t seem to be anywhere on time.”
“Maybe he forgot, or got lost, or was
killed.”
“It’d be just as well,” Dave said.
“What a horrible way to talk,” I said.
What on earth do you have against him?”
“He’s inept.”

“I’m socially inept most of the time,”
said another visitor Helen Mahut. “I suppose
you can’t stand me.”
Dave said nothing and Peter was
forgotten, as Dave took my guitar and began
singing Russian folk songs. Then he bragged
about his home in Montana and his ability as a
cowboy.
Peter never came.
When the party was over, Darlene said
she was disgusted with Dave’s snobbery and
didn’t like him.
After the first night, either Jerry or
Darlene, I don't remember which, said, “why
don't we all sleep in the bed.”
I wasn't so sure. I didn't want to mess up
their relationship.
But Jerry said, “let's experiment.”
“Have you ever been in bed with two
women before?” I asked Jerry
“No”, he said. “But we want to try it.”
He looked at Darlene and she nodded. They
seemed enthused about the idea of being three in
bed together, so I thought OK, even if it seemed
a little kinky.
“We could have sex, all three together.”
“How?” I asked. The idea seemed
bizarre but enticing in a way, simply because of
the bizarreness.
No one knew how exactly but we
discussed the options. I think we felt rather
avant garde, but we were also all embarrassed.
We got in bed together naked and pulled the
covers over us. That was enough. We were so
excited by this, that it felt good just to squeeze
together and feel the warm bodies against each
other. We didn't have sex.
At first it seemed like Darlene and Jerry
were mastering the art of being married and
solving the daily problems. They both went to
work together and I went with them. Darlene
made supper. Everyone else cleaned up
afterwards. But after I had been there a couple
days, they had a fight. I sat there and watched
in awe as the anger escalated. Finally, Darlene
picked up a chair and hurled it at Jerry. A piece
broke off. Jerry hurled the chair back. More
pieces broke off. I moved away. No one was
hit by it, at least not frontally, but the chair was
irreparable. This made them even angrier and

they shouted at each other until they were
exhausted. Then they turned and looked at me
and saw the look of horror on my face.
“Are you all right?” Darlene asked.
“Is it finished? I am alright, but are
you?”
“Yes”, she said and sat down on the sofa,
Jerry went off into the other room.
“Maybe marriage isn’t that great”, I said.
“Sometimes it isn’t.”
“Are you happy?”
“Not right now. But sometimes I am”,
she said. “It will be OK. This has happened
before. It goes over.”
That night we were all three in bed
again, and everyone was laughing, but we didn't
have sex. We never did.
But I was enjoying the hiatus in
Cambridge, not thinking of a blurry future, just
being silly and thinking of sex and wanting to
stay in Boston.
That Saturday, Darlene said, “we are
planning to go to Nantucket with Dick. Do you
want to come along?”
“Does he have a girlfriend?”
“Weelll...,” said Darlene, “not anymore.”
and I thought I wonder what happened.
“So, what’s he to think of me being
there?”
“I’m sure he’ll be glad if you come.”
“OK”, I said. “Why not.”
There were more students going. One of
them had a station wagon, so he and his
girlfriend sat in front, Darlene and Jerry in the
middle and Dick and I were in the luggage area.
It was not so comfortable to sit there, so we laid
down and at first peacefully talked to each other.
But there was temptation. I was awfully close
to him. And he was close to me too. Darlene
and Jerry were on good terms again and sitting
close to each other. So, Dick and I got closer.
And then touched.
“Hey, there's a blanket here”, Dick said.
He pulled it out from the pile of stuff we had
packed in the car. It wasn't because it was cold,
but the blanket was big enough to cover us. I
was giggling. Dick was pulling the blanket
which was almost too small to cover both of us
to make a kind of tent and that made me giggle
all the more.

I suppose if the others had looked, it
would have appeared very suspicious, a blanket
with two people under it bobbing up and down.
When we got to the ferry and had to get
out of the car, Darlene said, “what were you
doing under there. Did you have sex?”
“No”, I said. “We didn't, did we?”
“No”, said Dick. “Not all the way.”
“Not all the way”, I repeated and giggled
again.
We had to park the car and leave it,
because vehicles were forbidden on the island.
Each of us grabbed what we could carry and
traipsed onto the ferry. It was one of those
ethereal kinds of days that make the nerves of a
young person tingle, that's how it was for me
anyway. I leaned on the railing of the boat,
standing next to Dick watching the sun sparkle
on the water and thinking life is like pulsating
music. It's good to be alive.
We rented bicycles to peddle around the
whole island. At first, it was beautiful, sun
glistening on the water, trees, grass, birds and all
of us a little drunken with the pleasure of it all.
But it was a long ride as the sun got higher in
the sky it got hotter and it was harder to get the
peddles to go around and the muscles in my legs
were beginning to ache. I thought it was mostly
me feeling like I wasn't in the best of shape.
But then we stopped at a deserted place in the
woods. There was a picknick table there, but no
sign of other people. We packed out our lunch
which by then tasted excellent even though it
had been hauled for hours in the sun. When we
finished the couples wandered into the trees and
made nests where they cuddled up and began
making love. We could not help but see them
and it was too much. I was left at the table with
Dick who looked from me to them and back
again. He took my hand and said come on. We
found a spot between the trees, laid down
together
The sun was no longer overhead and
there was still a long way back to the ferry.
Back up on the bike, I was OK for a while, but
my legs weren't used to this and I let out a moan
as my muscles creaked. Dick just laughed and
gave me a push whenever the road went slightly
uphill. We made it back in time to catch the
evening ferry and watch the sun set over the

water.
Sunday is a day of rest, not church
going. We decided to visit Concord where a
former Wheaton student Bob Siegel lived.
Concord is an American town because it
belongs to American history, and yet it’s not a
typical American town. Bob Siegel wasn’t
home, but not far away is Walden Pond, the
contemplative home of Thoreau. Perhaps in
summer it is a typical American shrine, filled
with screaming American babies and unruly
kids; but in the autumn they are at home. A few
natives remain, and there is a wasteland of
garbage from the summer masses; even so, the
pond remains a haven for the contemplatives
and students from Harvard to find a rock or
stump to lean against or sit on. A group of
people stood religiously before the Thoreau
cabin site. Jerry and Darlene mocked them.
“Ah,” I said feeling patriotic, “Relics are O.K.
We need relics once in a while.”
“It’s like the Catholic church,” said
Darlene.
We started to hike around the pond, but
Jerry was hungry and left to locate food.
Darlene and I continued on. It was fall but still
warm and the water looked clear and inviting.
We took off our shoes and socks and waded in.
The water was warm too, but there were rocks
and lots of broken glass. Nonetheless we went
on, until a big rock blocked our way. We
scrambled to shore splashed up the bank and
turned around to face a young man laughing at
us. He was sitting on a log reading James
Baldwin’s Another Country. “Water’s nice isn’t
it?” he said.
“Yeh”, we both answered and went on.
But I turned back and said, “Why do you read
Another Country? It isn’t very appropriate for
Walden Pond.”
“Why not?”
“You ought to read Walden Pond,”
Darlene said laughing.
“I guess so,” he said and laughed too.
“Are you going to the parking lot?”
We nodded.
“Can I walk with you?”
“Sure.”
“What kind of accent do you have?” I
asked.

“What do you think?”
“Um, I’d say German.”
“That’s right.”
“Gee, I’m a pretty good guesser,” I said,
“but I could tell by the way you say r’s.”
He wanted to know if we were students
and then where we gone to College. We told
him Wheaton. He said, “I would have guessed
Radcliffe or maybe Sarah Lawrence.” We
laughed and he said he’d studied at MIT but
graduated a couple years ago. He said his name
was Pete.
“Look”, Darlene said suddenly, “What is
that? “She bent over to look more closely. “Oh
my, I almost stepped on a turtle.” She picked it
up. “It’s black like the ground. I would never
have seen it; except I saw the movement. It’s a
baby turtle, and I bet it’s trying to find its way to
the pond. I’ll help it, otherwise it might get
stepped on.”
“Hey, there’s another one,” I said. “And
another. They’re coming out of that hole. I bet
they’re just coming out of their nest and going
to the water for the first time.” I picked it up and
brought it to the water, Pete took another turtle.
Some people walked by and wondered about the
three of us busily carrying dozens of turtles
from their nest to the water. The concerted effort
completed; we went on.
“We’re supposed to meet Jerry by the
boathouse,” Darlene said. “I hope he’s there.”
But when we got there, there was no sign of
Jerry.
“Perhaps he’s in the car,” Pete said.
But we didn’t know where the car was.
Pete came with us to search for it, but when we
found it Jerry wasn’t there and the car was
locked. “If he doesn’t come,” Pete said, “you
can come with me to Cambridge. I live there
too.” But Darlene wanted to wait for Jerry. With
nothing to do but wait, we went into the water
again and captured polliwogs, then freed them
again until we saw one tangled up in a snake.
“Ick,” I said and we scurried out of the water,
just in time to see Jerry meandering slowly
along the path contemplating.
In the evening Jerry announced that it
would be proper for Darlene and I to accompany
him to a before dinner cocktail party at Dr.
Teuber’s, the head of the psychology

department. “Perhaps,” he said, “you can talk to
him and see if there are any job openings there.”
I had never been to a cocktail party and was
afraid I’d be too nervous to look sophisticated.
When we got there everyone asked who I was,
but in a nice way, just in case I were someone
important. Although I did find myself next to
Dr. Teuber as he led us on a tour of the
neighboring golf course, he could not offer me
any job options.
The next day, a new week, Darlene
instigated a job search for me. I wasn’t opposed.
We went to Harvard to the personnel bureau to
try to get a research assistant job. I filled out all
the application forms and then waited getting a
bout of colitis which happened when I was
nervous. But the result of it all was that only
secretarial jobs were available and I hadn’t
studied in order to be a secretary, I thought.
After a day of fruitless job searching, the
evenings were for relaxing. Darlene, Jerry and I
decided to go to a coffee house with Peter. We
started a game which I’d played before, where
we spun a knife around on the table and when it
stopped, everyone else could ask the person it
was pointing at any question and they had to
answer honestly. When the knife pointed at me,
Jerry asked if I had ever been physically
attracted to him. I said, “no”, took a breath and
said, “well actually once, yes. It was that night
in the park when the police came.”
“You never said that before,” said
Darlene. “you said you stopped going with Jerry
because he was too intense and you couldn’t
take it. “
“That’s right. That’s why. And I also felt
I was the wrong shape. All the boys I’d gone
with were not so emaciated,” I said desperately
and almost choked as that sounded very odd.
Jerry was tall but very skinny.
“So, you like bigger men?” said Peter.
It sounded so absurd that I began
laughing. “But I never knew Jerry had a pretty
body until guess when? Last spring when we
went to Martha’s Vineyard and he took off his
shirt. I never knew til then how beautiful he
was.”
Darlene laughed crookedly. “Maybe you
should have taken your shirt off when you were
going with her, Jerry.”

A man sauntered over to our table and
said, “it’s midnight. We’re closing.
“Ohhh,” we all murmured annoyed. But
we got up. Peter said, “This game is pretty good,
I don’t want to stop.”
Darlene said, “I don’t either. Let’s
continue at home.”
We set up a spinner on the table at
Darlene’s house and the game continued into the
night until we began to feel sleepiness and there
seemed to be no more questions to ask about
sex. It was 3 AM when Peter finally went home.
The next day I went to the personnel
office at MIT to apply for jobs. But there was
nothing.
That evening Darlene invited Helen
Mahut to dinner. Helen Mahut was one of the
researchers and professors in the Psychology
department. I had met her a few times in the
past couple days and found her overwhelming
and a bit incomprehensible. At Dr. Teuber’s
party she had approached Darlene, and probably
a little drunk, threw her arms about her and
kissed her. But such a display of affection
seemed foreign to the immediate appearance
Helen gave of sternness and aloofness. She
spoke with a foreign accent which Darlene said
was a mixture of Russian, German and English.
Helen’s family were Russian Jews who went to
Germany when she was a girl. Hitler took power
when she was a schoolgirl at a boarding school
far from home. Because of her red hair and blue
eyes, they didn’t know she was Jewish and her
life was saved, but her whole family was
exterminated. Later she married a German who
was killed in the war. Her education continued
in England and Canada. Her manner seemed
harsh to me, emphasized by the hardness of her
face.
She arrived late with her dog, Pushkin.
“Pushkin,” Helen said, “was an experimental
dog from Magill in Toronto where she had been
before coming to MIT. “You can still see the
electrode marks on his head.” I observed the
dog to see if it behaved oddly, but it acted like
any dog. Helen thought the teaching method at
Magill was better than at MIT and then she told
this story. “One day, I was going to the coffee
room, but when I got there I peered in and saw a
dead body with a knife in it. When I regained

consciousness from the shock, I was two blocks
away. Later they told me they were performing
an experiment to see how people react when
confronted with something very strange in a
familiar environment. Later I played a similar
trick on them and they also were shocked until
they realized what was going on.” Despite her
impenetrable face she seemed to be a very
emotional person.
There was a break in the conversation
and Darlene said, “Gretchen is looking for a
job.”
“She can be my assistant and take
Peter’s job,” Helen said. “he’s leaving next
week.”
My reaction was restrained. “What if the
monkeys bite me,” I said.
“They probably won’t.”
“They bit Peter. But what exactly would
I be doing?”
She explained a little then said, “It’s time
Peter quit. He’s too intelligent for that job. If
you took it, could I depend on you to stay?”
“Sure,” I said. “I’d stay for a year.” But I
felt a little insulted, because I did not think Peter
was more intelligent than I was.
“But don’t count on it,” Helen said. “I
don’t even know if I’ll get the grant from the
government to continue the experiment. How
much do you expect?”
“Oof,” I said. “I don’t know anything
about that sort of thing.
Helen laughed, “You’re more naïve than
I am. How about $4200 to $4500?”
“I guess it’s OK.” The monkey job did
not please me even if Peter did have them
trained, and it would be challenging. I had set
out to go into publishing, this was something
totally different. I couldn’t sleep that night,
thinking of the job and the woman.
In the morning I made more job phone
calls. One publishing company said, “How fast
can you type?”
“Thirty or forty words,” I said.
“For the job you need fifty at least.”
“Just tell them you can do fifty,” Darlene
said.
And Jerry said, “Come to MIT this
afternoon and Peter can show you what he does
with the monkeys, so you can see if you’d like

it.”
When we arrived at the animal room,
Peter was there. “I hear maybe you’ll take my
job. It’s not bad,” he said. “I can do it in three
hours and the rest of the day I have free to study
or do anything else. Of course, it will probably
take you a little longer.”
“What if the monkeys bite me? They bit
you.”, I said.
“That’s only because I was careless.
Besides they’re all trained.”
“But if they get new ones?”
“You can train them. I’ll show you what
I do.” He chased a monkey into the carrying
box. But the monkey wouldn’t go because I was
there. Peter wheeled the monkey out and then
left it tearing frustratedly from side to side.
“Can you go out with me tonight?” Peter asked.
“Not tonight, I’m going out with Darlene
and Jerry, but tomorrow I can.”
That evening it began to rain. We were
late leaving the house because Darlene and Jerry
couldn’t agree on what movie to see. When we
finally left, we had a long walk in the rain and
then we couldn’t find the theater. We arrived 15
minutes late, and the ticket man had already left,
so we got in free, our reward for being late. The
film was 8 ½.
On the way home it was pouring rain.
Since we were already soaking wet, we decided
to get even wetter and began stamping through
puddles. Jerry took Darlene’s hand on one side
and mine on the other, and we ran laughing and
yelling through the night. “What are these things
blocking our way.”
“Garbage cans,” Jerry yelled.
“What’s the matter with this place
putting garbage cans in the middle of the
sidewalk. We’ll catch the bubonic plague.” I
yelled.
A lady across the street watched us and
began to laugh.
“We ought to have an orgy tonight,”
Jerry said, “and all sleep together. I just hope the
police don’t come and enforce the curfew.”
At breakfast the next morning, “I asked
Jerry what he thought of his study of
psychology. “Are you glad you started?”
“Everything’s not perfect. Sometimes I
disagree with everything they’re doing. They

don’t understand my curiosity theory. Now I
want to go on and work for a degree with
research into curiosity: curiosity as the sole
motivation for action, but I don’t know if I want
to remain in experimental psychology for the
rest of my life.
But for you to work at MIT would be
good, because you’d learn as much as you
would if you were a student.”
“I suppose so,” I said doubtfully. “But I
am beginning to like the idea of getting that job
with Helen Mahut. I would like to learn, but I
didn’t act very enthused the other night.”
“Why were you so determined to go to
Philadelphia?” Darlene asked.
“You told me you didn’t want me here.
You said I’d be dependent on you.”
“I did? But that was before when things
weren’t going well for me. I wasn’t ready for
you. I was unstable then. I wanted to sever all
my ties to Wheaton. I wasn’t afraid of you being
dependent on me, but of me being dependent on
you. I had to be independent, don’t you see? I
hated everything that had to do with Wheaton
and everyone from there. I hated Boston, and I
was afraid they’d fire me from my job. But now
it’s different. Jerry and I have worked many
things out. Now I know that I can be a person in
my own right. Sometimes I still feel inferior
about my job, but I know they won’t fire me.
Sure, all the other girls were from Radcliffe and
Wellesley, but Gretchen, you don’t know what
hopeless messes some of them are. I was always
afraid that I was really stupid because I did so
poorly in school, but my boss said I was very
intelligent. So, I want you to come to Boston
and to stay here and I have done as much as I
can to help you find a job.”
“I like Boston better than Philadelphia.
I’ve always wanted to come here. Maybe I’ll
stay,” I said.
“You know what I’d like to know?”
Darlene asked, looking at Jerry. “What causes
that constant flickering of specks of light in
front of your eyes, and also sometimes it seems
like I can see magnified amoebas’ in front of my
eyes.”
Jerry laughed, “that’s caused by your
own nerves. The brain is never still. Every
minute it sends out thousands of impulses from

brain to eyes and eyes to brain. The flickering is
your awareness of what is occurring in your
head”.
“You mean,” I said, “Even the amoebas
are not there?”
“Right.”
When Jerry left Darlene said, “I think
I’m pregnant and I don’t think Jerry will like it.
We aren’t in any position to have a baby. I’ve
got to work. Maybe I could have an abortion.”
“That’s not easy,” I said. “It’s illegal.”
“I know but maybe there’s some way.
When Jerry comes home, I’m going to surprise
him” Darlene said laughing. She put a pillow
under her blouse so she’d look pregnant.
That night when Jerry came home,
Darlene had the pillow under her dress. Jerry
said not a word, but he punched her in the
stomach.
“If that was a baby”, said Darlene,
“you’d kill it.”
“That’s right,” said Jerry.
Darlene was almost in tears. “When you
tell a man you’re pregnant, he’s supposed to be
happy, or at least sympathetic. He doesn’t want
it. Gretchen, I’ll have to have an abortion.”
“Maybe you’re not pregnant,” I said.
Jerry had gone out, but returned a couple
minutes later. “I think there is a kind of pill that
makes you have an abortion.”
“We have enough money to pay for a
baby, and I can still work,” said Darlene.
Jerry was silent, but only for a few
minutes. “The best way to teach children is the
same way animals are taught. They cannot be
taught essential things like house training by
punishment, they don’t understand. But they do
learn when they are rewarded. That’s the way to
teach children.”
That evening Peter arrived to take me to
a movie. We got in his car and there was a crack
and a crash. Peter and the seat were sprawled all
over the car. I thought he might have dropped
dead or had epilepsy. But he said, “the seat
broke.”
“Uhhh,” I said and then started to laugh.
“How can you drive?”
“I don’t know. This isn’t very
comfortable.”
“I’ll crawl in the back and hold the seat

up,” I said.
Peter burst into laughter. “I never heard
of anything so funny in all my life.”
I didn’t think it was so funny. I didn’t
hold the seat though and Peter managed to drive
the car, despite the broken seat.
Kathy Obee
The next day I planned to leave Boston
to go to New York where I had arranged to meet
my last year’s Wheaton roommate, Kathy. I had
the alarm set for 8 AM, but Darlene and Jerry
didn’t want to get up, and I almost missed the
bus.
Once again, I felt like I was on the way
to nowhere, not in a bad way, more like
unbound and free. It was a beautiful day for a
change. I got to Port Authority at 2 PM, but
Kathy wasn’t to be seen. I sat in the waiting
room until the leering men sent shivers down
my spine, so I went into the rest room. Finally,
past 3 o’clock Kathy appeared. “Where in the
world were you?”
Kathy said, “the traffic was really bad
and it took forever. I’m sorry to be late. Do you
want to go to Greenwich Village now? There’s
an art fair.”
Greenwich Village was filled with
people, but it didn’t seem the same as it had last
time. Probably most of the people were tourists.
The paintings were unbelievably ordinary.
Nothing creative. We ended at Washington
Square where the afternoon sun was beginning
to make long shadows, and the life of the city
seemed to slow down, at least for a few minutes
while everyone was standing in line to buy a
good humor bar. Autumn seemed to have called
them all out to savor the last days of sun and
warmth and brown leaves crinkling on the
ground.
Down the street we caught sight of a
strange trio; a boy with long hair and beard and
a girl with a black braid down her back carried a
huge box made of sticks, big sticks. The box
was full of straw. At the first trash can they set
the box down and emptied straw out of it until
the trash can was full. The third boy stood and
watched, trying to appear disconnected. They
moved to the next trash can and filled it full,
then moved on to the trash can in front of us.
The third boy saw us staring at this show and

grinned. “They’re crazy,” he said. “but they
want the box. It came from Mexico with a
shipment of cups and saucers, but they all broke
on the way, so they’re throwing them out.”
“Gee,” I said, “those Mexicans must
have been goofy to ship cups in a box like that.”
“Yeh,” he said, “but I don’t want to
appear to be part of this.”
We walked on past old men and women
with broken bodies and souls, sitting on the
benches. Little ragged boys and girls rollerskated round and round the fountain like
maniacs, always hitting an old man. In the midst
of this circus, a man set up a movie camera on a
tripod. Just then a little kid skated by with
another kid tied on the end of a rope who was
hurled aimlessly and almost crashed into the
camera. “This place really is crazy”, I said.
“They’re all, every one of them, putting on a
show for themselves, making a great effort to be
weirdest. But it’s a great show.”
“Actually, I think this place...” Kathy
began, but was interrupted by a black man who
was playing catch. “Actually, I think this place
is fine, actually I wish you were mine.”
“I laughed and said, “You must be a
poet.”
He grinned and his mouth was half
toothless. Then he went on with his game. We
left the park, walked through the Village and
came to deserted streets, so we went back to
where lots of people were. A woman passed by
saying loudly, “Oim toired.”
“I am too,” I said.
“So, let’s go home.”
It seemed like a long trip to Madison,
New Jersey. As we stepped off the train there, I
looked up into the face of Pat, my roommate
from freshman year at college. “Pat,” I yelled.
She looked up in amazement. “Gretchen, what
are you doing here?”
“What are you doing here?” I repeated.
The train conductor growled at me,
“Watch where you’re going, you’re knocking
this man down.”
“Sorry,” I said, “but couldn’t see the man
I was supposedly knocking down.
“Wow, I said to Pat, “today I’ve seen all
three of my college roommates and that over
1000 miles away from Wheaton. So, what are

you doing here?”
Pat said, “We were at the zoo in New
York. I’m going to Drew University this
semester for the UN program. And you?”
“I’m looking for a job and I came to visit
Kathy for the weekend.”
Pat and her friend came with us to
Kathy’s house. Kathy’s boyfriend Paul, who
also went to Drew had arrived and was waiting
for her. When so many people appeared at the
door, he was a little taken aback. But we talked
for a while, then Paul drove them to Drew.
When they were gone, Kathy said, “Those
Wheaties, they’re so naïve. I hate Wheaton and
everything to do with it. When those fundies
asked me what church I went to, I nearly
laughed in their faces, but I was too damn
polite, and said, I went to the Presbyterian
church. I went there once. I can’t go to church
anymore. But I guess I’m still a Christian.”
The next day we stayed at Kathy’s, just
going out for breakfast. Paul was also there and
stayed for a fantastic lunch of steak which
Kathy grilled on her hotplate. It was served with
wine, which made me sleepy and I had dozed
off when Paul left. Kathy woke me and said,
“Paul’s program is on the radio now. That’s
Paul, doesn’t he sound tremendous? One of the
guys at work told him he made all the
housewives in Brooklyn have orgasms when he
talked. He is kind of sexy, isn’t he?”
“Yeh,” I said, “But he sounds different.”
“It’s his radio voice.”
That evening I got a call from Judi in
Philadelphia, that maybe there was another job
possibility there, so I figured I’d go back to
Philadelphia in the morning.
The next morning Kathy had to leave
early for work. When I woke up, she was ready
to go out the door. “You know how to get to
New York, don’t you?” she said.
“I think so.”
“Maybe you ought to take the bus, it’s a
lot cheaper than the train, and you end up in
Port Authority. Take no. 70.”
“OK,” I said.
“And eat whatever you find for
breakfast.”
Bus No. 70 stopped at every corner, so it
took a long time to get to the Grey Hound Bus

terminal which made the trip through the
Holland Tunnel to Port Authority. But when I
got there, I didn’t want to go straight to
Philadelphia. While I was in New York, I
wanted to get to the Guggenheim Museum both
to see the architecture and the art exhibit.
I asked directions and was told to go
th
down 5 Ave. I began to walk. It turned into a
long walk and that monster that was New York
suddenly seemed to pounce on me. I felt almost
like vomiting. Then I wished that one out of
those millions of faces would turn into someone
familiar. I walked on glanced at the bums in the
park, past the foreign magazine stand, and
people speaking foreign tongues, past Puerto
Rican hoodlums whose stares made me shiver
and people, millions of them. I yelled at every
bus driver that stopped on 5th Ave. Do you go to
Guggenheim?”
“No, no, no”, they all answered. But the
sound of my voice was somehow reassuring.
And at last the right bus came. When I got there
the Guggenheim was closed – Mondays closed.
What a let-down. But the Metropolitan Museum
was nearby. I could try that; it was a good
alternative and it was open. I walked past
Egyptian statues and landed in a tomb where a
woman was elaborating excitedly about the
tombs she had seen in Egypt. She pointed out
some of the figures and explained what she
thought they meant. I listened for a while and
then went on passed clothes and jewelry, but no
paintings.
A sound pierced the relative quietness. It
sounded like a girl’s bracelet jingling, but
suddenly it came from all directions and began
to buzz in my head. I held my ears but the sound
remained, getting louder and louder. I was
certain it was an illusion. Was I going crazy? I
was afraid I would faint and cause a scene in
front of the people all around. A girl passed with
a bracelet that jingled. Maybe that’s what was
making the noise. I tried to clear my head and
things became normal again. But it was getting
late, and I wanted to get to Philadelphia before
dark. By the time I reached Port Authority I was
very hungry. I found the restaurant where Kathy
and I had eaten the other day. That was
somehow comforting.
Philadelphia again

After eating I got the bus to Philadelphia
and arrived at dusk. I wanted to go to Judi’s, but
didn’t exactly remember how to get there. I
hadn’t told Judi specifically when I was coming.
I did find it, but Judi was very surprised to see
me. Fortunately, she didn’t suggest I go to the
Eternity attic, but said I could stay at her place
and sleep on the sofa. I was dead tired and that
was fine with me. I lay down and was almost
dozing off when the cat whose name was
Updike apparently did not like my presence on
his sofa and he attacked. It was a wild cat that
would just as soon scratch someone’s eyes out.
Judi then thoughtfully locked it up in the closet
overnight.
The job I’d been lured to Philadelphia
for was not the editorial section of a magazine,
but there was a job available in the book binding
section. I went to see how it was done. It's
something you can learn to do quickly they told
me. But binding the magazines? I wanted to be
an editor, I wanted to write for the magazine.
Would working in the binding section help me
get there? I asked.
No, not really.
So, I said no.
The next day was cold and threatening
rain. There were several letters all saying no
jobs, except one, so I made an appointment
there for the following day.
It was still early so I decided to try the
employment office at the University of
Pennsylvania. I asked students who were
milling around or hurrying to classes where the
employment office was. A girl pointed in a
direction, but going that way I did not see
anything that resembled an administration
building. I looked elsewhere, but couldn’t find
it, so I returned to Judi’s house.
The next day, I went to the company that
had offered a job, Chilton Books. The first thing
the interviewing lady said was, “this job is not
editorial. You wrote editorial production and at
first, I thought you meant production. That is
what this job involves, but when I read your
letter over, I thought you probably wanted an
editorial job. In that case, you probably won’t
like this.”
Once again, a let-down, but I asked,
“Would there be a chance I could later move

on?”
“Not here,” she said.
It seemed strange that the woman would
try to discourage me; but it worked. I could have
said, I’ll take the job, but I couldn’t. I was
discouraged. There were no more options, and I
didn't know how to get myself into a position
that would move me toward a permanent job
that I'd be happy with. I kept hoping for a
miracle that didn't happen. There were more
publishing houses on that square, but none had a
job. In a way I felt relieved. I had checked out
all possibilities, and now they were exhausted, I
could go freely. I began meandering in the
direction of Judi’s house.
I thought of calling Peter and asking him
to meet me in New York, even though I’d
refused his offer to take me to New York the
week before. But I felt desperately in need of
escaping something that weighed oppressively
on me. What it was I didn’t even know. I felt
rather sick to my stomach. And then discovered
myself standing in front of Independence Hall. I
hadn’t been aiming to go there and was
astonished to see it. I felt a wave of patriotism,
then a wave of nausea and confusion.
Ridiculous patriotism, getting sick not knowing
where to go. I felt as if I was splattering my
little traumas all over the United States.
I decided to head toward Wannamaker’s
where there would be a bathroom which I
needed and there was a public telephone so I
could call Peter. But it was a long walk. I was
exhausted when I finally got there, and virtually
ran to the ladies’ room. Relief, at least for the
moment. What a mind-boggling place. An organ
was booming out music to fill the whole store.
In the center was a bronze eagle, and lacy pink
decorations, and perfume scent filled the room. I
found a telephone booth, and though I didn’t
have Peter’s number, I managed to get through
to MIT. But he wasn’t there.
Back at Judi’s house, I told her I’d tried
everything and found nothing, but I still wanted
to call MIT and see if I’d gotten the monkey
job.
Boston again
I thought that I'd probably have as much
chance of finding a job in Boston as in
Philadelphia. I could have stayed in

Philadelphia a few more days, looking for other
jobs, but I was feeling miserable enough to need
some moral support, a good friend to sit with
and moan a little. I could do that with Darlene.
I didn’t have the same rapport with Judi, and I
didn’t know how sympathetic she’d be, but I
had to tell her I was leaving, even though it
seemed like it would be an insult to her, since
she had made an effort for me.
Here I was, out in the world for the first
time, trying to make my way, and totally failing.
How do you fit that into the existentialist
Weltbild you are trying to create for yourself?
Maybe the meaning I was supposed to search
for was not to be found in a job. But what then?
I needed income.
First, I called Darlene and the phone
rang a long time. I was ready to give up, but
then she answered and said, “I figured it was
you. I didn’t want to answer because Helen
hired someone else for the job. I’m sorry.”
“It doesn’t matter,” I said. But of course,
it did matter. I couldn’t tell her I wanted to come
back.
It was rather desperate and illogical to
want to call Peter, but I didn’t have another idea
of how to get away, I could ask him to pick me
up in New York and drive me to Boston. But I
didn’t reach him until afternoon, although I’d
tried several times. When I did get him, I said,
“I’ve been trying for a long time to reach you.”
“I know,” he said. It should have been
obvious to me that he didn’t want to talk, but I
was incapable of noticing.
“I want to come back to Boston,” I said.
“I need to get out of here. Can you help me?
Can you come to New York and pick me up?
But don’t tell Darlene and Jerry about this. I
don’t want them to know.”
“Why?”
“I don’t know why.”
“I’m going away this weekend with a
girl,” said Peter.
“Well, how about tomorrow?”
“This is sudden,” said Peter, “but OK,
I’ll come. Where shall we meet?”
“Port Authority in the waiting room.”
The next day, I packed, found I had way
too much luggage and needed a taxi to take me
to the bus station. Judi waited with me for the

taxi. “I guess I failed,” I said sadly. “I didn’t
accomplish what I set out to do. Goodbye,
Philadelphia.”
Soon enough I was back in Port
Authority. I went to the waiting room to wait for
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Peter. But he never came. OK, I thought, don’t
panic. There are other options. By then it was
too late to go to Boston, so I ended up calling
Kathy. She was very surprised. “What in the
world?” she said.
I said, “I’m in a mess and I’m upset. I
hated Philadelphia and wanted to get away. I
asked Peter to get me in New York, but he never
came What should I do?”
“Come to my house,” said Kathy.
What a relief. I quickly found the
Newark bus, and it was just leaving. Although it
was full, I got on anyway. In Newark I had no
idea how to get further and called Kathy who
gave me rather complicated instructions. By the
time I got to Madison, it was late, but I found
Kathy’s house rather quickly.
She was unprepared, but said I could
stay overnight. The next morning Kathy was
ready to go to work when I awoke.
Still half-asleep, I said, “I guess I’ll go to
Boston today. You’re the only one in the world
who knows. But it’s nice to be anonymous for a
change.” When I got to Port Authority it was
still early, so I decided to go to the Guggenheim
Museum which I knew was open. It was easy to
find this time. I heard a radio announcement,
that there would be a parade on 5th Avenue at 2
PM, but I figured I could get back to Port

Authority before that, so I imbibed the
paintings, starting at the top of the spiral and
meandered down. But by the time I reached the
bottom, it was past 2 PM. There was no traffic
on 5th Ave and further down I saw people
waiting for the parade. How I would get to Port
Authority in time to get a bus to Boston arriving
before dark, I didn’t know. With no alternative,
I watched the parade for a while, but then
decided I better just walk. It was a long walk,
and the next Boston bus was at 4 PM. I got a
ticket at the last minute, got on the bus and
finally sat down with relief. Odd, how the
movement of the bus was like catharsis.
At dusk the bus stopped and the driver
said, “fifteen minutes for coffee.” I followed the
crowd into the restaurant. I didn’t want to buy
anything and besides all the seats were taken, so
I stood and watched. A college boy came up
behind me and said, “You kinda got left out
didn’t you. Come and sit with me at the table.”
He seemed nice, so I sat down. “Where
ya goin?” he asked.
“Boston.”
“Is that where you live?”
“No, I’m from Chicago. I’m going there
to get a job. How about you?”
“I’m going to Worchester. That’s home.
Why don’t you come to Worchester? You could
get a good job in Worchester.”
“In publishing?”
“Well no, New York or Boston would be
better, but Worchester is a big town. There are
lots of jobs. My father could help you. He’s very
wealthy. You could even stay at our home.”
“Is there is YWCA?” The stay at our
home offer made me suspicious.
He said, “Yes, I’ll show it to you.”
He went on describing his father’s
business, his own hopes of going into
advertising and then inheriting his father’s
business and being very wealthy and then the
parties at his school, Lehigh. Then he said, “if
you don’t come to Worchester, I think you
should go to California.”
“California?” I said in surprise.
“It has more jobs than anywhere. Well,
we’re coming into Worchester now. Are you
coming?”
I tried to think clearly, but the answer

came out involuntarily, “No.”
As I watched him walk away, I felt alone
and frightened. It was night, and Boston was
big. I wanted to jump up and cry, “Wait, let me
off.” But before I could, the bus started, a black
impersonal thing, carrying me through a black
impersonal night.
45 minutes later I was in Boston. I called
the Y.W.C.A. but it was full. I felt like crying;
what should I do? There was one thing left Darlene’s. I put my luggage in a locker and got
a bus to Central Square in Cambridge. It was
past 10 at night and it was still a long walk to
Darlene’s house in the dark on empty streets.
When I got there, I was exhausted. I rang the
bell, but no one answered. I heard footsteps on
the sidewalk. Maybe it was Darlene, but no, it
was an old woman who walked by without
looking around. I rang again and nothing
happened. All the windows in her apartment
were dark. Obviously, no one was home. Oh
God, I thought what can I do now. It hadn't
occurred to me that I might get there and no one
would be home. It’s too late to do anything.
Why in the world does everything have to go
wrong? Why must I suffer for being a fool? I
was annoyed at my stupidity, but I turned it into
another exercise in existential philosophizing
which made all sorts of mishaps easier to bear.
In desperation I rang the bell of the other
apartment above Darlene’s. I had no idea who
lived there. But no one answered. Standing on
the porch I was visible from the sidewalk, so I
decided to go to the back. I could see lights on
the second floor and the window was open.
There was a garbage bin against the back
of the house. It made a better seat than the cold
ground, and I sat there. The garbage stunk only
when the breeze stopped, and the breeze seldom
stopped. It was bringing the coldness of a fall
night and I had only a light coat. Hours went by,
it seemed, and there was no sign of Darlene and
Jerry.
For protection I went to the back door
which was open and sat on the stairs. I could
hear a radio and muted, a man talking and
someone answering. I went up the stairs and
pounded on the door. I could hear their words,
but they didn’t come to the door. So, I went
back to the garbage bin. Sounds were coming

out of an open window, the sound of a bed
creaking, squeaking, a man and a woman
laughing, then silence again except for the
creaking bed springs. I figured that’s why they
didn’t come to the door.
The bed noise stopped and I could hear
voices in the kitchen; they were getting
something to eat. I heard someone say, “There
was someone at the back door.”
“Ah, you’re just imagining it,” someone
else said. But someone did come out. Suddenly I
felt embarrassed and hid behind the garbage bin.
“There’s no one here,” the girl who had come
out said.
I was so cold, that I thought what if I
freeze. Of course, I wouldn't have. It was
September and the temperature did not get to
freezing at that time of year. But I decided I
couldn't bear it any more
I went back on the porch and looked at
the display of doorbells between the doors. One
of them belonged to Darlene and Jerry, the other
two had names under them, lots of names.
Finally, I chose the middle one and pushed. I
hear a distant ding and thought hopefully this
isn't a catastrophe. A girl, probably a student
came to the door. I told her I'd come to see
Darlene and Jerry, but they weren't home and I
was very cold. If it wouldn't be too much of a
problem, could I just warm up a bit, until they
got home.
She looked me up and down and decided
I looked safe, smiled and said, "Of course, I
know who Darlene and Jerry are, come in, we
have guests as it is, you can join us. Come on
up. Would you like a cup of coffee to warm
up?”
“That would be nice,” I said.
She poured me a cup of coffee, “that
should warm you up and give you something to
do until they come.” Then she left and I sat
alone in the kitchen. It was a wreck, food and
dirty dishes standing everywhere. The windows
were wide open and the air blowing in was
freezing, but it was better than on the garbage
bins.
After a while she came back and asked if
I was OK. I said yes, but it’s cold.
She closed the windows, took a pizza out
of the oven and left again and I was alone with

my confused thoughts.
After a while I heard a new cacophony
of voices and a man peered into the kitchen,
taken aback at seeing me. “What are you doing
here all alone?” A couple other men hearing him
also peered in. The girl also appeared and said,
“She’s waiting for the people downstairs to
come home.”
The first man who’d peered in had a
British sounding accent and said, “We’ll keep
you company while you wait.” He and the other
two men sat down at the table with me. “Did
you eat?”
“No”, I said.
“Well, there's plenty of food.” So pretty
soon I had a drink and food and seemed to have
been accepted as one of the group of people
who meandered in and out, took food, said hi
and sat there for a while. They included me as
much as everyone else. The blond-haired man
with an Australian accent seemed to be the
object of celebration. His name was Doug. The
other man with a foreign accent was introduced
as Barry. “Doug's going to California
tomorrow”, someone said. That seemed a basis
for merriment.
So, I asked, “how are you getting there?”
“Driving”, said Doug. “I’ve got to take a
car out there.”
“Not your car? “
“No”, he said. “It's for a company. You
know you can drive a car for someone and get a
little money for it and the gas paid, and get out
to California for free. It's a good way to see the
USA”
“Wow, I said. That's cool.”
So, I was part of the party and I didn't
hear when Darlene and Jerry came home. It
didn't matter because I was having a good time.
“What are you doing here?” Doug asked.
“I'm just waiting”, I said.
“Waiting for Godot?”
“No, for my friends downstairs.”
“Is that important?”
“Not really”, I said.
“Well, why don't you come to California
with me?”
“Now?” I said, a little astonished.
“Tomorrow morning.”
“Wow”, I said. “Well, let me think a

minute. Is there a reason not to go?”
“No”, he said, “you may as well come.”
“How do you know?”
“I just do”, he said.
“OK”, I said. “I'll probably go. Wake
me up in the morning and I'll know then for sure
whether or not I'm going.”
“It will be early”, he said. “So, I'm
going to bed now. You can sleep here
somewhere. There's a sofa. I'll wake you in the
morning.”
The other people meandered off into
different rooms and I was left alone in that
room. What am I doing I thought? Will I really
go to California with this man whose name is
Doug and that's all I know about him except that
he's from Australia? Maybe I should go
downstairs, but then I saw it was after midnight
and I couldn't wake Darlene and Jerry up. So, I
laid down on the sofa and sort of went to sleep,
although really I was too apprehensive about the
impending adventure. This is the way you
create meaning I decided. You take hold of the
moment and put all the emotion, the possibility,
the future and the past into it. It's a decision that
you have to make sense out of by doing what
you do. This was not looking for a job.
And with that my manuscript ends. From
now on I have to rely on my fading memories
In the morning as people woke up, they
went through the living room to the kitchen to
get food and I, of course, woke up. Doug
appeared as one of the first and said, “well, are
you still prepared to go with me?”
I had a chance to say no. But I didn't. I
looked at the others and said, “do you think I
should go with him?”
“He's a good guy”, someone said.
“Well, then, I'm going”.
“Good, then get a bite to eat and we'll be
off”, said Doug.
The trip
It wasn't a holiday trip exactly, Doug had
to get the car to California within five days
which was the maximum allowed by the
company. On the other hand, he was not
reckless and wanted to see the countryside too.
He drove at a leisurely pace which was fine with
me, as I hated to go racing in cars. We bought
bread, lettuce, peanut butter and milk and that's

what we ate for breakfast, lunch and dinner.
Neither of us had much money. I think the
whole trip cost me $5.00. But of course, that
was in 1963. The only breaks we took were for
the bathroom, to get gas, and to eat our
repetitive meal three times a day.
At night we got off the main highway
and looked for a place to park the car where no
one would notice us and we wouldn’t be in the
way. The car wasn’t terribly large. Doug slept
on the front seats and I on the back seat. It
wasn’t long enough to stretch out and must have
been even more uncomfortable for him with the
steering wheel in the way. Our relationship
remained platonic. I didn't demand that it be
that way, but it was fine with me. Doug had
planned how far he had to go each day to get to
California in five days, and we stuck to the plan.
He had to deliver the car in Sacramento. From
there he'd go on to somewhere and I'd be on my
own. I didn't consider staying in Sacramento. I
wanted to go on to Ukiah to visit Aunt Jean. So,
Doug brought me to the bus station and then he
passed from the scene.
There was a huge restaurant in the
terminal. While waiting for a bus that would
take me to Ukiah, I got a bite to eat. A man who
looked rather shabby asked if he could sit at the
table. I didn’t object and we talked a bit. When
he’d eaten, he said he had to go to the bathroom
and he never came back. I had to pay for his
meal as well as mine. I was annoyed though I
suppose I could have also disappeared, but that
didn’t seem fair to the waitress.
Ukiah
Aunt Jean was a little perplexed at my
sudden arrival with just a few hours warning. I
called from Sacramento and told her I was
taking the next bus to Ukiah. I am not sure if
she was delighted. I told her I needed to find a
job and I didn't really know what I wanted to do.
I suppose she could note that I was a little
aimless and she didn't have answers for me. I
wasn't expecting her to either, but perhaps she
thought she should have. She put me up in the
spare bedroom and I spent the days looking at
ads for jobs in Ukiah, but Aunt Jean was
skeptical from the beginning. Things aren't that
great here she said. There just aren't many jobs.
Nonetheless, when I saw a job ad I thought had

potential, I made some calls but couldn't even
get an interview. After a few frustrating days
Uncle George said, “have you thought about
Yosemite?”
“What do you mean?”
“It's a big park, they might need people
to clean cabins or work in the restaurant or
whatever. And it's a nice place to be. Do you
want me to call?”
“Yes”, I said. I wasn't so excited about
that kind of job, but I thought it would at least
be pretty at Yosemite and I could earn a little
money, because my stash of cash was running
out.
Uncle George called and then told me
that there was a job cleaning cabins and if I
wanted it, I should go right away before
someone else took it.
Yosemite
Once again, I was on the bus which
brought me to the gates of Yosemite. It is a
National Park and the kind of jobs there have to
do with tourism. A more romantic notion which
had entered my head was to watch for fires and
live in a look-out tower. But that was unrealistic.
I looked up at the towering rock that defines
Yosemite and I thought at least this will be an
imposing background. It's beautiful, nature,
overwhelming. So, I went up to the guard at the
entrance and said I was looking for a job.
I was sent to an office where the
cleaning job was explained to me. There was a
big lodge where tourists were provided with
overnight accommodations and meals. And yes,
they needed people, especially since the
students who had worked there in the summer
were gone. I thought being in nature in a
beautiful place had a certain attraction. I did not
realize how difficult the work would be. My job
was to clean the rooms in the lodge and prepare
them for the next guests. I was to work together
with another girl who did this permanently.
There were dormitories where the workers slept
and we could get food in the dining hall. I was
introduced to Janet with whom I would be
paired up. She was only a little older than I and
had been working there quite a while. She was
considerably bigger than I and looked stronger,
kind of like a work ox almost. But her manner
was mild and friendly. She looked me up and

down and said, “it's hard work. We have a lot of
cabins to do every day. You'll be dead tired at
first. But you get used to it.” However, she
sounded a little skeptical. I wondered how
difficult it could be to make beds.
“We can go and eat now”, Janet said.
“And you’ll see where we eat.” I followed her
to the dining hall saying, “Eating sounds good
to me. I'm hungry.”
She shrugged, and said, “the food's OK,
but this is it. There's no way to get more food
out here, so eat as much as you can”.

Lodge at Yosemite 1960 not my photo
Dinner was ready when we arrived and
the workers had begun streaming in. I watched a
few minutes and then followed Janet into the
line, picked up a tray and slowly moved forward
as people filled their trays. There was a decent
selection of food, cafeteria style. I filled my
plate with the things I liked and we sat down. I
had a chance to survey the scene. Janet was the
only one of few persons besides me in that room
who was not native American. I wondered if
this had always been their home and their
ancestors’ home and if we were being invaders
again. After dinner I could have slept, but Janet
said, “come on into the lodge. It's good to
relax.”
I certainly didn't feel like going alone to
the dormitory where we slept so I went with her
into a big room where the workers had
congregated. The work day was over and it was
crash time. It was sort of like a big party. Some
of the Native American boys had guitars, banjos
and drums and began to play music and sing.
The boys, many of whom looked like they were
teenagers and had probably not even completed
high school, were a little unruly, but always
friendly. Someone opened a bottle of wine, took

a swig and passed it around. When it was
empty, they opened another and another. Janet
introduced me to the Native American mother.
She wasn't really anyone's mother, but she was
an older woman whose role, at least there, was
to mother all the young kids. Yosemite mother
accepted every new addition to the family and
she of course accepted me with all the others. as
one of her "children". She was solicitous of my
welfare, asked if I needed anything.
“I can’t think of anything yet,” I said.
She made sure we were all OK, not flipping out.
Everyone who had a problem went to her, love
problems, money problems, she adjudicated
fights. What she could not do was to slacken
the pace of alcohol consumption. I had never
seen anything like it. She did not drink, but all
the others did. Even Janet had a drink or two,
though she didn't get drunk. I watched rather
horrified as these kids seemed to self-destruct in
front of me. Yet in the morning they were all up
and working again. How did they do it? After a
few days, it was clear enough to me that that
was the only way they could do it. By the end
of the evening they were plastered and
staggered off to bed. I followed Janet to the
dormitory. I slept in a room with only females.
All too soon I was awaken by a voice,.
“Hurry up if you want breakfast”, Janet called.
I staggered into my clothes and found my way
to the dining room again. After eating Janet
said, “OK, so here we go”. I followed her out to
the cabins which stretched out through the trees.
It was impossible to tell how many there were.
We went in the first cabin which was in a state
of disarray, garbage on the floor, bed clothes
tumbled about. She knew what to do and she
was pretty efficient.
“Get the garbage off the floor first,” she
said. “Then the dirty wash in the laundry bag.
I'll show you how to make the beds.” We tore
the sheets off the beds. She took one side, I the
other put new sheets on the beds and I was
pretty awkward getting the sheets flat and
tucked in. We cleaned the floors and the
bathroom, put clean towels in the bathrooms.
She could have gotten exasperated, but she
didn't. She was pretty patient at first. But after
lunch she said, “we've got to work faster or we
won't get them all done.”

By evening I could hardly move and I
was completely exhausted. “You’ll get used to
it”, she said. “It gets easier.” But I didn’t find it
getting easier. My muscles ached, my mind felt
dulled, and I couldn’t enjoy the beauty of nature
at all.
Every day was the same, stagger out of
bed, get dressed and go to the dining hall where
we were supplied with breakfast. We also had a
lunch break which I could hardly wait for, and
they also supplied a meal in the evening. The
pay was not good but since I had no expenses, I
could somewhat replenish my funds.
I enjoyed the meals simply because it
was the only bit of sensual pleasure. The rest
was: make beds, make beds again, remove
laundry, clean bathrooms, over and over and
over. Then sitting in the lounge in the evening
while everyone drank themselves to
senselessness though before they were
incapacitated, they would make music and sing.
That was nice. When they no longer were
capable of doing anything, Yosemite mother
would drag them to their feet so they could
stagger to their room and crash into bed only to
wake up and repeat the same pattern of drudgery
and alcohol collapse every day. I didn’t drink
any alcohol but I watched this scenario every
day with a certain amazement.
Yosemite mother asked me again how I
was doing. I told her every muscle in my body
was aching and she said, “it will go away after a
while. Don't worry about it. Everyone aches in
the beginning.”
After a week I felt like I was made of
stone, but still had feeling and the feeling was
pain every time I tried to move my petrified
limbs. I didn't think it was getting any better,
even though Janet kept encouraging me. I was
also getting the feeling that my brain would turn
to stone as well. I started to think that I couldn't
do this, that I didn't want to do this. But I
needed a little more money. I worked another
week and then I quit. I didn't tell Janet. I felt
that I was a failure, that I couldn't do eight hours
of physical labor every day.
And I went back to Ukiah. I had a little
money, not much. It was minimum wage labor,
but at least I didn't have to ask my aunt for
money.

San Diego
“I think you should go to Dorothy in San
Diego”, Aunt Jean said. “There may be more
jobs there. It's a bigger place. She will be glad
to have you. You can stay with Dor and Cliff
while you look for a job.”
It made sense. I didn’t know Aunt
Dorothy so well, I’d been there only once
before, and Dor and Cliff had visited us once.
But I could get to know them. So, I was on the
bus again, this time down the coast of
California, sometimes looking over the ocean.
Buses always made me feel as if I had left the
time and space continuum, it sent my brain
spinning thinking anything was possible, full of
hope.
The bus went from Ukiah to Los
Angeles and there I had to transfer to another
bus for San Diego, so I decided to visit Barry
Griffith, a classmate at Wheaton who had
graduated the year before I did. She had lived
with her roommate in the Schoenherr house in
the room across from Darlene and me, and we
had gone to the Episcopal church group on
Sunday evenings together. She was married by
then and had a job, but she and her husband
seemed glad to see me. I spent a few days there.
One day we took a trip into the mountains and
hiked up until we were over the smog which
filled the Los Angeles valley. It was strange
looking out over a huge cup of grey muck which
seemed to be permanently captured in the Los
Angeles basin. “That's what we breathe,” Barry
said. “Every day.”
I went on to San Diego. I think Aunt
Dorothy and Uncle Cliff found my presence
interesting. They had no children and had likely
never had lived with young people, since they
themselves were young. It was a change in the
tempo of their lives which otherwise must have
been pretty repetitious with nothing to divert
them except the yearly visits of my
grandmother. But Grandma wasn’t there at that
time. Cliff was still working, but Aunt Dorothy
didn’t do much at all. She had once been a very
competent executive secretary and had earned
quite a lot of money, which she had invested
successfully in the stock market, but now she
was ill. That is, she behaved as if she were ill.
She said she had debilitating migraine

headaches which required her to sleep with a
blindfold on her eyes and otherwise she was
almost blind, she said. But other than the
blindfold at night, I didn't see any sign of her
illness, nor of her blindness. Nonetheless, she
insisted that she was blind and therefore couldn't
work, not even doing housework. So, Uncle
Cliff did everything. He had a good job at
Convair as an engineer designer producing
airplanes and rockets and he also did the food
shopping, cooking and cleaning at home. Aunt
Dorothy did shop though. A lot. It was her only
hobby. And when she was shopping, she had no
trouble seeing.
Aunt Dorothy and Uncle Cliff lived in a
house on a hill in La Jolla. It was like a doll
house, decorated in a quaint picturesque,
eccentric, funky fashion. It was like nothing I’d
ever seen. It was magical, a surprising rash of
color, blending into the rays of sun streaming
through the windows, illuminating artful objects
which decorated the house. I remember it being
warm colors, orange, yellow, brown, with
oriental rugs, a mixture of little girl cute and
sophisticated art. I would walk through the
house and let myself be carried away by its
dreaminess.
San Diego had grown up around the
defense industry and the big corporations that
hired people like my uncle Cliff were not doing
well. Apparently, the cold war was not
requiring sufficient weaponry and the Vietnam
war hadn't started. So, there was a depression in
San Diego. In any case, the job market was
hopeless, although Aunt Dorothy and Uncle
Cliff didn't think it was hopeless at first. So, I
started applying for jobs. Most of the
applications led to nothing. There might have
been a couple interviews and I suspect I wasn't
very good at selling myself.
After a frustrating day, I'd walk to the
seashore to watch the sun go down, to unwind,
to meditate. It was about a 20-minute walk
downhill from Aunt Dorothy's house to the
ocean a rapid descent and I’d get there just in
time for the spectacle. I'd sit on the beach in the
warm evenings, and it stayed warm even as
October passed and then November came. I’d
sit there and watch the sky evolve into an
endless cacophony of color as the sun slowly

sank below the horizon. When it was gone, I'd
slowly trudge up the hill again, arriving just
before it was completely dark

This is the coast overlooking the ocean at La
Jolla, not my photo
One curious thing I remember about San
Diego was seeing a skate board for the first
time. I also tried it and skateboarded down the
hill, which was fun. I don’t remember where
the skate board came from. It surely did not
belong to Aunt Dorothy or Uncle Cliff.
Aside from looking for jobs and
watching the sun go down over the ocean, there
wasn't much to do. I'd sometimes go shopping
with Aunt Dorothy and we went to see a
musical, “Most Happy Fella” which was a nice
interlude. The theater was outside in the big San
Diego park with its Spanish style buildings with
palm trees all around, a dreamy atmosphere in
itself, beautiful weather late afternoon, even
though it was November. There was a trip to the
San Diego zoo which was famous at that time,
because of their success in getting animals to
breed. It was fun, a break from the discouraging
job search and solid geometry.
Solid geometry? I had looked through
the books in the house to see if there was
anything I could read. Uncle Cliff had his
ancient math books from when he was in

college. One of my alternative futures which
had surfaced a few times in the past was to be
an architect. I was fascinated by the Frank
Lloyd Wright houses and buildings in the
Chicago area and in general I was drawn to the
notion of designing buildings. I hadn’t gone
very far in high school math, and had had only
one math course in college which dealt with
new math. Cliff gave me his geometry books
which I spent the weeks in San Diego studying.
It was hard and I often didn't understand it, but
Cliffy, as Dor called him, would sometimes help
me. But what was I doing this for? It was Uncle
Cliff who had asked if I knew advanced solid
geometry and suggested it could be useful if I
wanted to be an architect to know this math. I
began to think I might want to study
architecture. After all, that had been one of my
earlier dreams. Finding a job in any case, was
turning out to be a fruitless quest and
architecture could be interesting to learn and
would end up making a job possible when I was
finished. So, I had a goal. I even sent in an
application to the University of California at
Berkeley to study architecture.
Besides a walk to the beach every day,
and this was possible in November as the
weather remained warm and beautiful, plus
geometry, I continued to apply for jobs. But
once again I was foiled. San Diego was in the
midst of a depression, so I was told, and there
was nothing available. By December I still
hadn’t given up though. On the whole I was
basically enjoying my stay in San Diego and
would have remained longer, hoping either for a
job, or possibly eventually going back to school
to study architecture. But it was abruptly ended
by a very surprising phone call.
Steve
Although I still had no idea what I would
be doing in the near future, a new option
appeared in one of those cryptic types of
breakthroughs, that could be religious or just
awesome chance. One evening Aunt Dorothy
called me and said there's someone on the phone
for you. I couldn't imagine who it could be. “Is
it my mother?” I yelled.
“No. It’s a man.”
“Someone from one of the jobs?”
“Take it”, said Aunt Dorothy “and see.”

A man responded when I said, hello.
“This is Steve.”
“Steve?” I almost fell off the chair.
“How did you? Why? Where are you?”
Steve, the man I'd been so helplessly in
love with when I was a freshman at Wheaton. I
hadn't heard anything from him since then.
Now he appeared out of the swirl of unfinished
emotions and hopes.
“I got your phone number from your
mother”, he said. “I am going to be in Chicago
at the beginning of December and I thought I
might see you.”
“Oh”, I groaned. There were about two
weeks until then.
“What's the matter?” he asked.
“I'm in San Diego”, I said. “I…”
That's a long way from Chicago, he said
in a somewhat dejected voice. “I guess it won't
work out.”
“I could come”, I said hesitantly.
“I'd very much like to see you”, he
repeated. “If you came to Chicago, we could
arrange that.”
Thoughts were whirring crazily in my
mind. But out of the turbulence the notion was
emerging that there was nothing that I wanted
more than to see him.
“OK”, I said. “I will come. I will be in
Chicago by the beginning of December” And so
the decision was made. I left San Diego a
couple days later. I never saw my aunt and
uncle again.
There was still a little time, so I decided
to go back to Chicago on the bus by the
southern route so I could visit my brother John
at Letourneau College in Texas where he was a
sophomore. There was also enough time to go
to New Orleans which was not directly on the
way, but I wanted to see the city where I’d never
been.
It was November 21, 1963 when I left
San Diego. I didn’t have much luggage
anymore; where I’d disposed of it, I don’t
remember. It fit under my seat. I’d make myself
comfortable and watch life go by on the other
side of the window. The bus would stop every
few hours, so people could get a snack and use
the bathroom, so it was tolerable. I would get a
window seat and hope no one sat beside me, but

sometimes the bus was full, then it would empty
out and fill again. Even at night going through
the desert, the stars and moon might give
enough light to see the endless stretch of land.
Sometimes I would drop off to sleep for a while,
though it wasn’t possible to really sleep.
Nonetheless, at some point some of the things
I’d deposited under my seat, including money
disappeared. But since I hardly had any money
left, it wasn’t that big a catastrophe. But I did
finally get it through my thick skull, never to
leave money anywhere except hidden on my
body when travelling.
My first stop was in Dallas, Texas the
next day where I had to transfer to another bus
to take me to Longview where John was at Le
Tourneau college. There was a layover in Dallas
of a couple hours, but I didn't have much of a
desire to see the city because the area around the
bus station was not inviting. I walked out of the
bus station, into a street shadowed by high
office buildings, cars parked on both sides of the
street and it looked grimly boring. There were
very few people. I didn't know that JF Kennedy
was visiting the city that day. Around the bus
station in any case, not much was going on, in
fact, it seemed very deserted for a big city. I
was glad when it was time for my bus to go. I
got a seat by the window, looked out at the city
that slid past my eyes without making much of
an impression
Shortly after we had left the last suburbs
of Dallas, the bus pulled over to the side of the
road in the middle of nowhere. This seemed
very strange and people were sitting up looking
around to see if they could see why. The bus
driver got out of his seat, stood up and said, “I
have some very bad news. He took a deep
breath while everyone sat on the edge of their
seats waiting to hear how bad it really was. “I
have just gotten word that the President of the
United States John F Kennedy is dead”
There was a low groan as the bus full of
people were sucking in or panting out their
shock. What happened? several people said.
“He was apparently shot while he was in
Dallas. He was taken to the hospital with
several gun shots wounds and now he has died
from them.”
“Do they know who did it? “

“No information about that”, said the
driver.
People talked softly or were silent, some
cried, I felt as if I couldn't get my breathe. I had
voted for Kennedy. The first time I had been
able to vote in a federal election, I'd chosen
Kennedy, not the Republican Nixon like
everyone else in my family. I didn't view
Kennedy as an idol, or a new hope for a new
start, or any of the things that people who loved
Kennedy did, not because I knew how complicit
he was in the misdeeds of the US empire, I
didn't, but because I didn't have any idols at that
time. But that someone could assassinate the
President was too awful to fathom. What if, I
thought, the person who did this was on this
bus? It was certainly possible. It had happened
while I was in Dallas.
Even the driver seemed so shaken by it,
that he could not immediately start driving
again. We sat there for a while, everyone
sinking deep in their sorrow, most of them
anyway. The rest of the trip went by with a
penetrating uneasiness. It was as if we all were
affected by it.
That afternoon we arrived in Longview.
John was at the bus station to meet me, on time
and in good spirits, probably happy that I’d
made the effort to come and visit him. He
showed me around the campus, I met some of
his friends, and I stayed overnight at a college
guest house. The next morning, I was on my
way to New Orleans.
I didn’t have a lot of time in New Orleans as I
wasn’t staying there overnight, but would take
an overnight bus to Chicago. I walked around a
while and then I decided that the best way to see
the rest of the city was to get on the street car. I
didn't really know where it went. It didn't
matter. I got in looked for an empty seat and
found one toward the back of the bus because
I’d gone into a door near the back. I didn't think
anything of it. At first, I didn't even notice that
in the front of the car only white people were
sitting and, in the back, everyone was black
except for me. Perhaps people were staring at
me, but I thought that could be because I look
lost, or who knows what. My experience of
New Orleans that day in 1963was pretty much
limited to public transportation. Seven years had

passed since the law on integration. I wasn’t
actually thinking about the race question at all
until I noticed that other people taking seats
around me were all black. None of them said
anything, but I began wondering. In the front I
could see that all the people there were white. It
was obvious that integration had not occurred in
spite of the law. I decided I would stay put. I
suppose if a black person had sat down in the
front, they couldn’t have done anything, at least
not legally, but no one did. Was it habit? Was it
fear? In any case, after about an hour the street
car had reached the end of the line and I was
one of very few, perhaps the only passenger left.
I remained in my seat figuring I'd just stay there
and go back again with the same street car. But
the driver came to me and said, I should leave. I
said, “I just want to go back.”
“Well, this car isn't going back,” he said.
“Where do you want to go?” He'd noticed my
Chicago accent I suppose and figured I didn't
know anything about the south, which was true
enough. I said “to the Greyhound bus depot.”
He laughed and said, “that’s back in town You
have to go over there and get the bus.” He
pointed across the street. And when you get on
the bus, you can ask the driver where you have
to get off. And, he stressed, be sure to sit in the
front so you can hear when the driver calls your
stop, It was clear to me then without question,
that it was expected that white people would sit
in front and black people in the back, that the
law meant nothing. Of course, I knew
segregation had existed. In fact, I remember
Aunt Dorothy telling about when she had lived
in New Orleans and how the seating in the buses
worked. There was a stick, she explained, and it
marked the demarcation between white and
black spaces. When the black section was full,
she said she’d move the stick up, opening more
seats for blacks. But that it was still like that?
By that point I was feeling that the south was
pretty awful and I was really looking forward to
getting back to Chicago.
I had been gone almost three months. I
had no job, no notion of what my future would
be, in fact, the whole exercise had been pretty
futile, but also in a way, quite an adventure.
Yet, what was I to conclude, that this country
was rejecting me? That I wasn't good enough or

it wasn't God's will that I was to live in
California, or on the East Coast?
In any case, Steve was going to open a
new vista for me, I thought. It was almost
miraculous wasn't it, that he had appeared after
such a long time and wanted to see me? He
must have always felt some connection or why
was this happening?
In any case, two days later I was back in
River Forest in my old bedroom, and that was a
little like getting sucked into childhood again
which was disconcerting when what I was
supposed to be doing was finding my way as an
adult.
What if I would want to make love with
Steve? I thought. I couldn't do that in this
house. It was something that I couldn't help
thinking about, because I was sure that if the
opportunity arose it would be something I
would want to do. And it would be taboo.
The day he was to arrive I waited in a
prickly state of expectation and longing with a
little fear mixed in. The day crept by defined by
listening for the doorbell. It finally did ring that
afternoon and I went to the door. I could see
him from the living room window standing
outside and there was this jolt going through me
from head to toe. Steve had come. I went out
onto the porch, he grinned when he saw me and
I threw open the door. There he was, still the
same Steve, with the shock of unruly hair in his
face and a broad grin. He was carrying a duffel
bag and a banjo. Come in, I said. He put his
stuff down and gave me a quick hug.
My parents greeted him in a friendly
manner. They must have thought it was serious
enough that I would come all the way from San
Diego to see him. I was mostly trying to adjust
my reality sense to the fact that he was actually
there. It was hard to believe. But we sat in the
living room, talked, a few stories about the past
two and a half years since we'd last seen each
other, had some food with my family, and then
we wanted to be alone and my family
understood that. We went down in the
basement.
“Why were you in California?” he
asked.
“I got out there kind of by chance, but I
have two aunts living there, so I stayed with

them and looked for a job. I couldn't find
anything.”
“What are you looking for?”
“I couldn't find a job in publishing”, I
said. “I had thought of doing that. Christianity
Today maybe or something like that. But there
was nothing for me. I also want to go back to
grad school.”
“And study what?”
I thought a bit. My first reaction would
have been philosophy. That was my major and I
liked it. I'd done unbelievably well on the
Graduate Record Exam for philosophy, better
than anyone else at Wheaton that year, but my
grade average was below an A. I am not sure,
but I think it was possible that my professors did
not give me the best of recommendations. But
in San Diego I had worked on trying to learn
solid geometry with Uncle Cliff. The thought of
studying architecture was also appealing.
“If you studied philosophy where would
you want to go?”
“Well, I like Existentialism best, I said.
But most US universities concentrate on
language philosophy or positivism. I am not so
enthused about either of those.”
“Yale has some existentialists”, Steve
said. “And it's not all positivism.”
“Do you like Yale?” I asked him.
“Yes”, he said. “It has an excellent law
department and I'm content. I'll be finished next
year and I think a law degree from Yale will be
very useful.”
I’d like to go to Yale, but I don’t think
I’d get in.”
“Why not?”
“My GRE's were OK. But I didn't get
straight A's. So, I don't know. Anyway, I was
thinking that before I go to grad school in
philosophy, I should learn some German and
French. It's required for a philosophy degree
and going to Germany and France would help
me learn the languages better than I could just
studying them.”
“I see”, said Steve. “So, you want to go
to Europe?”
“Yes”, I said. It was something I had
been pondering though hadn't made any plans.
It was making a lot of sense to me and the
discussion with Steve seemed to be solidifying

things for me that I hadn't been able to pin down
in my little solipsistic vacuum. “I think I should
go as soon as possible, and maybe stay in
Germany 6 months and then France 6 months.
I'd have a basis in both languages and then I'd
be ready to go to grad school and get my PH.D.
And then I suppose I'd end up as a philosophy
professor.”
Steve grinned. “You'd be happy with
that?”
“Yes”, I said. “I think so.”
He smiled and then picked up his banjo
case. “Do you know Bob Dylan?”
“I've heard of him but I haven't heard
him”, I said.
Then you have to hear some songs.
Steve took his banjo out and started strumming.
“It ain't no use to sit and wonder why babe”, he
sang. “Do you know it?”
"No," I said.
“Then I'll teach you.” He sang it again.
I got my guitar and sang, then we played
and sang together. When we were finally
starting to get a little hoarse and couldn't think
of any more songs we knew, Steve put his banjo
down and moved closer to me. This was
something I'd dreamed of for years without ever
thinking it could be real, and there he was
beside me, putting his hand on mine, touching
my arm, my shoulder, my face. I put my hand
on his and then he was so close that I could feel
his heart beating. I wanted him so much. But it
couldn't be there in the basement. Still we
stayed there most of the night, talking, singing
and thinking that maybe this was right for us.
At least I thought so.
Outside the blackness was yielding to a
soft gray and an end to this strange night. I
wasn't tired at all, just warm, happy and excited,
as if a beckoning vista had opened.
“I have to leave now”, he said. “But let's
see each other again as soon as possible.”
“Yes”, I said, “I think that's a good idea.
I will come to New Haven. Very soon.”
It wasn't quite that simple though. In
fact, I was a little torn. I had the expectation that
my future would have to lead to being more
than a wife and maybe a mother. A limitation
like that was out of the question. I was going to
get a Ph.D. and probably be a professor.

Also, I didn't have any money even if I'd
wanted to go to New Haven. But I did have a
plan. The first step was to earn some money so
I got a job. Although it was impossible to get a
job in publishing, there were always jobs as
typists or secretaries. So I accepted a rather
simple-minded job in an insurance company in
the loop, filling in data. Boring, but at least
paying something. I didn't have any expenses
except for the el fare to work every day, since I
was living at home. Because I started just before
Christmas, I was invited with everyone else to
the company Christmas event which was going
to the musical Camelot which had just come to
Chicago and I was delighted to be able to go.
I told my parents about my idea of going
to Germany and France to learn the languages,
so I could then go on and get a PH.D. They
seemed to think it was a reasonable plan, so they
offered to pay for a course in German at the
Goethe Institute in Germany. I had to pay the
travel expenses to get there. I searched for the
cheapest possible way to reach Germany and
found a freighter which took passengers. It was
leaving some time in February and I figured that
by then, I'd have earned enough to pay for it. I
wanted to find out how I could best learn
German in Germany and found the Goethe
Institute. It offered German courses at all levels
and there were Goethe Institute Schools all over
West Germany. I chose one in Bavaria, in a
small town called Ebersberg. Why that one, I
don’t know. I thought Ebersberg would be near
the Alps and it offered everything I needed. I
applied there and was accepted. The course was
starting in March.
It all seemed perfect. The freighter was
going to leave from the East Coast, somewhere,
sometime in February and go somewhere on the
west coast of Europe. It was pretty open and I
thought that was an adventure in itself.
Since December Steve and I had been
writing to each other several times a week,
discussing everything. I told him about the
freighter and said, it would be best for me to
come to New Haven and stay with him since I'd
be much closer when I finally did find out when
and where on the east coast the freighter was
leaving from. Was this going to be what he
wanted? His answer came as fast as was

possible in those days. I ripped open the
envelope and took out the card. It was like a
card on heavy fibrous paper, the writing a dark
red, somehow eerily beautiful. I looked at it,
read it and realized he had written it with his
own blood. Oh my God, I thought. That must
have been painful. But he was willing to give
me that much, a blood pact. I started to cry
silently and tearless, moved as I was. He
wanted me to come as soon as possible.
New Haven
I bought a ticket for the Grey Hound bus
to New Haven. I packed a suitcase of clothes, a
couple books, my address book and filled the
empty spots in my guitar case with clothes as
well; that's what I was taking with me from my
past life; no big and heavy suitcase again, but
small enough that I could manage it with no
trouble. Not very much, but I thought it was
enough. And so, I said good-bye to my parents
again. I was not sad to leave. I had been feeling
almost choked in that house, as if I had to keep
quiet, because if I said anything it would be too
shocking for my mother, that my quest, seeking
God and meaning was leading me far from their
path and I couldn't tell them. But it was like it
might burst out of me, so difficult it seemed to
keep it all secret. It would be easier just not to
see them at all. A lot of it had to do with sex. I
had played with the idea that if God is love and
human love is expressed through sex, then there
is some connection. It is an idea that certainly is
as old as religion, but for my mother I suspected
it would be a notion so sinful and terrible that
she'd automatically consign me to hell, well,
rather she'd do her best to save me. And this I
could not bear. So, I was going to New Haven
to have sex, not careless love, but in fact, I was
in love with Steve, very in love. More than I'd
been with any man before. So that is how I was
on the bus, sort of wallowing in the expectation
of slithering into an erotic vortex, permeated the
whole time with a kind of wreath of love that I
felt for him and I imagined he felt for me, his
blood that he'd given for me, warm, red,
rivulets, winding around me, coddled in the outof-time and space that a bus ride was, going
toward an eternity of togetherness.
I was astonished as the bus drove
through New Haven, how old and dilapidated it

looked. Steve was at the bus station when I got
there. I ran into his arms and he took me to his
home which was just a room in a house that he
rented with others. His room wasn't that big,
but it had a bed and a desk and space enough for
me to be there. The couple months since we'd
last seen each other had seemed like an eternity.
Now we were together, maybe an eternal
together only broken for the time I'd be in
Europe. I thought we would survive that, both
of us. There was one bed and it hadn't even
been a question that we'd both sleep in it.
The night came as if breathing warm
glowing puffs of clouds that you could sink into.
Steve lit a candle, put on a record of blues
music, turned out the lights and we snuggled
naked under the covers. I could feel the heat of
his body, but I didn't touch him yet. He came
closer and his hand was on mine. I felt
weightless and however I moved was
astoundingly effortless. Everything became the
desire to be closer to him. He waited, he waited
until I couldn't bear it anymore and perhaps it
was that way with him too.
My mother in one of her rarest moments,
in fact, perhaps the only one in which she had
mentioned sex, had once said to me that if a
woman had sex before marriage, she would
never have an orgasm. I hadn't believed her, but
until then I couldn't prove otherwise. But the
nights I spent with Steve turned into a repeating
orgy and I finally knew what consuming desire
and sexual pleasure was. But it wasn't only sex.
I wasn't kidding myself. I could imagine love
being like a shelf that you could fill with books,
one of them was sex, but there was also
communication, the way the beloved looked and
acted, the exchange of ideas and the feeling of
compatibility, and finally the spiritual bond and
I thought that with Steve this bookshelf was
completely filled whereas before always there
were one or two books maybe, but never all of
them. Why shouldn't this go on forever?
1964 Leaving Steve
One day Steve called me to the phone.
For you, he said. The person at the other end
was from the transport company that owned the
freighter I had booked passage on. Your ship is
leaving from Newport News, Virginia, probably
in two days, she said. You should come to

Newport News as soon as possible. I'd been
with Steve for a week and now I had to leave. I
suddenly felt torn.
“What did they say?” Steve asked.
“I have to go to Newport News
tomorrow.”
He looked at me intently. “Do you have
to go?”
It was my turn to look at him earnestly.
“I have to do this”, I said.
“If you stayed”, he said, “I'm graduating
in June, we could…”
I understood. He wasn't pressing me to
stay, but he wanted me to. If I did stay, we'd
probably be getting married in not too long a
time. But I knew that I wasn't ready. However
much I wanted to be with him, I still needed a
little more freedom. “I will be back in one
year”, I said. “That isn't very long. Then we
will be together for good.”
“Who knows what could happen in a
year”, he said sadly.
“I'll be back”, I said.
But the next day when he brought me to
the bus, the sadness had engulfed me as much as
him and I simply cried.
“You don't have to go”, he said and
brushed some tears from my face.
We embraced, all of my energy and
feelings, love and hope were in it for me and I
didn't want to let him go, but people were
getting into the bus and I had no choice, because
I did have to go.
There was something so strong in me
that drove me to leave Steve, the man I'd wanted
to be with more than any other. I didn't intend
to leave him forever. I was immensely in love
with him and had been for a long time. I had
been searching for my life-time partner since I
started college. It's biological and social, our
genes, our upbringing, society. I wasn't outside
all of that. I'd had my time to play and test and I
was OK with it, even though I had a hard time
harmonizing it with the morality of my family. I
didn't agree with their definition of what is
moral. But I couldn't explain my view to them,
not because I didn't have the words, but because
the words would have meant nothing to them.
So I didn't talk to them about it, yet when I was
with them it bothered me. It bothered me that

my life was proceeding in a box with no
connections to their box. How do you live with
the contradictions and not let them eat away at
you? My choice at that time was to avoid
situations where I'd be faced with the unease. I
went away, far away. But I could have resolved
it by staying with Steve. If I'd married him at
that time, I'd have kept a bridge between my
past, my roots and a life as I wanted to live it
and I thought I could live that life being married
to Steve. I would have had the Christian
background, Wheaton evangelicalism in an
evolved form I suppose. My family would have
probably been OK with it. And there'd still be a
way open to explore the unknown, being an
adult, finding a career, having a family. It was
appealing enough to me. So why didn't I do
that?
There was some kind of spark that kept
flaring up. A need for a little more adventure
before settling down. I even had a rationale for
it. I needed to learn languages in order to be a
good philosopher. That wasn't negating
marriage, career, family, it was just putting it off
for a while, and not necessarily too long either.
So, I made up a narrative for myself which said;
I'm in love with Steve. I want to marry him.
But not yet, because I need a little more freedom
before settling down to the business of being a
somewhat eccentric, but prosperous American
adult. He will wait for me while I go away for a
year and then I'll come back to him and we'll
live happily ever after. It sounded to me like a
perfect fairy tale. And, of course, it didn't
happen.
. I did not go away intending to be on the
prowl. I had no need to. I didn't intend to
seduce or be seduced. I just wanted to see the
world. If the world happened to be full of
young males who seemed quite appealing, it
wasn't my fault. I could have closed my eyes.
But that wasn't why I went to see the world.
You can't do it with your eyes closed. So, I kept
my eyes open. But it brought confusion into my
simple fairy tale, a lot of confusion actually.

