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 MOMMY, WHAT IS GOVERNMENT?
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The sun had just set over the Martian landscape and the thin 

atmosphere was still lit with a blue glow. The Castro family had 

finished dinner and watched the sun set through the thick 

windows of their home, a large structure primarily beneath the 

surface, but with one level above where the surface could be 

seen. Maria Castro sat on the couch, snuggled against her 

mother. The local educational collective had shown an old film 

about war on Earth. It was a strange world, Earth, with many 

concepts and ideas foreign to Maria. Maria looked up at her 

mother and asked, "Mommy, what is government?" 

 

"Something we left behind on Earth, my dear," she replied. 

"Why do you ask?" 

 

"I saw a film today about a war on Earth. The film mentioned 

the word 'government.' I never heard that word before," said 

Maria. 

 

"Well, Maria," said her mother, "I've never lived under a 

government so what I have to say may not be accurate. 

However, I will tell you what my father told me." 

 

The mother pondered thoughtfully for a moment, as if 
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struggling for words, and then she began to recount what she 

had heard about government. 

 

"A long time ago, back on Earth, before it was destroyed in a 

great war, people did not live freely as they do here on Mars. 

Most people believed that humans were evil by nature and that 

they needed to be controlled by other humans." 

 

"That's silly," said Maria. "First of all, people are neither good 

nor evil. We begin our lives ignorant and we learn to be ethical. 

Secondly, if people were evil by nature, how could it be that 

some would be good enough to lead the evil?" 

 

"I know," said her mother, "that seems obvious to us, but it was 

not obvious to them. They failed to understand that imposition 

of control denies individuals the opportunity to be responsible. 

Without full self responsibility, learning to live an ethical life is 

impossible. Having failed to achieve an ethical life, it is no 

wonder that the people of Earth seemed evil. 

 

"In their simplemindedness, they sought to control the 

existence of violence and injustice by imposing violence and 

injustice. Rather than giving each individual the right to choose 

between being just and unjust, they chose to construct a 

mechanism to impose an artificial justice, selecting from the 

population individuals to control the mechanism. These 
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selected individuals tended to wield the mechanism of "justice" 

with impunity. Having concentrated the power of the many into 

the hands of the few, society became hierarchical and 

government evolved to exist for its own sake, exploiting the 

hierarchical relationship to extract more and more resources 

from the people for the purpose of increasing the government's 

control over the people. 

 

"Those entrenched in power, enabled by the tools of 

government - a great lever whereby all of society's collective 

force could be wielded in the interest of the entrenched, the 

powerful discovered that they could control and manipulate the 

perception of reality. In a real and just world, natural forces 

impose reality upon the senses. Under natural circumstances, 

such as we have here on Mars, an unjust person can be 

shunned, denied resources and handed justice by the 

individual decisions of his or her fellow humans. Under 

government, such individual choices are limited and the 

government reserves for itself the right to determine justice 

and control resources. Under government, it is the government 

that decides which unjust individuals shall receive justice and 

which shall not. Within hierarchical societies, mechanisms 

controlled by entrenched individuals are wielded, more often 

than not, in the interest of the person at the controls and not in 

the interest of justice. Therefore, there is no objective justice 

under government, only an expression of the self serving 
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interests of those wielding the power they stole from others. 

 

"With such power concentrated in the hands of the few, the 

people became pawns in the competition between 

governments..." 

 

"Wait!" exclaimed Maria. "There were more than one 

government on Earth?" 

 

"Yes," her mother answered. "Some people just can't get 

enough of a bad thing," she laughed. 

 

"As I was saying, governments competed with each other for 

resources. Those in control of a government could further 

enrich themselves and their associates by expropriating the 

resources (e.g. the natural resources and human resources) of 

other governments. Naturally, governments do not usually roll 

over and hand their resources to another, so this led to conflict. 

The conflict between governments took the form of war and the 

people were sent to fight on behalf of the governments." 

 

Maria interrupted her mother. "You mean it was not enough 

that government stole the resources of its own people, but now 

it was using its own people as resources in conflicts? 

Moreover, these conflicts were intended to steal the resources 

of other governments - resources that governments stole from 
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their own people would become the target of theft by other 

governments and the victims of these robberies, the people of 

the nations in conflict, would be sent to execute the theft or 

defend against it?" 

 

"I know it sounds absurd, Maria, but that is how it was," said 

her mother. "As governments conquered governments, the 

number of independent governments on Earth grew smaller 

and smaller until there remained only one super powerful 

government imposing its will upon a handful of subject 

governments. That super powerful government became more 

and more oppressive as it had no one to answer to. In time a 

rebellion brewed. Many of the smaller governments began to 

organize against the super powerful government and a large 

war ensued. Rather than give up its power, the super powerful 

government destroyed much of the Earth with nuclear 

weapons. Fortunately, before this happened, many humans had 

already come to Mars, a world without a government, and 

decided to keep it that way." 

 

 

"I'm glad we did," said Maria. 

 

"So am I," said her mother. 
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The two parents were blessed with a new boy and they named 

him Coward. They had wanted a girl, but they loved him all the 

same. Coward was a sweet boy with a baby face and a pleasant 

smile. They took Coward home to his brothers and sisters and 

they too were pleased. The brothers were happy to have a new 

brother and the sisters were happy to have a baby to dote over. 

 

Coward's dad was determined to raise Coward to be just like 

him - a successful corporate man. The father would instill in 

Coward all of the values he loved - obedience, servitude and 

patriotism. As Coward grew, his father taught him that God 

came first, country came second and family came third. There 

was no space for self. "God, country and family!" his dad would 

say. 

 

Coward was jealous of his brother Dexter. Dexter was smarter 

than Coward. Dexter was less loved by his father than Coward 

but more loved by his mother. While Coward looked up to his 

dad, Dexter looked up to his mom. While Coward learned to 

respect authority, Dexter learned to despise authority. While 

Coward sought praise from his mother and father, Dexter was 
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satisfied with his own self esteem and did not seek approval. 

 

Coward, like his parents, became a Christian. Dexter became an 

atheist. Coward, like his parents became a capitalist. Dexter 

became an anarchist. Coward measured his value in terms of 

what others deemed it to be while Dexter did not spend much 

time on estimating his value - he assumed it irrelevant. 

 

���	�������������	�������������	�������������	��������������

 

By the time Coward finished high school, Dexter was almost 

finished with college. A war was brewing and there was talk of 

a draft. Dexter, despite his differences with his brother, loved 

his brother. Moreover, Dexter loved everybody and saw in 

everybody value derived not from what they had or who they 

obeyed, but derived, instead, from being a human being. And 

so it happened that as the spectra of war raised its head, Dexter 

opposed it and Coward supported it. Dexter had grown to see 

the world as it is, a network of greedy and dishonest men 

playing chess with the lives of better men, sending them to 

battle and death, for the advancement of power and conquest. 

Coward had grown up to see the world as his parents saw it, a 

hierarchy of individuals and institutions constructed in terms of 

their merit (e.g. the degree to which they were blessed with the 

false values of obedience, servitude and patriotism) and 

selected by a "divine" process codified in law. Coward didn't 
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 really love anyone, he just learned how to admire obedience, 

servitude and patriotism, so it was of no surprise that Coward 

supported the war. 

 

Coward's parents grew more fond of Coward than Dexter. After 

all, Coward reflected their values of obedience, servitude and 

patriotism while Dexter reflected the values of honesty, liberty 

and justice. Coward would make patriotic statements and his 

parents would be pleased. Dexter would use "unfair" tricks, 

commonly known as "facts" and "reason" to prove that the war 

was not patriotic and was, instead, based on greed, 

manipulation and deceit. 

 

When the draft came, Coward began to have second thoughts. 

After all, he might just die in the war. Coward, however, did not 

speak up. He valued the praise of his mother and father and he 

saw that those such as Dexter who spoke out against 

obedience, servitude and patriotism were unloved, un-praised 

and the target of open derision. Coward and Dexter were 

drafted. 
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When Coward and Dexter received their draft notices, their 

mother and father were proud that their sons would fight for the 

beloved homeland. This pride was interrupted when Dexter 
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refused to serve. Dexter burned his draft papers, spoke out 

against the war, went AWOL and became a fugitive. Mother and 

father disowned Dexter. "Our honor would be saved by 

Coward," they thought. 

 

In training, Coward began to wonder if Dexter was right, but he 

did not speak up because he knew his parents would be 

prouder of him if he served and did his duty. When Coward 

arrived at the war zone, he discovered a world unlike any he 

had known. Death was around him, the civilians under his boot 

in the foreign land had fear entrenched in their eyes, the cities 

were homes to the dislocated - orphaned children on the street, 

wives in search of dead husbands and the stench of death. It is 

in this foreign land that Coward was issued a weapon and sent 

off to kill. 

 

During his first battle, Coward remembered the words of his 

God, "Thou shall not kill." As he fought his way across the 

battle field, he found himself face to face with the enemy, 

looking in to the enemy's eyes. In the enemy's eyes he saw 

himself, a frightened young man thrown into the jaws of war. 

They were all just like him. "Thou shall not kill," echoed in his 

head. "We're proud of you son," echoed the voice of mother 

and father in his head. He raised his gun and shot. He saw, in 

the eyes of the soldier he killed, his own eyes as they would 

have been had they traded places. The enemy soldier lay 

bleeding 
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bleeding on the field, tears streaked down the enemy soldier's 

face and the enemy soldier died. Coward was stunned. "How 

could I kill a man?" he thought. This would not be the last man 

he would kill. 

 

Dexter, on the run, began to wage his own war, only Dexter 

chose words and not weapons. Dexter became vilified by the 

press. They called Dexter a coward. Dexter lost his family, his 

friends, his comfort, his safety and his reputation. Despite all of 

this, Dexter stood strong. He defied the government and he 

defied the war. He took to defacing bill boards with anti-war 

slogans. Under the cover of night, he would paint his anti-war 

statements wherever he could, always sure to place a circle "a" 

next to the statement. 

 

When there were protests, Dexter wore a black mask to hide his 

identity. Whenever the police would arrest someone at a 

demonstration, Dexter and others would attack the police and 

drag the arrestees away from the police into safety. As the anti-

war movement became more militant, Dexter began to organize 

others. In time they became known as the resistance. 

 

Meanwhile, Coward continued with the fight, and though his 

God taught him not to kill he continued to kill because he 

lacked the courage not to kill. Given the choice between doing 

what is right and what is safe, Coward chose the latter. Coward  

won 
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 won many medals for his soldierly actions. He was obedient, 

servile and patriotic. Dexter won nothing for his heroic 

resistance to war and tyranny. Unlike Coward, however, Dexter 

was not looking for personal gain. 

 

���	����������	����������	����������	�����������

 

And on the same day, half a world apart, the two brothers died 

in battle. A new recruit from the enemy army found himself face 

to face with Coward. In Coward's eyes he saw himself. He 

remember the words of his God, "Thou shall not kill." He raised 

his rifle and shot Coward. Coward fell to the Earth, his body 

shattered and felt the life draining from him. He heard an inner 

voice, the voice of his father, say, "I am proud of you Coward." 

Coward's own voice replied, "Fuck you, Dad," and he died. 

 

Dexter was in battle with the police. A cop looked into Dexter's 

eyes and saw the enemy, not himself. The cop shot Dexter. 

Dexter fell to the Earth, his body shattered and felt the life 

draining from him. He heard an inner voice, the voice of his 

father, say, in a mocking tone, "Was it worth it, Dexter?" 

Dexter's own voice replied, "Yes, Dad, it was worth it," and he 

died. 

 

On the mantle in the former home of Coward and Dexter, there 

is a photo of Coward in his uniform. Laid out next to the photo 
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are a row of medals. The family always talks of Coward the 

hero. They never mention Dexter. 
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There was a little boy who did not know now. He only knew 

what was and what he hoped there would be. When his parents 

took him in their car to go on a trip, the little boy only thought 

of what he would do when he got to the destination. He would 

picnic. He would swim. He would play tricks on his sister. So 

excited was he about what he would do that he endlessly asked 

his parents when they would arrive. 

 

"Are we there yet? How much longer until we get to the beach, 

mom? Why is it taking so long." Such were the endless words 

of the boy who did not know now. Never did he let his family 

enjoy the ride. Upon arriving at the beach, he stormed out of 

the car and ran towards the water. 

 

"Wait", said his mother. "Before you can go swimming we must 

have our picnic. The food will not keep. We must eat now." 

 

"But, mom!", said the boy. "I can't wait to go swimming. I want 

to splash in the water, make sand-castles, collect shells, and 

throw mud at my sister. Please mom, let me go swimming 

now!" 
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The mother prevailed and the boy who did not know now 

reluctantly came to eat. Briskly, without taking time to taste the 

food, he jammed it down his mouth, for he wanted to swim. As 

soon as he finished, he ran full speed towards the beach. He 

was anticipating throwing mud at his sister but, she was still 

eating. "Come play with me!", he implored his sister. 

 

"No, I am not through eating! The food is wonderful. I want to 

enjoy the taste of it in my mouth and absorb the warm 

sunshine. The ocean will be there when I am finished. Go and 

play now, if you want but, I want to enjoy the moment." This is 

what his sister said, for she was older and wiser than her 

brother. 

 

The boy would not wait. He became angry at his sister. So 

angry was he that he could not enjoy swimming. Full of 

thoughts and plans he paid no attention as he walked further 

and further out into the water. Suddenly, a strong under-tow 

pulled at his legs and swept him into the ocean. Down he was 

dragged. Gasping for air, he struggled against the pull of the 

deep and managed to get his head above water for a moment. 

He drank up the air and was pulled under again. Up and down, 

his head bobbed. One moment frantically grabbing a breath of 

air and the next feeling the terrible panic of helpless 

suffocation beneath the waves. His awareness, at first sharp, 

began to fade. Time slowed. Sensations broke down from an 

orderly 
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orderly manifestation of reality into a confusion of light, sound, 

feeling, taste, and smell. The throbbing in his chest spread to 

his brain as the mosaic of sensation pulsed chaotically with the 

beating of his heart. And then, time stopped, all went dark, and 

he lay suspended beneath the surface. 

 

Once again, awareness crept in. It began with a ringing in his 

ears. The buzz of disorganized sound stung his ears and a 

sickly chill shuttered through his body. Sound began to take 

form and bits of meaning coalesced into awareness. Fear stung 

his body as he began to realize that he was emerging into the 

unfamiliar without a memory of what occasion brought him to 

the sterile surroundings of a room with white walls and 

machines. 

 

There, beside him, holding his hand, his mother wept. When 

she saw his eyes open, she was filled with joy. "What happened 

mom", he asked? "Where am I?" 

 

"You're in the hospital. You nearly drowned. How do you feel? 

Do you understand me", she asked as tears streamed down her 

face. 

 

Several days later the boy who did not know now, came home. 

His dad was so happy to see him that he offered to take him 

anywhere he wished to go. The boy had learned a lot and his 

response shocked his parents. "I'd just like to sit here and 
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response shocked his parents. "I'd just like to sit here and 

enjoy being home with my family", he said. "I'd like to sit here 

and hear the sounds of our home. Where is my sister? I want to 

play with her. The boy had learned the importance of now. Now 

is the time to live, the time to decide, the time to explore. To not 

pay attention to now is to place one in a position of 

vulnerability and danger. To live for the future is to live for a 

dream. Life is a continuous string of nows. The future is only a 

plan. Each now spent planning is one less spent living. Live a 

full life. 

 

Live now. 
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Mike woke up early. His new skates were waiting. The pond had 

frozen solidly and Mike had been longing to join the other boys 

and girls skating on the patch of smooth ice. Pushing off the 

covers, he climbed out of bed and peaked out the window. It 

was a nice day. The sun was starting to rise. The sky was clear. 

No sign of wind could be seen. 

 

Mike’s mommy was already in the kitchen making breakfast. 

Mike was hungry and pancakes were just what he wanted. The 

smell of butter melting over the soft cakes was irresistible. 

After a short stack and a glass of orange juice, Mike got 

dressed, brushed his teeth, grabbed the skates and began 

walking to the pond. 

 

The streets were empty. The sun was now above the horizon. 

The cold air nipped at his nose, so he covered his face with his 

scarf. At the point in the road closest to the pond, Mike began 

walking through the snow to the shore. The snow crunched 

under his boots. There was a slight crust on top of the. As he 

cleared the last trees before the shore, he saw his friends 

skating on the smooth patch of ice. 

 

Sally was wearing a red jacket. Lisa wore a pink jacket and a 

white hat. Mike liked Lisa, but Lisa hardly noticed Mike. Andy 
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wore brown pants and a brown jacket. He was trying to do 

tricks with his skates. Whenever the girls were around, he 

acted up. Mike didn’t like him much, when Lisa was there. 

Perhaps he was jealous. Mike was quiet and didn’t try to show 

off. Some boys will do anything to get the attention of girls. 

Mike was under the impression that girls liked nice boys. 

Unfortunately, Mike was wrong. Some girls do like nice boys, 

but not all do. In any case, nice boys are often not noticed and 

being noticed seems to be a large part of getting a girl’s 

attention. 

 

Sally never went anywhere without Jake, her dog. Jake was a 

large brown dog with a red collar. Jake liked to jump and play 

and always got excited when the boys and girls were around. 

Everyone liked Jake. 

 

Mike found a rock to sit on. He took off his boots and slipped 

on his skates. If you’ve ever worn skates, you know that lacing 

them up takes some time. His new skates were more like boots 

with blades and it took some time to run the new laces through 

all of the holes, make sure the end of each lace was the same 

length, and then tie them. 

 

Mike had skated before, but this was his first time this winter. 

His ankles were a little weak and skating was difficult. After a 

few falls, he got the hang of it again and began skating with the 
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others in a circle. They all skated around the smooth patch in 

one direction. That is, all of them did except for Andy. Andy 

was looking for attention and randomly dashed in different 

directions, sometimes causing others to fall. 

 

Meanwhile, Jake would dash around chasing them. He was a 

good dog and usually didn’t knock anyone down. However, this 

time was a little different. Andy got in Jake’s way, Jake leapt off 

to one side and Mike fell over Jake, hitting his head. He didn’t 

lose consciousness, but was a bit stunned. As he lay there, the 

other children began skating around him in a circle. Mike sat on 

the ice rubbing his head. Not content with simply circling Mike, 

Andy began to spin from time to time, showing off his skating 

skills. Watching this, it struck Mike that he was like the sun in 

the center of the solar system and the other children were like 

planets circling the sun. Andy was like the Earth, rotating as he 

circled Mike, who sat in the position of the sun. 

 

Perhaps trying to get some attention or perhaps just to have 

something to say, Mike pointed out this observation. He 

compared Andy to the Earth and explained how the Earth went 

around the Sun once per year while rotating once per day. Mike 

liked science and this was right up his ally. 

 

The other children looked at Mike indignantly. Lisa blurted out, 

"that’s just not true!" "The Earth does not spin," she said, "the 
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Sun goes around the Earth!" "That’s why it rises and sets 

everyday." 

 

Mike was amazed. Didn’t everyone know that the Earth went 

around the Sun and that the Earth rotated once per day? Surely 

everyone knew this. Mike couldn’t remember ever thinking 

differently. He was raised on science books. 

 

Of course, Mike was correct. The Earth does revolve around the 

Sun once per year and the Earth does rotate once per day 

causing the Sun to appear to rise and set. However, if you look 

at the sky and you watch the Sun, it’s easy to understand how 

one would get the impression that it is the sun that circles the 

Earth. Proving that the Earth revolves around the Sun and 

rotates however, is not very simple. It took humans many 

thousands of years to come to just that conclusion. If you think 

about it, it does make sense. But making sense is not 

necessarily proof. 

 

Mike insisted that he was correct. He had read it in science 

books. Humans had gone into space and visited the Moon. 

“Unless science was correct about these things,” Mike said, “it 

would not have been very likely that we would have been able 

to put a man on the Moon and bring him back without making a 

mistake working on the incorrect belief that the Earth goes 

around the Sun and not the other way around. Something 
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would have gone wrong. Lisa must be wrong!” 

 

Mike and Lisa continued to argue. Finally, Lisa proposed a 

solution. 

 

"My mother told me that this is a democracy and that the 

people rule. We solve these things by voting. Everyone that 

believes that the Sun goes around the Earth, and not the other 

way around, raise their hand." 

 

This struck Mike as absurd. What people believed had nothing 

to do with whether something was true or not. It was not a 

matter of opinion. It was either the case that the Earth went 

around the Sun or the case that the Sun went around the Earth 

and no one’s opinion, no matter how many people were 

involved, could have any effect on that fact. 

 

Mike tried to explain this to his friends, but Lisa said, once 

again, "Look, Mike, this is a democracy, we’re going to vote on 

it. All that believe that the Sun goes around the Earth, raise 

your hands!" 

 

All of the other children, with the exception of Mike, raised their 

hands. Mike was shocked. More importantly, he was indignant. 

Would they really believe something to be true just because 

they voted that it was true? Lisa was correct that we were 
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taught that this is a democracy and that we do vote. Mike found 

it difficult to resolve this. He went home very disappointed in 

his friends and felt alienated. After all, he was correct and 

everyone else thought he was wrong. 

 

And that’s how this story ends. The majority was wrong. Mike 

was right. The majority continued in their ignorance and Mike 

felt slighted. Standing up for the truth is often like this. The 

truth is independent of belief. It doesn’t matter how much you 

believe something or how many people agree with you on the 

matter. The truth about something is outside of belief. It stands 

on its own. Do not trust the majority to decide for you what is 

the truth. Seek the objective truth. The true path is often lonely, 

but it takes you to a better place. Mike followed the path of 

truth. Where do you think it will lead him? Those that follow the 

majority become one of many but those that follow the truth 

become one of few and everyone that ever did anything 

important was among the few. 
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Bobby and his dad took a trip from Boston to New York by 

train.  They had a wonderful day.  They visited many places, 

saw all kinds of people and had a fun time.  On the way back, 

the two sat side by side on the train bench.  In front of them, 

facing their bench, was another train bench.  An old man sat on 

that bench facing Bobby.  He wore a suit and tie and was old 

enough to be Bobby's grandfather.  The old man looked very 

tired.  His eyes looked very sad and he had a frown. 

 

The old man's frown frightened Bobby.  From time to time the 

old man would smile at Bobby and ask him a question with a 

very friendly voice, but Bobby would try to hide behind his 

Daddy's jacket, snuggling close to him and hiding his face.  

After a while, Bobby got hungry and asked his Daddy for 

something to eat. 

 

The two walked up the isle and passed through many cars of 

the train.  They were heading for the dinner car.  Bobby enjoyed 

walking between the train cars.  It was warm inside the train but 

very cold outside.  Each time they reached the end of a train 

car, Bobby's Daddy would open the door and the two would 

pass through the enclosed gap separating the two train cars.  

The clicking and clanking of the train wheels over the steel rails 

was much louder between the cars and the burst of cold fresh 
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air was exciting. 

 

After passing through four cars, the two arrived at the dining 

car.  The dining car was small.  There was a little kitchen with a 

woman dressed in a train uniform.  Bobby and his Daddy 

looked at the menu.  Bobby wanted pizza and his dad bought 

him a slice. 

 

The two found a small table inside the dining car and sat 

across from each other.  After eating the slice of pizza, Bobby 

looked up at his dad and asked, "Why are old people so very 

angry, Daddy?" 

 

This surprised Bobby's Daddy because he never thought about 

that question before.  He looked at Bobby and asked, "What do 

you mean?  Why do you think that?" 

 

Bobby was thinking about the man with the frown and so he 

said, "When we were sitting on the train bench, the old man 

across from us had a frown.  He looked so sad and angry, even 

when nothing was going on.  I was scared to look at him." 

 

"Bobby, the old man was very nice to you, wasn't he?" said 

Bobby's dad. 

 

Bobby nodded and then replied, "But why do so many old 
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people have a frown?" 

 

Bobby's Daddy thought for a moment.  He was having difficulty 

finding words that Bobby would understand. 

 

"Bobby," said his dad, "when you are young, the world is new 

to you and you feel excited about each new thing you learn.  

The love you receive from Mommy and Daddy is absolute and 

unconditional.  You do not worry about where you will sleep at 

night, whether you will have food at mealtime or what will 

happen to you tomorrow.  Life is not the same for older people. 

 

"You see, as you get older, you are expected to do more and 

more things for yourself, things that you rely upon others to do 

for you now.  Doing these things for yourself, when you can do 

them, is sometimes rewarding, but it often causes lots of worry.  

Older people need to work in order to earn the money they 

need.  If they have no work, they have no money.  Without 

money, they cannot pay for a place to live, for clothes or even 

for food.  Finding work is not easy.  Even when someone has 

work, they fear losing their work.  All can be fine one day and 

then lost the next." 

 

Bobby interrupted, "If someone works hard, why would they 

worry about losing their job?" 
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"Well, in a fair world, people would only lose their jobs for a 

good reason, for example, if they failed to work, or did a 

poor job or if their company simply could not afford to pay 

them any longer.  But the world is not always fair, Bobby"  

Bobby's Daddy became silent. 

 

"Why isn't the world always fair, Daddy," Bobby asked? 

 

"Well," said his dad, "there are many reasons why the world is 

not always fair.  First of all, in the world of humans, we value 

certain things more than others.  For example, we value life, 

friendship, love and freedom.  However, the things of life are 

also physical things or involve physical things.  Physical things 

obey the laws of nature and sometimes, though you value 

something greatly, nature values it only in terms of its physical 

characteristics.  For example, to me you are the universe.  I 

love you dearly and if anything were to happen to you, I would 

be crushed.  To the universe, on the other hand, you are just a 

50 pound chunk of matter.  Nature will treat you not as a person 

loved by his Daddy, but as a thing.  Sometimes natural events 

befall things.  We have storms, accidents, illnesses and so on.  

When we lose something we value because nature treats it as a 

thing, we feel that something unfair has happened. 

 

"But, you know Bobby, these natural events are less 

troublesome emotionally than the injustice one man or woman 
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imposes on another.  If lightening hits someone you love, you 

will feel grief and loss but you will not blame the lightening.  

After all, lightening is doing what it does by nature and has no 

evil intent (or any intent at all for that matter).  Humans, on the 

other hand, usually act with intent, so when one human hurts 

another he or she does so intentionally and the feeling of 

injustice can be great.  One becomes ever sadder and ever 

more worn down by each injustice he or she experiences. 

 

"People do all sorts of terrible things to one another.  These 

things are not necessary, but they do these things anyway..." 

 

"What kind of things do people do, Daddy?" asked Bobby. 

 

Bobby's dad seemed uncomfortable.  Inside he was searching 

for words.  Finally, he broke his silence and said, "Some people 

hurt other people they work with.  They lay traps to cause them 

to have trouble at work.  They interfere with their work, secretly, 

while pretending to be a friend..." 

 

"That's mean!" said Bobby. 

 

"You're right," said his dad.  "It's terrible what people do to 

each other.  What is worse is the damage they do to the family 

members of their victims.  It's one thing to harm someone that 

you don't like.  While this is bad, it's even worse to harm people 
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you don't even know.  When a person loses his or her job, if he 

has a family, the entire family suffers.  If the job was lost 

because someone intentionally interfered with the person's 

work, that is very evil.  Why should a young child, for example, 

go without food or go without a place to sleep just because 

some other person can only move forward in life by harming 

those who are more talented or do a better job than 

themselves?" 

 

"That makes me angry.  I feel sorry for those boys and girls 

whose daddies or mommies lose their jobs because of evil 

people," blurted Bobby. 

 

"You should be, Bobby, because you are one of those children.  

Your life would be much better if Mommy didn't lose her job to 

just such an evil person." 

 

There was a long silence.  Bobby's dad continued. 

 

"Remember last Christmas?" 

 

"Yeah," said Bobby.  "Santa Claus didn't bring me the gifts I 

wanted.  I was very sad." 

 

"Well, Bobby, it wasn't Santa Claus' fault.  You see, Mommy 

and Daddy bought those gifts.  When Mommy lost her job, we 
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could barely pay the rent.  We had to choose between giving 

you a place to live and giving you those gifts you wanted.  We 

did the best we could, but we know you were disappointed.  

That anger you felt should be directed at the cause, not at 

Santa Claus." 

 

Tears welled up in Bobby's eyes. 

 

"Remember when we visited Mommy at work, when she had a 

job.  Do you remember that woman with the smile, the one who 

gave you candy?" 

 

"Yes," Bobby replied.  "She was nice." 

 

"She only seemed that way, Bobby.  While she was pretending 

to be nice, she was saying nasty things about your mommy, 

going through her desk, steeling her work and lying to your 

mommy.  She is one of those people who cannot move forward 

when someone more talented is around, so she found a way to 

get your mommy fired.  It wasn't your mommy's fault, it was 

that woman's fault." 

 

"I'm going to remember her," Daddy.  "She'll get what's coming 

to her." 

 

"Now, Bobby, don't say that!  You are too young to be carrying  
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around anger like that.  I wouldn't want you to turn into that 

frowning old man at eight years old."  

 

Bobby smiled, he was beginning to understand. 

 

"It is OK to hate her, but it is not OK to waste your time thinking 

about her.  Hate is natural, but when it consumes you, it harms 

you in return.  Hate her and forget her." 

 

The two sat and listened to the wheels of the training clicking 

over the tracks.  After a while, Bobby's dad began to speak 

again. 

 

"So, you see, Bobby, older people have a lot to worry about 

and they carry the scars of many sad times they have passed 

through.  Usually, when they have a frown, they don't even 

know they have a frown.  They have been sad so long it just 

seems natural to them." 

 

Bobby looked sad.  He thought about this for a while and then 

asked to go back to the train bench across from the old man.  

They walked back through the cars and found their seat.  

Bobby sat next to the old man, smiled and said, "Hi, I'm Bobby.  

Do you want to play?" 

 

The old man smiled very widely.  His eyes sparkled and the two 
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spent the rest of the train ride telling each other stories, 

drawing, and playing.  Bobby felt a warmth for older people that 

he did not feel before.  The old man seemed to forget his 

troubles and became lost in his conversation with Bobby. 

Bobby's dad smiled. 



 37 

WHY DO OLD PEOPLE FROWN?



 38 

SHOULD I TRUST THE POLICE?

(��#�������#�
�����&���)���

George came home from school with a D.A.R.E. sticker.  He 

wore it proudly on his shirt.  His father asked him what he had 

learned that day.  George told his father how Officer Friendly 

warned them about taking drugs and how drugs were bad, very 

bad.  George told his father he would never take drugs. 

 

George's father was happy to hear that his son would not take 

drugs.  He smiled at his son and the two of them went out into 

the backyard to play catch.  They threw the ball back and forth.  

George liked playing ball.  George was thinking about what 

Officer Friendly had told them that day and he looked at his dad 

and said, "Dad, do we have any drugs in the house?" 

 

His father was taken aback by the question, but children are 

naive so he let his suspicions pass.  There were no drugs in the 

house and George's parents did not take drugs.  His father 

decided to answer the question first and then to probe a little 

more deeply into what was behind the question. 

 

"No, George," said his father.  "We have no drugs in the house.  

We don't believe in taking illegal drugs." 

 

George smiled and said, "Good."  
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His father was curious so he asked George, "Did anyone ask 

you find out if we did have drugs in the house?" 

 

George smiled and said, "Yeah, Officer Friendly told us that we 

should ask our mommies and daddies if there were drugs in the 

house.  He said they could trust Officer Friendly and that 

Officer Friendly would help their parents if there were drugs in 

the house." 

 

His father was unhappy that Officer Friendly was using children 

to spy on their parents.  This is the kind of thing that happened 

in Nazi Germany and Soviet Russia.  He needed to explain to 

his son that you cannot always trust the police. 

 

"You know, George," said his father, "sometimes police 

officers are useful and do good things, but they sometimes do 

bad things.  The police are not your friends.  They are police 

officers because it is their job.  When people do things because 

it is their job, they don't follow the rules that friends follow.  

Officer Friendly is named 'Officer Friendly', because he wants 

you to think of him as a friend.  If you think of him as a friend, 

you will tell him whatever he wants to know.  If he learns 

something he doesn't like, he will use it against you or your 

family." 

 

"I don't get it, Daddy," said George.  
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His father paused and then continued.  

 

"Let me explain by giving you an example.  You know how you 

like firecrackers?" 

 

George smiled, nodded and said, "I love firecrackers!" 

 

"George," asked his Dad, "did you know firecrackers are 

illegal?  If the police catch you, your mommy or your daddy 

with fire crackers, they could put you, your mom, or me into 

jail. " 

 

"Why are they illegal?" asked George with a surprised look on 

his face.  "They're fun.  Why would anyone make them illegal?" 

 

"Laws don't always make sense," his father said.  "Laws are 

created for all kinds of reasons.  A law could be created in 

order to make some particular business owner rich.  A law 

could be created to boost the popularity of the politician 

supporting the law.  Sometimes laws are passed because they 

make sense.  However, often laws are passed merely to give 

the police more control.  This law might be one of those laws. 

 

"Now, since firecrackers are illegal and since Officer Friendly 

wants you to think of him as a friend, you just might share your 

love of firecrackers with him." 
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"I do talk with my friends about firecrackers," George sighed. 

 

"There is nothing wrong with that, George.  But if you told 

Officer Friendly, he'd come and arrest us because Officer 

Friendly is not your friend, not my friend and not Mommy's 

friend.  Officer Friendly is a police officer and his job is to put 

people in jail.  They pay him to put people in jail.  He wakes up 

in the morning just to put people in jail and he will use fake 

names like 'Officer Friendly' just to get you to talk with him so 

that he can put more people in jail." 

 

George looked mad.  He was thinking about how mean it was of 

Officer Friendly to pretend to be a friend when all he really 

wanted to do was to put people in jail. 

 

"I get it," said George.  "I can never trust the police." 

 

"Well, that's not exactly true, George," his father replied.  

Sometimes you have no choice but to trust the police.  For 

example, if you are lost and cannot find Mommy or Daddy, 

trusting the police might be a good thing.  Some of them are 

good people and some of them are not, just like the rest of us.  

Some will try to help you if you ask and others will not.  The 

important thing is to remember that the police will arrest 

someone, if they can find a reason to.  So long as you keep that 

in mind when you talk with them, you will probably be OK.  On 
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the other hand, since the police use tricks, like using the name 

'Officer Friendly', and often lie, it is probably best to avoid them 

unless you really must talk to them.  Wolves are not always 

bad, but they might eat you if they are hungry, so unless you 

have a really good reason, you should avoid wolves.  Police are 

much the same. 

 

The two continued playing ball.  George learned an important 

lesson that day.  He never asked his father, or anyone else for 

that matter, questions on behalf of the police. 
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Every morning Elizabeth joined her classmates in reciting the 

Pledge of Allegiance.  She never thought about what it meant, 

she just followed through with the other students repeating the 

words which came out like one very long run-on sentence.  It 

was a mechanical exercise. 

 

Today was different.  A new girl, Amy, had transferred to her 

school from a school in another city.  When the time came for 

the Pledge of Allegiance, she remained sitting, drawing on her 

notebook.  No one ever gave much thought to the process 

before, until that day, but it was as if someone had scraped her 

fingernails on the chalkboard.  Everyone felt very 

uncomfortable and they knew it was because one student was 

not reciting the pledge but they did not know why this bothered 

them. 

 

The students began scanning each other, looking out the 

corners of their eyes, with an expression of incredulity.  Never, 

in all their years, had they seen someone sit down and draw 

during the pledge.  Amy seemed completely unaware of the 

tension and happily drew upon her notebook. 

 

As they finished, the teacher looked over towards the class and 

was shocked to see Amy sitting there, drawing, rather than 
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joining in the ritual. 

 

"Amy!" said the teacher.  "Why didn't you stand up with the 

rest of us and say the pledge?" 

 

Amy's head raised up from the notebook.  She looked at the 

teacher and said, "I don't say the Pledge of Allegiance.  I never 

have and I never will." 

 

"Amy, you are required to say the Pledge of Allegiance in this 

school," the teacher stressed sternly with an intense glare. 

 

"Actually," said Amy, very calm and content, "this school is 

within the United States and I am not required to say anything." 

 

Amy had done nothing.  It was her doing nothing that was in 

question.  Nevertheless, the teacher became angry and took 

Amy's true and sincere statement as a challenge to her 

authority. 

 

"Amy, you will stay after school," she ordered. 

 

This incident made Elizabeth feel very torn.  On the one hand, 

Amy seemed disruptive by not saying the pledge but on the 

other hand, she had done nothing - literally.  How could one be 

punished for doing nothing? 
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Elizabeth decided to wait in the playground after school.  She 

wanted to talk with Amy when Amy got out of detention.  She 

sat on a swing and recited the Pledge of Allegiance, only this 

time she took the time to notice what the words were and what 

they meant.  She found the words strange and it left her with 

some questions. 

 

At about 3:30, the side door of the school opened and Amy 

came walking out.  She turned towards the road and continued 

walking, not noticing Elizabeth on the swings.  Elizabeth ran to 

catch up to Amy.  A few yards before reaching her, she slowed 

down and then stopped. 

 

"Hi," she said.  "I'm Elizabeth.  I'm in your class." 

 

Amy turned and smiled.  "Hi, Elizabeth.  I'm Amy.  Did you wait 

here for me to come out of detention?" 

 

Elizabeth blushed, "Well, um, yeah, I was, well I was wondering 

about, you know, the pledge and why you didn't say it." 

 

Amy looked down and then raised her head to Elizabeth and 

replied, "I'm happy to meet you and everything, but really I 

don't think it is anyone's business why I choose not to say the 

Pledge of Allegiance.  It's my own business and I don't need to 

explain it to anyone." 
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"You don't have to explain it to me," said Elizabeth.  "I was just 

hoping you would because I never met anyone before who 

wouldn't say it.  I don't even really understand the Pledge of 

Allegiance.  I was hoping that talking with you about it would 

help me learn something." 

 

The two were silent.  They began walking down the street.  It 

was fall and the leaves were turning gold and red.  A dog 

started following them from a distance.  No one knew who he 

belonged to, he just showed up now and then and tagged 

along. 

 

"Elizabeth," said Amy.  "Do you know what flags are for?" 

 

"I haven't really thought about it," she answered, "but I was 

really hoping you'd tell me about the pledge." 

 

"I am telling you about the pledge.  The pledge is a pledge to a 

flag and that's where we should start, with the flag."  Amy 

became animated.  She was beginning to enjoy the idea of 

talking about it.  Her reluctance was not caused by shame, it 

was caused by her belief that she, as an individual, has the 

right to make her own personal decisions without anyone 

having the right to demand an explanation.  In this case, she 

saw that it would benefit Elizabeth.  Since there was a reason 

other than a demand for an explanation, she didn't mind 



 48 

I PLEDGE ALLEGIANCE TO NO ONE

sharing her thoughts. 

 

"Flags are about war," she continued.  "Flags are about blindly 

rallying to the call of murder.  My father blindly rallied to the 

call of murder, behind that very flag, and now he's dead.  I 

won't let them program me in to following like a lemming over 

the cliff." 

 

She was silent for a time. 

 

Elizabeth thought about what Amy had said.  She had thought 

she was pledging allegiance to her country, but now that she 

thought about the words "I Pledge Allegiance to the Flag," she 

could see that Amy was right. 

 

"What about 'to the Republic for which It Stands'?" asked 

Elizabeth. 

 

"Whose republic?" replied Amy?  Do you vote? 

 

"No, I'm too young, but one day I will," said Elizabeth. 

 

"Let talk about that," Amy said with a heated voice.  "First of 

all, they are forcing you to pledge allegiance to a republic and 

they don't let you vote.  That smacks of slavery.  Later you will 

vote, but for whom will you vote?  Two political parties have a 
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lock on the electoral process and both represent the same 

class - the rich.  Are you rich, Elizabeth?" 

 

"Well, now, I'm not rich, but I'm not poor," she replied. 

 

"The difference between you and the rich is much bigger than 

the difference between you and the poor, Elizabeth.  The rich 

don't have to worry about working.  The rich have complete 

access to the legal system.  The rich can get away with things 

that you cannot get away with.  The rich do not go off and die in 

wars to protect their republic, they send the poor and they send 

you." 

 

Elizabeth thought about Amy's words.  She was right.  Her 

parents were always worried about their jobs.  They were 

stressed.  They feared becoming poor but they had no 

expectation of ever become rich.  Amy was onto something. 

 

Amy continued, "Look at the President.  Are his daughters 

fighting in the war?  Have you heard of the son or daughter of 

any wealthy corporate man that has died in the war?  Have you 

seen any soldiers living well and enjoying the things the rich 

enjoy?  You haven't because they are not rich.  The republic 

belongs to the rich and it is paid for with the blood of the poor.  

It is not your republic and pledging allegiance to it is like a 

slave pledging allegiance to her master or a rape victim 
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pledging allegiance to her rapist. 

 

"Have you ever wondered why they make you repeat that 

pledge, every day?  When someone takes an oath of office, 

they do it once.  They don't do it every day.  Pledges are meant 

to be taken once.  When someone has  you recite something, 

over and over, every day of your life, they seek to program you.  

I bet you never thought about the words of the Pledge of 

Allegiance before, have you?" 

 

"No, I haven't.  I say it like it's one long word..." 

 

"Exactly.  It is a program, not a pledge.  The daily recital of that 

pledge is indoctrination.  The Nazis used indoctrination.  The 

Soviets used indoctrination.  Cults use indoctrination.  Do you 

want to be a robot, Elizabeth?" 

 

"No, I don't want to be a robot," she replied. 

 

"Then think about what you let them do to you.  When the call 

to die for the republic of the rich goes out, do you want to 

march blindly off like a good little robot to die in the rich man's 

war or do you want to have the spine to stand up and say, 'No 

Way!'"? 

 

A twig falling from a tree could have broken the silence, but 
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none fell.  The two walked in silence for twenty minutes.  As 

they passed an apartment building Amy said, "This is where I 

get off.  I'll see you tomorrow." 

 

Elizabeth continued walking.  She reached her housing track 

and looked at the rows of identical houses.  Something had 

changed within her.  She felt a sense of self. 

 

The next day in class all of the children stood up to say the 

pledge, except for Elizabeth and Amy.  The teacher glared at 

the two and said, "Do we have to go through this again?" 

 

"Yes," Elizabeth replied, "I pledge allegiance to no one." 
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Bobby's parents never lied to him about Santa Claus.  They 

always tried to tell him the truth.  His family had a Christmas 

tree every year and presents were found under the tree every 

Christmas morning, but Bobby knew that they were from his 

mommy and daddy.  Just like other children, he dreamed for 

Christmas morning.  Opening up the packages was fun. 

 

Christmas time was coming and the other boys and girls in 

school were talking about Santa Claus and what he would bring 

them.  They were very excited.  Bobby was excited too, only he 

knew it was their parents and not Santa that would be putting 

the presents under the tree. 

 

Their teacher, Mr. Romero, sensed the excitement.  He asked 

the children to draw a picture of the present they most wanted 

Santa to bring on Christmas Eve.  Bobby didn't know what to 

do.  Santa would not be bringing presents.  He couldn't draw 

Santa's present because Santa doesn't bring presents.  There 

is no Santa! 

 

Mr. Romero noticed that Bobby was not drawing.  He asked 

Bobby, in front of the class, why he was not drawing. 
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"I can't draw it," Bobby said. 

 

"Why?" asked Mr. Romero. 

 

"Because Santa will not come," he said. 

 

"Why won't Santa come," asked the teacher, "have you not 

been a good boy?" 

 

"Mr. Romero," he replied, "there is no Santa Claus." 

 

"Don't say that," Mr. Romero said sternly.  "Step outside, I need 

to talk with you." 

 

Bobby was afraid that he was in trouble.  He and Mr. Romero 

walked out of the class and into the hall.  Mr. Romero closed 

the door and looked at Bobby. 

 

"Bobby," he said, "what did your parents tell you about Santa?" 

 

"Nothing," said Bobby, "they never told me that there was a 

Santa Claus and I know that they put the presents under the 

tree because each present has a note.  The note says, 'love 

mom' or 'love dad.'  There is no Santa." 
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"Bobby, some parents tell their children that there is a Santa 

Claus and we don't want you to ruin it for the other children."  

The teacher looked at him intimidatingly.  "Don't talk to the 

other children about Santa.  Just draw a picture of the thing 

you want for Christmas and say nothing." 

 

Bobby felt very uncomfortable.  He returned to his seat and 

remained quite.  He was not happy now.  He did not like 

someone telling him what he could and could not say.  There is 

no Santa.  He felt angry that someone would tell him not to say 

the truth. 

 

When Bobby came home from school, he was sad.  His mother 

noticed.  "Bobby," she asked, "what's wrong?" 

 

"Mr. Romero told me not to talk in class today," he said with 

sad eyes. 

 

"Why?  Did you say something bad or were you talking too 

much?" his mother asked. 

 

"No.  I just answered his question.  I said the truth.  He made 

me walk out into the hall and he told me not to talk to the other 

children."  Bobby was very upset. 
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"What did you say?" his mother asked. 

 

"He told me to draw a picture of the present I wanted from 

Santa!  I told him I couldn't because there is no Santa.  He got 

mad at me."  Bobby looked down at the floor. 

 

"Oh Bobby, I'm sorry," his mother said.  She sat on the couch 

and Bobby sat next to her.  "He's afraid of getting the mommies 

and daddies of the other children upset.  You see, many 

parents tell their children that Santa Claus brings them gifts on 

Christmas day.  They put a lot of work into making their 

children believe it.  If some of those children come home 

asking if Santa is real, some parents will be mad at the teacher.  

He's afraid." 

 

"He's afraid of the truth?"  Bobby asked. 

 

"I don't know about that," his mommy replied, "but he's afraid 

of the parents of your schoolmates." 

 

"Why would they get so angry about the truth," asked Bobby? 

 

"I think they are afraid of explaining to their children that 

they've been lying to them," she answered.  "Parents lie to their 

children for years about Santa and when they need to tell their 

children the truth, they have a difficult time explaining why they 
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lied." 

 

Bobby's face scrunched up.  It all sounded very confusing to 

him.  Adults must be strange.  "Why do they lie to their 

children?" Bobby asked. 

 

"Well, Bobby, there are many reasons.  Anyone raised believing 

in Santa Claus remembers a very magical feeling.  When they 

believed in Santa Claus, as children, they felt excited and 

enchanted by the thought of a big fat elf riding a sleigh pulled 

by flying reindeer..." 

 

Bobby burst out laughing and his mother laughed to. 

 

"Their parents want them to feel that excitement," his mother 

continued.  "It makes the parents feel wonderful to see their 

children so excited.  The life of adults is often not very happy 

and they cherish the chance to see their children happy, even if 

it lasts only a few years." 

 

"But Mommy," Bobby interrupted, "what happens when they 

need to tell them the truth.  They can't believe in a lie forever." 

 

"That's one lie they can't believe forever," his mommy said, 

"but some people do believe in other lies forever.  They believe 

in a god, they believe in their government, they believe that 
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they are special to be the color they are or the nationality that 

they are.  People believe in some very strange lies all of their 

lives.  Maybe Santa is just a way of practicing.  Perhaps the 

Santa lie makes it easier to believe other lies.  I don't know.  

What I do know is this, sooner or later they need to tell their 

children that Santa is not real." 

 

"Why didn't you lie to me about Santa," Mommy? 

 

His mother looked sad for a moment.  She was remembering 

the day she learned that there was no Santa Claus. 

 

"My mother told me that there was a Santa Claus.  I trusted her 

very much.  My daddy told me the same thing.  I enjoyed the 

Santa Claus myth.  I was very excited about it every Christmas.  

As I grew older, my parent's didn't tell me the truth.  Other 

children teased me and told me that Santa did not exist.  I had 

younger brothers and sisters and my mother and father didn't 

want to 'spoil it' for them, so they continued to lie to me.  One 

day, coming home from school, a group of girls made fun of 

me.  They told me that my mother was a liar.  I defended my 

mother and we had a fight.  It was a bad fight.  I hurt one girl 

and another hurt me.  I came home a mess.  When my mother 

saw me, all messed up and crying, she hugged me and asked 

me what happened.  I explained to her that the other children 

called her a liar for telling me that there is a Santa Claus.  I  
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explained how I got into a fight defending her.  'My mother is 

not a liar,' I said.  My mother started to cry and pat me on the 

back.  She told me that there was no Santa and that she was 

sorry for not telling me the truth sooner. 

 

"I was very angry at my mother for lying to me about Santa.  I 

asked her why and she told me that she lied to me about Santa 

because she loved me.  She wanted to see me happy every 

Christmas.  I forgave her and I believe she meant what she said, 

but I decided that if I ever had children, I would tell them the 

truth, always.  That is why I always have told you the truth." 

 

Bobby smiled.  "I love you mommy," he said. 

 

"I love you too, Bobby," she replied with a smile.  "Tell me 

Bobby, do you wish that I had lied to you about Santa?" 

 

Bobby looked at her.  He smiled and said, "I would rather have 

a present from my mommy or daddy than a fat old elf any day!" 

 

His mother hugged him. 
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The school bell rang.  It was the end of the day and Andres was 

looking forward to going home.  When the school door opened, 

he joined the flow of students exiting the Junior High School.  

He carried a large stack of books in his arms.  The wind was 

chilly and the frozen grass crunched beneath his boots. 

 

Andres was a day-dreamer and today was just like any other 

day.  His mind was on something, out there, beyond this world 

while he crossed the school yard.  Suddenly, out of no where, 

he felt a heavy blow to the back of his head.  His vision was 

temporarily replaced with a splash of white sparkles and then 

darkness.  He fell to the cold ground and lay motionless for a 

few seconds, unconscious.  As he came back to 

consciousness, a loud ringing filled his ears and the pain in the 

back of his head was intolerable.  He was confused and 

disoriented, not sure where he was for a few seconds, when he 

heard the voice of one of the school's bullies taunt, "Faggot!" 

 

He rolled onto his back and as he started to get up, a foot 

kicked him in the face.  Blood ran out of his nose.  His hand 

went to cover his nose when another kick connected with his 

throat.  For what seemed like a whole minute he was unable to 

breath.  The kick caused his throat to swell instantly and air 

could not enter.  He knelt there, holding his neck, blood 
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dripping from his nose, gasping for air. 

 

Another boy saw what was happening.  He was a loner.  He 

wasn't small.  He rushed the attacker, pushing him away and 

helped Andres back onto his feet.  For the first time Andres got 

a look at today's attacker.  He was Eddy, the son of a local 

police officer.  Eddy laughed as he left and called out, "You 

fucking faggot, just wait until you are alone again." 

 

These attacks happened nearly every day.  Andres was a sweet 

boy.  He was gentle.  He didn't like sports.  He didn't like to 

fight.  These daily attacks were robbing him of his self-esteem.  

He went home, opened his closet and made a noose out of 

some rope.  He climbed up on a box in the closet, slipped his 

neck into the noose and just before he kicked the box out from 

beneath himself, he thought of his cat and how lonely she'd be 

without him.  After a few minutes, standing there on the box 

with his head in the noose, he took the noose off, walked over 

to his bed and wailed, drenching his pillow with tears.  He kept 

his mouth to the pillow as he cried because he did not want 

anyone to hear him cry. 

 

Life went on like this for Andres for several years.  Andres was 

not gay.  He didn't like sports.  He didn't like violence.  He was 

just a sweet person and sweetness is not accepted in boys.  

Andres finally graduated from his public school system.  Away 
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from his hometown, his life improved.  He had several 

girlfriends over the years, graduated from college and got 

married. 

 

Andres never forgot what he went through as a child.  He never 

forgot what it was like for bullies to think he was gay.  It gave 

him an insight into the suffering of homosexuals and this made 

him sympathetic to their predicament, living in a bigoted 

society. 

 

One day, as a young adult, Andres was on the Red Line in a 

subway car beneath the streets of Cambridge.  The passengers 

were lined up, sitting on straight benches on either side of the 

car.  Andres was reading a philosophy book when he overheard 

the man next to him ask a couple whether they were in love.  

The man sitting next to Andres was a preacher.  He had a black 

shirt and a white preacher's collar.  In his hand was a Bible.  

Andres looked across the car to see to whom the preacher was 

speaking.  There, sitting across from the preacher, were two 

women holding hands.  They looked very happy. 

 

One woman had short dark hair and the other had long blond 

hair.  They were both very pretty.  The woman with long blond 

hair leaned towards the other woman.  As her head leaned 

towards the head of her lover, she smiled and then she nodded 

"Yes."  Her eyes were bright and Andres thought the two made 
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a nice couple.  Everyone in the car thought this would be the 

end of the exchange, but that was not to be. 

 

The preacher became animated.  He stood up, Bible in one 

hand and a pointed finger in the other.  He pointed at the two 

and yelled in a loud voice, the kind of voice you might expect 

from a preacher, "You are sinners and you will burn in hell!" 

 

Andres was shocked by this outburst and turned to look into 

the face of the preacher.  The preacher’s eyes were red with 

anger, his hand trembled with emotion and a shadow of ill will 

engulfed his face.  He looked like the devil himself, if there is 

such a thing. 

 

The preacher continued, "Homosexuality is a sin.  God will 

punish you..." 

 

Andres looked over at the couple and saw that the blond 

woman was now crying uncontrollably, her head nestled in the 

breast of her girlfriend.  Her girlfriend cradled her head and 

glared angrily at the preacher.  Everyone in the train was 

looking at them.  The blond woman tried to hide her face in 

embarrassment. 

 

The preacher continued scolding the two.  The women were 

just passengers on a train, going about their lives, and the 
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Bigoted preacher would not leave them in peace. 

 

Andres had had enough.  He did not think; he acted.  He had 

seen enough of this cruelty in his own life.  His sense of justice 

commanded him to his feet.  He stood in front of the preacher, 

eye to eye, and told him, "Sit down, now!" 

 

The preacher yelled, "And you will go to hell with them!" 

 

"There is no hell, you twisted and hateful man," said Andres.  

"The only hell is the one created by the likes of you.  Now sit 

down and get off at the next stop!" 

 

"You can't make me get off at the next stop," whined the 

preacher.  "I have a right to be on this train and I have a right to 

say what I wish to say.  Get out of my face or I'll call the police." 

 

As the train pulled into Central Square, Andres did not budge.  

The train door opened.  Andres grabbed the preacher by the 

shirt just below the collar, dragged him to the train door and 

threw him onto the train station platform.  The door shut.  The 

train pulled out.  Andres sat down. 

 

The blond woman continued to cry and her girlfriend continued 

to comfort her.  As the train pulled into the next station, the 

blond woman got up and ran to the door.  Her girlfriend 
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followed her.  The door shut, once again, and the train 

resumed. 

 

It was quiet on the train.  There was a look of shock on 

everyone's face.  Andres pulled out his book and began to read 

again.  A woman sitting near Andres turned towards him and 

said, "What you did was very good.  Thank you." 

 

As Andres lifted his head from his book, he could see his hand 

was still shaking from the incident.  Suddenly, the car burst out 

in applause.  Andres smiled.  The train pulled into the next 

station.  He got off the train, thought about what had happened 

and felt good. 

 

It was quiet on the train.  There was a look of shock on 

everyone's face.  Andres pulled out his book and began to read 

again.  A woman sitting near Andres turned towards him and 

said, "What you did was very good.  Thank you." 

 

As Andres lifted his head from his book, he could see his hand 

was still shaking from the incident.  Suddenly, the car burst out 

in applause.  Andres smiled.  The train pulled into the next 

station.  He got off the train, thought about what had happened 

and felt good. 
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This is a story of two boys, Juan and Gustavo.  They've never 

met, but they share something in common.  Both have 

shoplifted. 

 

Juan lived in a small shack on the hillside of a small ejido 

within Tijuana.  Though the ejido was small, many people lived 

there.  They had no running water.  Most had no electricity.  

Juan's shack had no floor and when it rained, his feet would get 

muddy without even leaving the shack.  Juan's parents were 

very poor.  There was no work to be found.  His father spent the 

day selling hand-carved wooden crucifixes to the American 

tourists waiting in line at the border crossing to San Ysidro.  

His father worked hard.  He spent the entire day in the sun, 

holding up a large crucifix, shouting "Cheap Christs, Cheap 

Christs, Cheaper than K-Mart" to the idling cars beneath the hot 

Baja California sun.  His skin was very brown from the intense 

sun.  Years of working in the sun had dotted his face with black 

patches. 

 

Juan's mother, Maria, spent her days in the bars of Tijuana 

lining Revolution Avenue.  She was a devout Catholic, but 

poverty had driven her to spending her time in bars looking for 

a chance to earn a few dollars from the drunken American 

soldiers that spent their free days and evenings prowling 
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Revolution Avenue.  It hurt her pride to work in this way, but 

she had to choose between her pride and feeding her children.  

Her children won. 

 

Every day, just before noon, Maria would walk with Juan down 

from the hill, through the ejido and then along the curved roads 

of Tijuana, down through the heavy traffic and polluted air, until 

they reached El Centro de la Ciudad.  Along the way, whenever 

their path took them up a hill, they could see northward, 

towards San Diego, where beyond the patrolling helicopters a 

shining city gleamed and where it was said life is better. 

 

When they reached Revolution Avenue, Maria would kiss her 

son goodbye for the day and hope that both he and she would 

live to see each other again in the evening.  Juan would stand 

on the sidewalk and watch his mother walk down the avenue 

and turn into one of the bars. 

 

Juan tried to find some way to earn money while his father and 

mother were out doing the same.  Sometimes he'd offer to 

watch the car of a tourist for a dollar.  Other times he would 

find a shop keeper willing to pay him to wave tourists into the 

store from the street.  At times he could earn some money this 

way, but at other times there was no money to be earned and 

he would wander the streets hungry. 
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This was one of those days and Juan was very hungry.  He 

tried begging, but no one would give him a peso.  As he walked 

down the avenue he spied a table with fruit displayed.  Tourists 

were buying the fruit.  He watched them eat it and this made 

him all the more hungry.  Juan would not have an opportunity 

to eat for hours, he felt a little dizzy from the hunger, his 

stomach made that noise that stomachs make when they are 

empty and he felt very sad. 

 

At last, he could stand the hunger no longer and mixed with the 

tourists standing around the table.  He slipped his hand 

between a young couple, reached over to a bunch of bananas 

and grabbed them.  He pulled the bananas through the space 

between the couple and, as the bananas slipped by, the couple 

turned and looked at him, only to alert the table's owner.  Juan 

ran as fast as he could, bananas in hand, and turned up 

Avenida de los Heroes.  He passed the concrete apartment 

buildings, turned onto another main street and lost himself in 

the crowd of people walking up and down the street. 

 

As he ate the bananas he felt happy.  His stomach felt good.  

His energy returned.  In time he would find some more work 

that afternoon and maybe, if he were lucky, he'd have dinner. 

 

Across North America, in the town of Norwood, Massachusetts, 

Gustavo and his cousin Sean were returning from an afternoon 
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of working out in the town recreational department's public 

gym.  They were hungry.  They had only another mile to work 

before returning to Sean's house.  A refrigerator full of tasty 

food awaited them. 

 

As they walked up Dean Street, Sean complained of being 

bored.  The two boys lived in nice houses, one in Dedham and 

the other in Norwood.  Their fathers were employed.  Their 

mothers did not need to work.  They had bikes, toys, books, 

movies and places to play, but still this did not satisfy their 

sense of boredom. 

 

As they passed a plaza, Sean noticed the grocery store.  "Hey, 

let's see how much food we can steal!" said Sean.  "I'm hungry 

and I don't feeling like waiting until we get to my house." 

 

The two carried towels with them that they used to dry 

themselves after showering inside the gym's locker room.  

They went into the store, carefully loaded snacks into their 

towels and then slipped out of the store.  Once outside of the 

store, they walked around to the side facing the Neponset 

River.  Between the river and the grocery story laid a patch of 

swampy land.  They placed the snacks along the wall of the 

grocery store.  No one ever walked on that side of the building. 

 

Proud of getting away with theft, they left the pile of food on the 



 70 

SHOPLIFTING

ground, brought their empty towels into the store once again 

and filled them up with more snacks.  They repeated the 

operation four times.  Each time the pile of snacks next to the 

grocery store grew larger and larger. 

 

On their final attempt to leave the store, a bagger noticed that 

the two had come in and out of the store four times.  He 

followed them.  As the two boys walked towards the river, a 

package of cup cakes fell out of Sean's towel.  Seeing the food 

fall from the towel, the bagger's suspicions were confirmed and 

he shouted at the boys. 

 

"Hey, come back here!" he shouted.  "You didn't pay for that!" 

 

The two boys dropped all of the food and ran.  Like fools they 

ran towards their pile of snacks along the side of the building.  

The bagger followed.  He gained on the two boys.  Just as the 

boys reached their pile of loot, the bagger grabbed them by the 

arms. 

 

"Look!" he yelled at the boys, shaking them.  "I have to call the 

police or I will lose my job.  I need this job to feed my family.  I 

don't like seeing two boys your age being hauled away by the 

police.  I don't like the idea of you earning yourselves a police 

record either, but I need this job." 
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"I’ll tell you what," the bagger said.  "I'm going to let you go, 

count to ten and then come running after you again.  If I catch 

you, you'll be turned in.  Now run like hell!" 

 

Gustavo ran into the swamp and Sean followed.  They 

submerged themselves up to their necks into the muddy water 

behind a bush.  They waited there motionless for ten minutes.  

The police came, looked around and did not find them.  After 

another twenty minutes the police left.  Gustavo and Sean came 

out of the muddy water and headed home.  They nearly cost a 

man his job.  Their clothes were ruined and they didn't even 

need the food they stole.  They felt stupid.  They never did it 

again. 
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Heather and Stan had been dating for several months.  Heather 

was 17 years old.  Stan was 20 years old and a college student.  

Heather was an intelligent girl.  She was the youngest in her 

family and grew up the center of her daddy's attention.  Her 

father made her feel like a princes, though she was not a 

princes, just very loved by daddy. 

 

Stan was infatuated with Heather.  She was beautiful and 

innocent.  Stan, however, like most young men his age, thought 

about sex several times an hour.  This was not abnormal.  

Young men tend to be that way.  Perhaps it served some 

evolutionary purpose in our past, but things were different now.  

It took many years for a child to become self sufficient.  Society 

had become highly specialized and most young adults did not 

finish their education until their early or mid twenties.  Having 

children too young was not a good thing, at least in these 

times, and it was even worse for females because they would 

often find themselves stuck, alone, supporting a child. 

 

Like most modern young American adults, Heather and Stan 

faced this paradox.  Their bodies were already adult bodies, but 

their emotional and economic situations were not equal to 

those of adults.  This is not to say that they were less intelligent 

than older adults.  Indeed, their minds were probably keener 
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and faster, but they lacked the experience, finances and 

stability that most older adults had acquired. 

 

Heather did not think of sex as frequently as Stan.  In fact, she 

had never had sexual intercourse.  She loved men, in the sense 

that she wanted a man in her life, but her need was more 

emotional than it was sexual.  Her father had always treated her 

with respect and affection.  That is what she sought in a man.  

She longed to be held.  She longed to share her innermost 

thoughts.  She longed to be loved. 

 

Stan loved Heather, but he also wanted sex.  He didn't know 

why he wanted sex, but it crossed his mind frequently.  When 

they were apart, even for a day or two, he'd miss her.  He'd 

miss her conversation.  He'd miss her smile.  He'd miss the 

feeling of her nearness.  However, when they were together, his 

desire for sex would overcome many of these more affectionate 

feelings and, as she sought affection, his desire for sex would 

become all the stronger. 

 

The two, then, found themselves in a difficult situation.  Stan 

was not only ready for sex, he'd had sex before.  Heather was 

not ready for sex, at least not full, all out sex.  As Stan become 

more and more insistent, she felt more and more 

uncomfortable.  Yes, she wanted to please him but her needs 

were different and they were not being met. 
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One day the two traveled down to Ocean Beach Park in 

Connecticut.  It was a day trip.  They enjoyed the sun and the 

sand.  After a day of lying next to each other in the sun, Stan 

was feeling sexually aroused.  Heather, on the other hand, was 

feeling the contentment of male companionship which, for her, 

was important. 

 

As the two returned to the car, preparing for their trip home, 

Stan grabbed Heather and kissed her passionately.  She 

enjoyed being kissed and the two kissed for what seemed like 

an eternity.  When the kiss ended, however, Heather found 

herself being coerced into reclining in the chair and Stan began 

to feel her breasts.  She was uneasy about this, but she 

enjoyed the feeling of being touched.  Stan's hands became 

more aggressive and Heather panicked. 

 

Heather pushed Stan away and told him to stop.  Stan 

attempted to continue.  This infuriated Heather.  She pushed 

him away, hard, and said, "Look Stan, no means no!" 

 

Stan returned to his senses, but was not pleased.  His desire 

for sex was heated and he was being turned down. 

 

"You don't love me," he said to Heather.  "You don't care about 

my needs.  Look, I'm 20 years old.  It's been a while since I 

dated someone that refuses to have sex." 
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"Stan, I do love you," she said.  "I'm not ready for this.  This is 

not what I want right now.  This is not what I need.  You say that 

I am not satisfying your needs.  Well, what about my needs?" 

 

"What needs am I not meeting?" Stan asked. 

 

"Well, for one thing, I want to be held.  I want to be cuddled.  I 

want you to hold me like my father held me when I was a little 

girl.  He'd just hold me and I'd feel happy to be warm and 

protected.  He didn't paw me.  He didn't want anything in return.  

He just loved me." 

 

"Look, Heather," he replied, "I'm not your father.  I'm your 

boyfriend.  I want to be much closer to you." 

 

"No you don't," she whispered.  "You don't want to be close to 

me, you want to be inside of me.  Closeness is not about 

sticking it in me.  Closeness is about holding each other, 

talking, and sharing our feelings and thoughts.  It's not about 

having sex." 

 

The two were frustrated.  In fact, they were very frustrated.  As 

they drove home neither one spoke until they reached 

Heather's house.  Heather opened the door, gave Stan a kiss on 

the cheek, and ran into her house, shutting the door behind 

her. 
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Stan sat there in his car for a moment.  He pounded his fist on 

the dashboard and sped off in his car. 

 

Heather's mother could see that Heather was sad and troubled.  

"What's wrong?" she asked. 

 

"Nothing!" said Heather as she slammed her bedroom door. 

 

Later that evening, while Heather's father was out, Heather 

found her mother in the living room, sat down next to her, 

rested her head on her mother's shoulders and said, "Men are 

assholes." 

 

"Have you had sex with him?" her mother asked. 

 

"No, I haven't.  We have been close, but we've never slept 

together.  I've never had intercourse.  I'm not ready for it.  I 

don't want to have intercourse."  Heather sighed. 

 

"He's a lot older than you are, Heather.  I'm glad you don't want 

to have sex with him.  You're young, you have many years of 

school ahead of you.  Getting pregnant young might ruin your 

life.  If he doesn't want to accept you the way you are, then you 

should break up." 

 

"Mom, he's not much older than I am.  He's only three years 
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older.  Daddy is 10 years older than you are," Heather said. 

 

"When I met Daddy, I was 25 years old and he was 35 years old.  

We were both finished with our education.  We both had jobs.  

We were much more similar to each other than you and Stan 

are now.  At this point, after 20 years together, our difference 

are even fewer.  The inequality between two people is not 

merely a matter of difference in age, it is difference in mobility, 

difference in experience, difference in hormones, difference in 

education and many other things.  Stan is acting like a 20 year 

old young man you are acting like a 17 year old young woman.  

The gap between you is huge.  Like all young men, he thinks 

about sex much more frequently than you do.  He probably has 

very different needs than you have.  That mismatch has the 

makings of disaster."  Her mother looked at her trying to 

assess the reaction. 

 

Her mother could see that Heather was beginning to 

understand.  She looked at Heather with a smirk and said, 

"Besides, men his age make lousy lovers." 

 

The two burst out laughing. 

 

"So, should I find someone older?" Heather asked in jest. 

 

"Heaven's no!" her mother replied.  "That would be even worse!  
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Older people know more about how to manipulate and use 

people than younger people do.  You'd be treated like a 

doormat." 

 

"So what should I do?" Heather asked sadly? 

 

"Let's see," her mother said.  "Boys your age are awkward and 

quirky.  Boys a little older than you are like dogs trying to hump 

someone's leg.  Older men will use you up and throw you away.  

Really, I don't know what to tell you.  I guess the best thing 

would be to date as many young men as you can and don't 

allow yourself to get attached until you are ready." 

 

"That sounds like a plan," Heather said. 

 

Heather returned to her room.  She crawled into her bed and 

shut her eyes for a while.  She cried and then became silent.  

The tears dried on her face and pillow.  As she lifted her head, 

she could feel the pillowcase peal off of her face.  She sat up.  

She felt a little better. 

 

Heather walked over to the mirror.  A picture of Stan was in the 

corner of the mirror.  She took it down and tossed it in the trash 

can.  She was feeling much better now. 

 

In her closet she found a shoe box.  She opened the draw 
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where she kept all of the cards Stan had given her.  They were 

mixed with the dried rose petals that had accumulated from the 

many roses he had given her.  She had a habit of plucking off 

the petals when the flowers drooped and scattering them in the 

drawer.  Heather scooped up a handful of petals and placed 

them in the box.  She scooped up another handful and did the 

same.  This was taking a while, so she grabbed the drawer, 

pulled it out of the dresser and turned it over letting everything 

fall into the box.  Whatever missed was tossed into the trash. 

 

Heather put the lid on the box.  Pulled out a roll of tape and 

sealed it.  She placed it in her closet. 

 

That was twenty years ago.  Heather doesn't know what 

happened to the box.  She doesn't know what happened to Stan 

either. 
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Mussolini (Father of Fascism, a philosophy that led to the death of millions): 
"Fascism should more properly be called corporatism, since it is the 
merger of state and corporate power" 

Holly was the president of the Spanish Club.  Some people fall 

in love with languages and Holly was one of these people.  She 

was so enthusiastic about the Spanish language that she would 

listen to Salsa and Meringue rather than rock-n-roll.  Outside of 

her small group, the other students in her English speaking 

town thought she was strange.  This did not discourage her. 

The Spanish Club was hoping to raise money for a trip to 

Puerto Rico.  They wanted to try out their Spanish language 

skills and learn more about Latin American culture.  It would be 

an expensive trip.  They lived in a working class town and few 

families could afford to send their children away for such a 

trip.  Holly and her friends knew that they would have to work 

hard and long to raise the money.  At this year's first Spanish 

Club meeting, they decided to make it first priority and begin 

raising funds right away. 

It was fall in New England.  They had decided to have a 

collective yard sale.  Winter would be upon them soon.  It was 

important to have the yard sale before the first snowfall, so 

they gave top priority to their first fund-raising event. 
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The children had decided that either all of them would go on 

the trip or none of them would go.  All of the earnings from 

their fund raisers would be placed into one single account.  

They would all work together and if they raised enough money, 

they would choose the hotel and tour that would fit their 

budget.  If they earned just enough, they would have a modest 

trip.  If they earned more than enough, they would have an even 

better trip.  Whatever the case, it would be all for one and one 

for all. 

Each child collected his or her unneeded possessions.  They 

asked their parents to do the same.  One family had a large 

garage and a large driveway.  They agreed to allow the Spanish 

Club to hold their yard sale there.  On the night before the yard 

sale, they worked hard together and brought all of the items for 

the sale over to the garage.  In the morning, they opened the 

yard sale early and took turns negotiating with customers.  At 

the end of the day they raise $800.00.  There were nine students 

in the Spanish Club.  $800.00 was a good beginning but not 

enough. 

Next the children held a bake sale.  From the bake sale they 

earned another $100.00.  Two of the members of the Spanish 

Club offered tutoring to students that needed help.  Over the 

course of the year, these two students raised another $400.00 

for the club.  Three of the students shoveled driveways over the 
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winter and raised $600.00 for the club. 

The students got the school's permission to use the gym for a 

Salsa Night where other students could join them dancing to 

Latin Music.  They raised $200.00 from that event. 

All was going well.  One by one they were putting to practice 

their plans for raising money and it was working.  However, an 

unexpected event threw things off course. 

The Spanish Club members decided to show a Spanish 

language movie every Thursday afternoon.  Their Spanish 

teacher granted them use of her class room.  They brought in a 

DVD player and a wide screen television set.  Students were 

charged a $4.00 donation to see the movies. 

The first two weeks it was a hit.  They made almost $50.00 each 

time.  They had more room in the class room, so they printed 

up leaflets advertising their Spanish movie program and posted 

the leaflets around town.  They posted them in the town 

square.  They posted them in the mall.  They handed them out 

in the halls of the school.  This Thursday, they thought, they 

would earn much more money for their trip. 

On Thursday, after school, twenty students came to see the 

movie.  This would be the best showing yet!  As they started 

the movie, the school's principle came barging into the room, 

ordered them to shut off the movie and told all of the students  
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to leave. 

Holly stood up and ask, "Why are you doing this?" 

The principle looked angry and frightened, "Because you are 

competing with local businesses.  I got an angry telephone call 

from the owner of the movie theatre in the town square and he 

demanded that I stop this, this, this abuse of school property." 

The students were silent.  They all looked at each other in 

shock. 

"This is a school, isn't it?" asked Holly. 

"Of course it's a school," said the principle. 

"Then how is expanding the cultural horizons of students an 

abuse of school property?" 

"This isn't a movie theater," he retorted.  "Don't question my 

authority!” 

Holly was miffed.  The students were now demanding their 

money back.  "Look," she said, "is there a law against this?" 

"Not that I know of, but I don't want to have to find out," the 

principle said.  "We have an angry business owner threatening 

to take action.  I don't need this." 

Holly raised her voice, "You mean you would put the profits of 
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a business owner before the welfare of your students?  This 

town has no Spanish language movie theater.  We aren't in 

competition with him!  You know that." 

"I don't care," he said.  "I don't need the headaches.  Now, all of 

you, go home." 

Holly handed the money back to the students.  They left, 

mystified at the power of some businessman they didn't even 

know.  Holly was not about to give up. 

Holly and her friends wrote up a petition demanding that the 

school permit them to show the movies in exchange for 

donations.  They went from house to house and got over one 

thousand signatures.  Holly herself brought them to the 

superintendent of schools. The superintended gave in and 

ordered the principle to allow the students to hold their movie 

events. 

The next Thursday, only 15 students showed up.  Word had 

circulated about the previous fiasco and some were hesitant to 

show up.  The movie started and all seemed to be going well for 

about 15 minutes when the principle burst into the classroom 

again. 

"Do you have permission to show that movie to a public 

audience?" he asked. 
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"What do you mean?" asked Holly.  "We rented it.  Here, I have 

the receipt.  Why are you doing this?" 

"I just got a call from the owner of the movie theater," he said.  

"He told me that if you didn't have permission from the 

copyright holder of the movie, he would be calling the FBI and 

demanding that they prosecute us for violating the license 

under which you rented the film.  I can't risk it.  Your movie 

program is cancelled, permanently!" 

Holly once again passed back the movie donations.  All of the 

students were getting very angry.  She asked the students to 

gather at her house. 

On the way home she passed by an office store.  She 

purchased a large package of poster-board and markers.  When 

she arrived at home, 12 students were there waiting for her.  

She took at a copy of the petition.  It was 20 pages long.  She 

asked for five volunteers. 

Each of the five volunteers was given four pages of the 

petition.  They went home and began calling those who had 

signed it.  There was to be a protest that evening in front of the 

movie theater, starting at 6:30. 

The other seven students began making signs with various 

slogans denouncing the owner of the business.  One sign read, 

"Who are you to silence us?"  Another read, "Education over 
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profits!"  There were many signs and they came up with a large 

array of slogans. 

At 6:30 they gathered outside of the theatre, passing out signs 

to the 100 people who showed up.  They marched back and 

forth on the sidewalk in front of the theater, chanting slogans 

against the owner of the business and asking movie-goers to 

go elsewhere to see a movie.  Some movie-goers still went in, 

but many did not. 

As would happen at any protest, some people insulted the 

students.  "Get a job!" and old man yelled.  The children 

responded, "We're children, what do you mean, 'Get a job?'" 

Soon the police arrived.  They told the protesters that they 

needed a permit. 

"No we don't," said Holly.  Just then the press arrived. 

"We don't need a permit," she said.  "According to the laws of 

this state, we need no permit to gather on public land.  We are 

staying." 

"You are interrupting a business," the police man said. 

"Too bad," she replied.  "He's interrupting our education and 

now you are interrupting our rights." 

The students began to chant, "We have rights.  We have rights. 

We have rights.” 
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We have rights." 

Soon, many parents came to stand with their children.  More 

members of the press showed up.  A television news program 

sent a reporter.  The police could see that they were being 

watched and that they would be seen in confrontation with 

children.  The order went out to stand down.  The police 

retreated to a distance and watched.  One police officer had a 

conversation with a member of the news crew. 

The news crew member came over to a few of the students and 

said, "Hey, do you want to be on television?" 

"Sure," said one of the students. 

"OK, then.  We need some action.  This is getting kind of 

boring.  Why don't you guys fake a fight.  I'll put it on the TV." 

The students looked at each other, turned to the reporter and 

said, "Sorry, we're not stupid.  Take a hike, asshole." 

The protest continued. 

At 9:30, when the second batch of movies were starting, the 

business owner looked at his numbers for the day.  Only half 

the normal number went into the theater that evening.  About 

half had turned and gone somewhere else.  He was angry.  He 

did not predict that bullying his way into monopolizing the 

showing of movies in the town would harm his profits. 
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The movie owner came out of the theater.  "I'd like to speak to 

the president of the Spanish Club!" he called out. 

Holly walked over.  "I'd like to speak with you in private he 

said."  It was his hope to cut a deal with her.  Maybe he could 

give her free movie passes or something and she would end 

the protest. 

"No," Holly replied.  "You speak with us in public or not at all!" 

"What can I do to stop this?" he asked.  "I have a business to 

run!" 

"You should have minded your own business and not ours," 

countered Holly.  "This is all your fault." 

"OK, OK, he said.  Play your stupid movies.  It's not like people 

will stop coming to my theater if you do," he said. 

"Then why did you try to stop us?" 

The business owner was silent. 

"Why," she demanded! 

"Don't get smart with me," he said.  "I have influence in this 

town.  I suggest you take my offer and shut up." 

The students were unsure of how to respond. 
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Holly said, "You have influence?  Look around you and see the 

influence of the people!  Don't threaten us!  We will have our 

movie program whether you like it or not.  Keep to your own 

business if you don't want to alienate the people who keep you 

in business." 

With that, the protest ended.  Holly arranged for a private 

location to view the movies.  They never heard from the movie 

theater owner again.  He became unpopular and some people 

began to drive to the next town to see movies from that day 

forth. 

By the Spring, the Spanish Club had raised enough funds to 

send the entire group to Puerto Rico.  As the plane landed in 

San Juan, they raised a cheer.  They were proud of themselves 

for persevering.  Most of all, they were proud of themselves for 

fighting for their rights. 
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