
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


Essays on Human Potential

Volume I

 


By

 


Laurie Crookell

Stanislaw Kapuscinski

Chitra Iyer

Mark Meincke

HM Gruendler-Schierloh

Fred Meissner

Taiwo Lawrence, Adeyemi

Kate Jones

 


 


Copyright © 2011 by INHOUSEPRESS

SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


 


All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, transmitted in any form, or by any
means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise,
without the prior written permission of the publisher.


 


 


 


 


CONTENT




Chapter 1.
LEARNING, UPSIDE
DOWN

Chapter 2.
XENOPHOBIA

Chapter 3.
MY INDIAN
AWAKENING

Chapter 4.
DIFFERENT SHADES OF
PERFECT

Chapter 5.
WHY NOT ME

Chapter 6.
THE STAGE

Chapter 7.
SUDDENLY
SILENCED

Chapter 8.
CARRIE

Chapter 9.
BEYOND THE
BOX

Chapter 10.
ON THE NATURE OF
BEING

Chapter 11.
AMAZING ABUJA WOMEN
POTTERS

Chapter 12.
THE BIG BANG


 


 


 LEARNING, UPSIDE DOWN

by

Laurie Crookell

 


I received a call not long ago. A concerned
parent, whose child had been diagnosed with a learning disability.
The usual shock, denial, worries, and grief accompanying such a
diagnosis was present. So was a lack of understanding. “But my
child is so intelligent! Sociable, funny, and amazing at sports. It
doesn’t make sense.” And yet it did. This parent just didn’t know
it, yet.

The very definition of a learning disability
implies an average to an above average IQ. Think about that for a
moment, an average to above average IQ. That describes much of our
population. Yet for the learning disabled, that average to above
average IQ is accompanied by a learning style atypical of the norm.
Some are visual learners, others auditory, kinesthetic, or tactile,
most of us a mix.

So, what do we do? We take them out of
classrooms for remedial learning, we tell them to work harder, to
focus more, to pay greater attention; tasks equivalent to scaling
Mount Everest for the child who learns differently. Some people
think such children should be in separate schools, so as not to
detract from the learning of others, a discriminatory belief at
best. Digging deeper, we often find that same child, the one with
the so-called “disability”, also possesses abilities atypical of
the norm.

All of which begs a number of questions. How
do we define disability? How do we determine the norm? Is the term
“disability” appropriate? How do we characterize the nature of
intelligence? Does it lie in the mere process of learning to read
and write? Or is there more?

Most would agree there’s more. Yet all too
often, children who struggle through school are labeled slow
learners, a label they wear with shame, a label they grow to live
up to. Perhaps though, it is not the mechanics of learning to read,
and spell, and compute that ascertain our intelligence, rather what
we are able to do with it once we attain those skills.

 


Meet Carol Greider. She is a woman with
dyslexia. Consider for a moment the first thought that runs through
your mind. That she is a woman of great intellect, a woman of
accomplishment? Or that she is a woman with a disability? And does
the image of that disability invoke pity or admiration? Carol
Greider is all of the above, Dr. Greider is her title. She is
dyslexic, yes, but she is also a scientist, and one of three
winners of the 2009 Nobel Prize in Medicine. Is she disabled? Or is
it our perception of disability that is disabled?

 


We revere and honour the DaVinci’s and
Einstein’s of our history, yet are blind to them in our present. We
see gifts and differences, and label them “disabilities”. We see
people, the same as us yet different, and label them “disabled”.
How then does the term “disability” adequately portray those with a
learning difference? Or does it instead mirror our internal
thoughts? We reflect our beliefs through our language, our choices
and actions defining those beliefs.

Mankind’s knowledge of the brain has taken
off exponentially in recent years, but it is not a knowledge that
is of yet widespread, limited mostly to those who work in this
field. Some would argue this is typical of new knowledge and ideas.
But perhaps it is us, suffering from our own characteristic
wariness of new ideas, our fear of the unknown.

A growing number of learning disabilities are
being identified and diagnosed, along with the ability to ferret
out those who are at risk at an increasingly younger age. Seen in
the proper light, this is a boon for those who learn differently.
Early intervention is the key for long-term success, hence, early
detection the critical step towards that intervention.

 


Our focus should be on change, on bridging
gaps, on increasing our understanding. The more we understand, the
more we encourage growth, allowing all individuals to reach their
true potential.

We stand on the edge of a precipice, one foot
tentatively reaching over the edge, dangling mid-air, thinking,
considering. Do we stay on the same path we know, abide by our old
ways of thinking, or do we expand outwards?

The choice is ours, and only ours to make.
The question that begs that choice is simple. Who is the different
one? The learning disabled, or the learning abled? An age-old
question, really. Them, or us? If we can answer that question, we
have merely exposed our own innate prejudice and judgment. There is
no them or us. We are one and the same, human in our form,
different in our abilities, each with much to offer, without
either, the world a duller place. Perhaps it is time our language
reflects that.

 


 


About the Author:

 


Laurie Crookell is a full-time mother of
two, raised in Ontario, but now residing in Coquitlam, BC. Her
skills and interests range from the artistic to the academic. She
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as a math and literacy tutor, specializing in children with
developmental challenges. Being raised with an autistic brother,
and being mother to a daughter who is on the autism spectrum have
provided her with unique life challenges that have given her a deep
and passionate insight into the power of human potential.

 


In her spare time, Laurie indulges her love
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completed her first middle-grade novel, “Octopus Soup”, and is
excited to begin writing both a young adult and adult novel in
which the main characters deal with an invisible, yet challenging
disability. Laurie Crookell is the Winner of the 2010t Human
Potential Non-Fiction Contest.
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autism spectrum and learning disabilities is http://LaurieCrookell.com/blog


 


 



XENOPHOBIA

by

Stanislaw Kapuscinski

 


And God created man unto his image and
likeness.

We continue to do so. If our own creations
veer from our likeness, we call them retarded, stupid, maladjusted,
or just ungrateful brats who do not appreciate all that we have
done for them. Just look around. The streets are full of homeless
kids with pierced ears, noses, eyebrows and probably brains. They
are the vagabonds, looking for love in a beer-bottle, a needle, a
reefer, or any other quick fix. We, the parents, have created their
environment. We, the parents, repudiate any responsibility for
their actions. Just as they do—the squeegee kids.

They are different. They do not conform.

They are not in our image and likeness.

 


If Einstein had spawned you or me, the
illustrious entourage of egg-heads would probably regard our
actions and mental ability as dismal. Retarded. I have a friend
who's child is much less retarded in relations to him than we are
in relation to Einstein, yet the doleful father suffers because he
regards his progeny as not ‘normal’. Little does he know that
‘normal’ means average, uninteresting, dull, one of the masses. By
wanting your child to be normal you sentence him/her to
mediocrity.

 


Xenophobia—the fear of the different, of that
which is strange to us.

Ultimately, the fear of the unknown.

Being different from us is not limited to the
extraterrestrials landing their bits of crockery in our backyards.
Xenophobia is alive and well in the hearts of frustrated fathers
and mothers whose children dare to be, to have been born,
different. No doubt we think ourselves so perfect that any
deviation from our mould, our paradigm, we regard with alarm,
disdain, often disgust.

Strangely enough, only deviations, or what
the scientists call mutations, have assured our evolution. And what
is more, the basis for our animosity towards that which is
different has a purely genetic background. For our species to
survive, our genes must have spurned all other genes for millions
of years. If we limit ourselves to such a mindset, then we, guided
by our genes, will continue to do so. If we can rise above such a
primitive level then we can extend what Carl Sagan calls “the
identification horizon” not only to other species but also to the
whole world.

Why can't everyone be like us? We ask. Aren't
we good enough?

Certainly not if we are xenophobic. For
whatever reason.

 


In my recent book VISUALIZATION, I have
listed a number of unlikely candidates for being recognized as
retarded, together with their apparent deficiencies: “Albert
Einstein and the renown author Virginia Wolf were unable to speak
until they were three years old. As a child, the sculptor Auguste
Rodin was so inept at reading and math that his parents and
teachers discouraged him even from his passion for art. The
multimillionaires of the entertainment industry, Tom Cruise, Cher,
Whoopi Goldberg and Henry Winkler are dyslexic (unable to grasp the
meaning of that which is read). So had been Leonardo da Vinci and
Winston Churchill. Louis Pasteur had problems with math while
George Washington couldn't spell.” I can only repeat that the
problems these people faced were theirs to overcome. And they have
been.

The first paintings of the impressionists had
been regarded by the connoisseurs as ‘retarded’, and bought for
pittance by the backward dilettanti from Russia. The Russian
ignoramuses are now millionaires, western connoisseurs—dead and
forgotten. The rest is history. Or evolution.

But there is also devolution. The physical
universe suffers from a deadly disease called entropy. We can
succumb to it and cooperate with the elimination of that which is
different, or we can rise above it and rejoice in our abundant
diversity.



Different is not bad, certainly not abnormal,
but, all too often, super-normal. The absence of the average-gene
in a son or a daughter is often compensated by a unique,
extraordinary talent. It may be a capacity to paint or sculpt in a
manner heretofore unknown. It may be a new resonance in musical
structures, new approach to other art-forms; it may be an ability
to love, to spread cheer and smile in areas where ‘normal’ people
would be hard-pressed to find a ray of hope. It may take a long
while to discover their unique gift. But the moral is simple. Do
not judge, and particularly pre-judge. He who is different from us
is not worse. He or she might well be better. Perhaps a mutant. A
genius? Only time will tell.

I know of a world chess champion that could
not tie his shoelaces.

Was he sub-normal?

To my knowledge no child prodigy ever
survived our educational system. Oscar Wild said that he never
allowed his schooling to interfere with his education.

 


 


Yet, we all remain xenophobic. To a
degree.

The clever among us fear abject stupidity,
the rich fear the poor, the poor—the rich. God forbid our daughter
deemed to marry someone of a different skin hue. Perversely, the
opposites invariably attract each other, simply because the
dualistic reality demands it of the opposites. An electron is
attracted to a proton—as mentioned before, the rest is history.

We are not equipped to judge our children. We
can only attempt to help them as best we can. What if they cannot
cope in school? Just how many geniuses have our educational systems
produced? On the other hand, how many successful graduates have
swollen the ranks of crooks, murderers, dishonest politicians,
greedy lawyers or perverts masquerading under some disguise? The
children who are ‘different’ will never be any of these. They are
and will remain the unique, precious gifts reaching out from the
divine into our midst.

It is we who are retarded by wanting to bring
all to a common denominator.

Neither we nor our children are limited to
our bodies, even minds. We are spiritual entities experimenting
with different modes of being. The sooner we accept this truth the
sooner we shall free ourselves from our genetic psychosis, from
xenophobia. And we shall allow our children to develop their own
image and likeness. To be themselves.

And then, within the abundant ocean of
mediocrity, let us hope, none of them shall ever become normal.

 


 


Education is what remains

after one has forgotten everything he
learned in school.

Albert Einstein
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 MY INDIAN AWAKENING

by

Chitra Iyer



It is so easy to feel small. We spend most of
our adult life measuring up to a benchmark set by people we never
truly, instinctively respect or admire. And of course, we never
quite measure up! Our social environment trains us to feel small
because someone has a better car, a fancier designation, a better
body. These artificial benchmarks that work to keep us small, drive
us deeper in pursuit of ‘more of the same’…it’s a vicious cycle
that fosters mediocrity, sameness, fear. It is the biggest enemy of
human potential.

I spent my time wanting for things that
belong to others. Chasing dreams that were someone else’s reality.
Accepting rewards bestowed by a select few who gain far more from
my work than I do. Living a life dictated and judged by all but me!
And yet, others admire me for how ‘in control’ I am! How
successfully I have shaped my destiny, secured my future. But
really, have I chosen this destiny? Truth is, this destiny chose
me, and I never questioned it, in spite of a nagging feeling that I
was missing something. An inner voice that urged me to push the
boundaries was often ignored. I took the path of least resistance
and I never fought back. I never made a case for dreaming my own
dreams, defining my own rewards, or measuring myself against my own
benchmarks. It is so easy to feel small. Requires so little effort!
Human potential doesn’t stand a chance of blooming when one isn’t
even looking for it. But a road trip across India last summer
changed that forever.

Epiphanies find it hard to squeeze into minds
dulled by years of conditioning. But it turned out that on my
Indian road trip epiphanies jostled for space and demanded more
‘paradigm shifts’ than a 3-day marketing seminar at the Taj! On
this trip - a rare indulgence in a life dictated by worry and
blackberry - I saw an India that didn’t make me feel small. It made
me feel humbled.



This trip was a kaleidoscope of surreal
miracles. At first, I didn’t see anything I hadn’t seen
before—poverty, corruption. Wretched people making peace with their
pathetic destinies. Things that make me feel superior, not blessed.
One of the objectives of the trip was to identify areas of
potential positive change. But as I opened my mind and heart to
this Other India, it was me who changed forever. I became aware of
the poverty of my own soul. Of the easy tradeoff I had made with my
true destiny. Of the real possibility that I may die feeling like I
had cheated myself out of my true destiny, no matter how many cars
or homes I owned. And so, it’s imperative that I share some of
those miracles of human potential; and perhaps explain my paradigm
shift through their stories.

To these human miracles, I raise my hat.

To each of the marginalized tribes from
Orissa who fight to protect their beloved forests; or the farmers
of Bhartiya Kisan Sangh (BKS) in Gujarat—for relentlessly
protecting their grazing land from powerful industries. For not
succumbing to somebody else’s idea of ‘development’. For making me
think before I am tempted to helplessly say the ‘system sucks’.

To every one of the 100 IIT Entrance exam
toppers in Patwa Toli—a tiny village in Bihar with neither good
schools nor electricity—for besting the toughest engineering exam
in the country. For showing the real meaning of will power. How
strong must be their will to change their destiny!

To each woman in the obscure villages of
Andhra Pradesh who fought to make the government relocate or ban
the sale of liquor—for showing me the true worth of a ‘peaceful
evening’ and the extent some have to fight for it.

To people like Sunitha Krishnan of Prajwala
in Hyderabad, who fight human trafficking at huge personal risk.
For demonstrating that power comes from your deeds and not your
designation.

To true leaders like the team running ‘radio
station Paothang’—four loudspeakers hooked up to a primitive PA
system- providing the only trusted source of local news for the
people of Takhel—just 15km from Imphal, the state capital of
Manipur. And the team at Radio Bundelkhand who empower so many
villagers to demand change everyday. How hard it must be for not
giving up, for not feeling victimised, to pull an entire community
out of ignorance and into dialog.

To the disabled across India, who brave
inadequate facilities to come out to vote because they believe in
being participants and not observers. For shaming me into admitting
that I did not vote this year because I believed my vote was
worthless.

And back home in Mumbai city, to all the
immigrants who leave their villages, families, fields—to come to
cities so they can give their children a hope of a better future.
For struggling against the odds to fulfill their responsibilities
without fear. For giving a new meaning to family values, strength
and sacrifice.



My social conditioning was designed to create
a fear of losing my familiar, secure, small and selfish life. In
trying to hold on to these superficial consolation prizes, I lost
my perspective. I become delusional about the definitions of
achievement, happiness and true worth.

These human miracles push the boundaries of
endurance and grit every day of their life. They redefine the
meaning of perseverance, hope and grace under fire. They prove that
one can indeed create one’s own destiny. In the words of Mahatma
Gandhi; they find purpose, and the means follow.

And so this is the lesson that my Indian
awakening taught me: While feeling ‘small’ led to depression, fear
and mediocrity; being ‘humbled’ inspired me, opened my heart, gave
me strength to look within and realize that I too can do it my way.
It’s time to give my inner voice a chance.
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 DIFFERENT SHADES OF
PERFECT

by

Laurie Crookell

 


From the sand dunes of time, a diamond was
born. Through heat and fire, she formed, a babe, naïve, innocent,
part of the universe, part of me. The sky her life, until the
ground reclaimed her.

 


Chanelle Mathews. She announced her arrival,
in that cold and sterile birthing room, with a war cry that rivaled
the Huns of old. I laughed, then. It was endearing, symbolic of her
unfettered heart. My first child, dimpled hands and cooing sighs.
She was perfect, beautiful, in that breathtaking wonder babies
radiated; a wonder that charmed my soul.

She grew. She crawled. She walked. The feats
of running and jumping arrived with a speed that contended with the
great Olympians. She was a study of energy. Forget physics, and the
theory of relativity or law of gravity. She defied them all. Dance
was reinvented. Agility redefined. The concept of danger escaped
her.

Possessed of a curiosity I marveled at,
exploration governed her days. She was mesmerized by her own
existence and her relationship with the earth upon which she lived.
She at once, enraptured and confused.

 


Speech eluded her. Many things did, hugs,
cuddling, play. Her social interactions consisted of the dismissal
of human existence. She removed herself from the group. She didn’t
respond to her name. Toys were lined up, by colour, shape, and
size, the parts more fascinating than the whole. Worry carved its
probing fingers deep into my core.

“This one is different, she is.” That’s what
they said, in whispers that slithered through the sands. I bristled
with anger. She was my daughter. How dared they? Anger roiled
within as the rattling chain of a dislodged anchor, until the
voices of the ancients called to me. “Yes. But who is the different
one?”

 


I relaxed, serenity grounding my emotions. My
daughter was different, no doubt. But I loved her, loved her for
who she was, not who I wanted her to be. I floundered on, alone in
the desert sands, searching for answers, yearning for the
reciprocity of emotion. Affection being a gift she could not give;
my heart an empty space.

Speech found its home, though its roots
sprouted crooked. I read to her, every night, teaching each word,
sound by sound. Distraction haunted her as the batting wings of a
hunted crow, frustration a relentless predator that haunted us
both. We struggled on. Each night, curled up in her bed, books
spread before us like sacrificial offerings.

Her bedroom, painted blue, was decorated like
the ocean. The orca was king in her mind. She drew orcas. She
painted orcas. She gazed at orca books. Plush orcas swam the length
of her room and breached aside her bed. ‘Killy’, she called her
favourite. She couldn’t sleep, without every orca placed just so, a
centimeter off flooding her with anguish.

I taught her how to behave through drama, her
plush orcas the actors in my play. She needed the visual, as words
confused. She couldn’t understand, her mind belonging to another
world where language existed in a different form.

 


It was wintertime. Cold winds rattled our
two-story house, sneaking into crevices and window frames, the
branches of a pear tree scratching on window’s glass, like a wild
cat clawing at my patience.

I pulled out a warm sweater for her. She had
never seen it before. It was new. Panic spread across her face, as
if seeing a demon of epic proportions. She flung herself into her
closet, her body curled in a ball. Rocking. Rocking. Rocking. A
high-pitched shriek sprung from her depths. For three hours, she
rocked. We were late that day. I did not explain, shrugging off the
disapproving looks flung my way, my patience dissolving like ice on
a summer’s day. She was my daughter. And she was perfect.
Different, yes. But perfect in her difference.

 


I learned to understand her world. She heard
sounds deaf to my ears, the hum of overhead lights, grass blades
bending in the breeze, the sound of clouds moving through the sky.
To her, the scratching of pencil on paper equaled the horrifying
screeches of wild witches. All sound competed for her attention,
like the steady throb of a drummer’s beat. Noise, more than a
distraction. She cringed, hands over her ears, rocking, as if
firecrackers were exploding in her brain.

In malls and grocery stores, any public
place, she over-stimulated, too many sights, too many sounds;
panicked into frightened fits when strangers smiled at her. I could
smell her fear, through her sweat and salty tears. People stared,
pity etched in their faces, their sympathy prickling my senses.

“Mom? Am I an alien?” she asked one day. She
was eight, then.

“An alien? Where would you get an idea like
that?”

“That’s what Justin called me.”

“Has Justin ever met an alien?” I asked,
incensed that the question had been posed. “Ahh, I thought not.
Honey, Justin is just being mean. Ignore him. Besides, you can’t be
an alien. I gave birth to you, and you are my daughter.”

Her face scrunched up, as it did when she was
thinking, blue eyes and angel’s hair framing her perfect face. “Are
you an alien?”

I smiled. “Do I look like one?”

“No one knows what aliens look like, Mom.
Only the aliens do.” She paused, thought reflected in her eyes.
“Mom?”

“Yes.”

“I love you.”

Her arms embraced me, our spirits bonding, my
heart a mixture of hope and loss. This was my first hug, more of a
tackle, really. She squeezed till it hurt, gentleness a notion
beyond her. Her hug lacked warmth and tenderness, threatened to
knock me over even. Yet I was ecstatic, more so than over her first
spoken word. It was a hug, after all, given in the way only she
knew how. I would take it anyway it came.

 


School was a nightmare for her, and for me.
She couldn’t follow instructions. Her speech was poorly understood.
Written assignments elicited from her a large black ‘X’ through her
page. While other children wrote stories, she sat, right hand
gripping her pencil, knuckles white, a picture of tension and
rigidity. Half her school days were spent in the corner, under a
desk, crying. A growing disquiet gnawed my tranquil exterior.

“She’s a slow learner,” some said. “She needs
to be in a school for special needs children.”

“But she’s a brilliant child. She can learn.
It’s just different.”

I had heard such statements before. First,
she needed more discipline. Then, she was lazy. Now, she couldn’t
learn. I wanted to scream. Scream until I toppled the Leaning Tower
of Pisa, my frustration over their ignorance, my exhaustion, my
sorrow the source. She wasn’t lazy. She didn’t need more
discipline. She could learn. She was bright. It was just different.
I could have shouted from the rooftops, the depth of my frustration
carrying my voice to the ends of the earth.

I smiled, instead. I had always been so,
self-controlled, self-contained, emotions but for myself to bear.
Yet it reached deeper than that. I knew what was amiss, the reason
she struggled so. I knew, in the same way I knew maple leaves would
change colour in the fall. I knew what made her thus. And in that
same way, I knew she was bright, exceptionally so.

 


Not until she was ten, did I learn her
diagnosis. Autism Spectrum Disorder. Grief, despair, loss, fear,
relief, hope, love, it overwhelmed with the crushing weight of
Rodin’s statue, The Thinker. Though I’d known all along, I’d hoped
to be wrong.

Therapy began, speech therapy, physical
therapy, occupational, and behavioural. Life a blur of emotion, a
roller coaster ride upside down. She grew and developed, at times
with bursts of advancement. At others, setbacks and regression
occurred. Together, we rode the waves of the sea, without a ship,
or a map, my instincts our only guide. At times, I fell short of
her needs, and my ideals.

Her birds died one day, three zebra finches,
all in the same morning. She was devastated, beyond consolation. A
few weeks passed.

“Mom? When are we getting new birds?”

“I don’t know, honey. When I save up enough
money to buy more.”

“Are we getting new birds?”

“Yes, when I save up enough money.”

“When are we getting the birds?”

“I don’t know. When I save up enough
money.”

“Are you buying new birds?”

“Yes.”

“When?”

“When I save up enough money.”

“Is it going to be three birds?”

“I don’t know, yet. We’ll see.”

“When are you buying three birds?”

The conversation went on, intermittently for
three hours, before exasperation made its mark. “If you ask me one
more time, there will be no new birds.”

Tears sprung to her eyes, confusion etched
within. “But Mom, I’ve only asked once.”

Bewilderment deluged me like the torrential
rains of the season. Was she trying my patience? Being oppositional
defiant? Perhaps others were right. She needed more discipline,
more treatment, more therapy. But her confusion, so real, and so
honest in its realism, became my confusion. My instincts prickled.
I contemplated it for hours, long into the night, before
understanding dawned at my bleakest hour.

She was right. She had asked but once.
Repeatedly, but never using the same words twice. Autism spoke but
one language, a language of literal interpretation. Did one punish
a child for that?

 


I chose to educate. Together, we embarked on
a quest, a search for the abstract and figurative meaning of
language in all its nuances, her to understand it, me to teach it,
a journey more challenging than transforming a frog into a prince.
But learn she did, initially by recognition, then a grudging
acceptance. Comprehension and integration were the last to dawn;
unleashing us from the shackles her literal language had bound us
to, deepening our bond.

I taught her about autism, the ways in which
she was different, both the positives and the challenges. I
listened to the experts. I read the books. Yet I followed my own
path, my instincts my guide. It was her eyes that grounded me. They
spoke her inner truth, giving me clues, signs, confirmation of my
discernment. That’s what shaped my choices, her eyes, so ethereal,
yet compelling, eyes that lit my world.

I was told to structure her life. Me, the
queen of non-structure. Structure smothered me, strangling the
energy upon which I thrived. The appointments alone threatened to
overwhelm. Trying to get an unwilling child to participate was like
pulling teeth from a crocodile, her lack of awareness the root of
her unwillingness. She saw no need for therapy, only a need for
control. I struggled to provide more structure, much in the way my
dented Cavalier chugged uphill; at the same time, teaching her to
accept less.

I encouraged her to relish in moments of
spontaneity and laughter, a notion that met with blank stares and
puzzlement, bafflement, really. I failed, time and time again. But
success knew no bounds like a mother’s determination.

By twelve years, she laughed with me. I
teased her. She teased back, an easy banter; inconsistent, but
present, providing a thrill unparalleled by any adventure I’d yet
encountered. Seeds of reciprocity were defining our relationship,
shared emotion, warmth, connection.

I introduced her to spontaneity. She taught
me about it, her celebration of a sunset when I was exhausted from
chores, her delight in a robin’s chirp when I was rushing to
appointments, her wonder over a red maple leaf, when we were late
for school. It both challenged and enriched.

Time did not exist in her world, a concept
too abstract for her to grasp. She lived in the now, and in the
energy of life around her. Nature was more than her haven. She was
one with it, intricately tied to its life force.

Once, a buzzing fly grated my tired nerves.
With one swat of the bath towel, I killed the fly. She looked at me
in horror, big eyes wide with shame. “Mom! That fly was my friend!”
I shrunk from her gaze. Never again was a fly killed in my home,
nor a spider, nor an ant, nor a moth. Each and every one was
spared, gently removed and restored to its natural habitat
outside.

She talked to trees, apologized to the grass
for stepping on it. The chore of pulling weeds was a task that
brought anguish to her soul, as she heard their cries of agony. She
revered the world most took for granted. I revered her. She had
grown, beyond expectations, intellectually, socially,
emotionally.

Her eighth grade was a pivotal year, blessed
with teachers who taught to her potential, not her limitations.
Philosophical thought sprouted, her mind exploring the wonders of
the universe with an insight that awed and humbled. New interests
materialized. The study of science beckoned. Academic gifts
appeared on the horizon. A flair for writing emerged, her words
imbued with the power to emotionally transform. Autism still
defined her world, a roadblock often painful to observe, but it no
longer defined her. Those who looked beyond saw more, a soul
perhaps greater than their own.

High school was a difficult transition, but
one she persevered at with her customary resolve. Her last day of
grade nine shone bright. She had known happiness this year, less
struggle, more acceptance of herself, friends. She skipped home
that last day. With a sassy toss of her braided hair, she passed me
a large, white envelope, her grade nine report card. My fingers
trembled. This was high school, after all. I pulled her report from
the envelope. My eyes focused, scanning the page. A smile crept to
my lips. Straight A’s almost, Math a B.

She threw her arms around my neck, gently,
with affection. “Thanks, Mom,” she said, in a voice charged with
emotion, her intelligence proven to herself. Contentment infused me
like the morning’s dawn. Grades measured nothing to me. The real
story lay in the comments she received, comments garnered from
conversations and reports of recent past.

“This one is different, she is.” That’s what
they said, in voices that scaled to mountain peaks. “She’s
intelligent, with a powerful writing voice, and original ideas. She
cares about the environment, social issues and justice. It’s her
difference that makes her so great. The world needs more people
like her.”

 


Joy, pride, call it what you like, it
enveloped me, as warm and tender as her embrace. This was my
daughter, so different, yet so perfect in her difference, unspoiled
by the naysayers and critics of her time. The ancients knew all
along. ‘Who is the different one?’ they called from the seas of
time. I smiled. They were right. Peace, fulfillment, the
realization of a dream, soothed my soul as the caressing waves at
sea. This was my world, a world where diamonds rose from the
dust.

 


About the Author:
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WHY NOT ME?

 The
keys to unlock your power, and release your potential.

 


by

Mark Meincke

 


In the Hindu religion, there is a sharp focus
on Dharma. Choosing your Dharma is choosing to walk the path set
for you by the Supreme Being. If you follow your Dharma, you will
no longer be a fish out of water, or a round peg trying to fit in a
square hole. When you are doing what you are meant to do, you will
then be utilizing your natural skill sets and talents; thus,
success will be inevitable. Finding your Dharma is like falling in
love. If you’re ready for it to happen, then when it happens, you
will just know. And nobody will be able to talk you out of it. If
you aren’t sure of what it is you should be doing, just make sure
that you are in the ball park. Close is good enough for a
start.

One way to find your Dharma is to write a
list of what you don’t want in your life. Most people have an
easier time identifying what they don’t want than what they do
want. It will still take courage to cut these items out of your
life, but at least you will have a list to use as a reference when
you are deciding on one path over another. The closer you are to
your Dharma, the easier and more enjoyable your life path will
be.

The best example I can think of to illustrate
Dharma is to talk about my dog, Abby. Abby is an English Springer
Spaniel or “Springer” for short. Springers are born and bred to
hunt and flush out game birds such as grouse and pheasants, which
is the prime purpose for me choosing this breed. From her normal
behavior, most people would assume that Abby is a happy dog when
they meet her. She is a bundle of excitement when she greets every
guest, and she is even more excited if she recognizes who you are.
She’s an indoor dog who is well cared for, pampered, and loved as
much as any dog could hope for. It’s true that our little Abby is
generally a happy dog who is in good spirits. However, she wasn’t
born and bred to be a family lap dog.

Abby suffers from arthritis, and at home she
needs help to get up on to the couch or into her favorite chair.
She climbs the stairs with some difficulty and discomfort, but she
can do it on her own. In this environment where she is merely
content, this is the demeanor of our precious friend. One would
never suspect what she is capable of when she is placed in the
environment she was born and bred to be in.

When the short two weeks of pheasant season
comes around, I’m ready for it. The pheasant area is a two-hour
drive south of my home. Consequently, for me to be there for first
legal shooting light, I have to get up bright and early. The moment
I grab my hunting jacket and my shotgun, Abby perks up and starts
to look like a different dog. Suddenly she is able to fly up and
down the stairs without any sign of pain, and she has a look of
anticipation in her eyes that can only be described as sheer joy.
On the drive down to the pheasant area, she calms down. But as soon
as we get within ten minutes of our regular area, Abby starts to
fuss with anticipation. Even though we only go about three times a
season, she recognizes every tree and bush within a fifteen mile
radius. By the time we start down the final dirt road, Abby is
jumping out of her skin with excitement. The moment I park, I open
the door for her, and she bolts out of the vehicle as if she were
on fire.

Once I get all of my gear prepared and the
clock tells me that it’s time for legal shooting light, we’re off
to hunt. My little arthritic dog runs full out, weaving in and out
of the bushes without any encouragement for three hours straight.
Even in the deepest bush (which Springers are renowned for), Abby
will crash through the thistles and leap over the logs and deadfall
as if she were four years younger and much fitter than she actually
is. When Abby does find a bird or rabbit, she lets out an
uncontainable yelp of excitement as she chases after it for me.
Each time she finds a bird, she is re-energized and
unstoppable.

This is the power of Dharma. Hunting is what
Abby was born and bred to do. It is the reason she was placed on
this earth. Although she can be relatively happy without hunting,
she will never be so happy as when she is hunting.

 


When you are traveling the path you were
meant to travel, the one you were designed for, you will then be at
your happiest as well. If I could hunt with Abby all year round, I
would. It brings me enormous joy to watch the excitement she
experiences during the hunt. Even when we aren’t successful at
finding any game, she is still far happier pursuing her purpose
than being at home on the couch. She doesn’t lament that she has
failed in her attempt; instead, she relishes the fact that she had
the opportunity to try.

“One’s real life is often the life that one
does not lead.” Oscar Wilde

“A musician must make music, an artist must
paint, and a poet must write if he is to be ultimately at peace
with himself.” Abraham Maslow
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THE
STAGE

by

Stanislaw Kapuscinski

 


I am but and actor, and the world is my
stage. Was it Shakespeare who said that? Whoever it was, he was
right. The world is a stage on which we enact our little dramas,
comedies, and, if we are very unlucky, our tragedies.

Actually, the roles we play have nothing to
do with luck. Luck is what the weak blame for their misfortunes. If
we only knew that our season on this stage is no more than a brief
stint, tailored-made to learn a very specific lesson, we would not
take our roles, not to mention ourselves, quite so seriously.

 


Some of us discover the role we are supposed
to play early. This discovery is called self-realization. People
lucky enough to make this discovery are those who fulfill their
purpose in life. They are the few, the chosen. Or perhaps, they
just looked harder. They come in all walks of life, but they have
one thing in common. They are a happy lot.

Yet, until we discover our purpose—the role
we are supposed to play—we take part in various productions. First
we are allotted the roles of children. Most of us are very good at
that, although even this category seems to be split into the nice,
well-behaved children, and.... the obnoxious brats. The latter
group really comes into its own during the rapacious teen-years.
The know-it-all-teen, the don’t-tell-me-what-to-do-teen, the
how-come-you-can-and-I-can’t-teen. There are many variations on the
theme. I refer to these years as rapacious, because they subsist on
greed and prey. They claim what is not theirs, what they haven’t
earned. Their demands are not integral to their consciousness.
This, in fact, is the first, indispensable lesson for all of
us.

And then we come of age. We start performing
our adult roles. We step on this audacious stage somewhere between
our middle twenties and late sixties. Assuming, we ever do, of
course. According to Winston Churchill, some of us crossover from
juvenile delinquency directly to sterile senility. Some of us never
go through the stage of adulthood.

 


Not us, of course. We are all very mature.
Right? Then why do we act as animals, emotional dunces,
pseudo-intellectuals and even as pseudo-saints––on occasion.
Surely, most of us do indulge in these passing fancies. Don’t
we?

 


An average adult (that’s us) has to juggle
several roles at once. The stage of life is much more demanding
than a theatrical illusion. Nevertheless, most of us must perform
our roles of understanding, loving husbands-wives, strictish but
affectionate fathers-mothers, self-abating breadwinners, homemakers
(often both), obedient employees, responsible bosses, compassionate
neighbours and, if we are very undeserving: important personages.
Now, as long as we remain firmly committed to role playing, all’s
well and good. The problems start when we forget that we are on a
stage. When we do forget, all hell breaks loose.

First we begin taking the world
seriously––then ourselves. We confuse the stage with the permanent
reality and ourselves with the roles we play. We forget that we
keep rotating our roles all the time, to make sure this cannot
happen, but––it still does.

To most of us. Sometimes.

 


So what can we do when this happens? What is
our retreat from this pathological condition? Can we run, escape,
step on another stage? Can we fight this mirage? How many times
have we all asked ourselves: “How could I have been so stupid?” “So
irresponsible?” “So ungrateful for the blessings all around
me?”

 


The answer is as simple as it is unexpected:
nothing.

Assuming we recognize our condition as one in
which we do not wish to remain, we have to do absolutely nothing.
Whatever role we are emoting, and that’s all it is,
overacting the particular part, scene or play will
dissolve––the moment we stop thinking about it. If we feel guilty,
ashamed, angry with our fate, the world, husband, wife, boss or
whatever, we shall only prolong the scene we got stuck in. If, on
the other hand, we simply sit back and wait for the stupid
condition to pass––it will. We shall either earn applause or some
boos, but that is the worst that can happen. Providing that we do
nothing. This is the glory of being an actor: we can always improve
on our performance the next time. But if we try to improve a
bad performance while emoting, i.e.: if we fight evil, we give it
reality. That is what evil is: a false image, mirage, Maya, being
mistaken for reality. By fighting it, we make it so real that we,
ourselves, begin to believe in it.

We fight windmills.

Fortified with this knowledge, we can play
any part we choose. We can, and should, play our role as best we
can. We must try to give a Royal Command Performance every time.
But we should never forget that we are only on a stage. That our
true reality is not the theatre but, what Deepak Chopra called, the
Field of Infinite Possibilities. A Stage of Infinite Parts. Every
actor’s paradise!

Since we all are masters of our own
universes, everything and everybody in our own, personal universe
is exactly what we believe them to be. It cannot be otherwise. We,
and only we, can create our own reality. If it weren’t so, the
scriptures would hardly call us gods! Right? We create not only our
parts, but also the stage, the audience the theatre itself. For a
while. It is always only for a while.

We are immortal, but the plays are transient,
ephemeral. Once we truly accept this concept, we shall never worry
about over-acting again. Because even if we do emote, emotionalize,
sentimentalize, carry on, rage, rant... once in a while, well, it
is only a play. A drama, a comedy or even a tragedy, in an endless
procession of plays. And roles. So we might as well enjoy our
parts, our dramas. The world is but a stage. And let us not
forget... we are also the directors!

Break a leg!

 


...’ tis in ourselves that we are thus or
thus.

Our bodies are our gardens,

to the which our wills are gardeners;

so that if we will plant nettles, or sow
lettuce,

set hyssop and weed up thyme, supply it with
one gender of herbs, or district it with many, either to have it
sterile with idleness, or manured with industry, why, the power
and

corrigible authority of this lies in our
wills.

 


William Shakespeare

[OTHELLO]

Act I, scene III. Iago speaking to Roderigo
(part).
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 SUDDENLY SILENCED

 


Essay submitted to
INHOUSEPRESS for 2010 Human Potential Non-fiction Contest by Marci
Maxwell who since disclaimed
authorship.

 


I shifted my body and realized that I was
waking up. I could hear the muffled sounds of movement coming from
the bathroom on the other side of our bedroom wall. My brain got
fuzzy and I was asleep once again. An unfamiliar and annoying
rattling sound echoed behind my head and my eyelids flew open.
Under the dim glow of a bedside lamp I could make out John's form
sitting on the edge of the bed fumbling with an object. He was
struggling with a container and the pills inside rattled violently
against the sides of it breaking the silence of the night. He spun
towards me shaking the pill bottle clenched tightly in his fist and
muttering something I couldn't make out.

 


As I walked around to his side of the bed he
momentarily looked towards me. There was urgency and a pained or
angry expression on his face that I had never seen before. With a
gentle voice I asked him what he was doing, and then watched his
lips move as the words tumbled out. I couldn't decipher what he was
saying. He frantically twisted the childproof cap and shot me panic
ridden glances. Was it a toothache? He threw the pill bottle on the
bed. With a desperation and intensity that was palpable, he
clutched the sides of his head, looked me in the eye, and slowly
and clearly said," I have a headache". My stomach tightened and
flipped. A wave of nausea washed over me as my heart pounded within
my chest. I swallowed hard, looked him in the eye, and then somehow
said the most difficult words I had ever spoken, "John you're
having a stroke".

Following the lifesaving procedure removing
the blood clot from his brain, I was lead in to see him. The
rhythmic sound of machinery monitoring his condition sighed and
beeped in the background. The doctor moved alongside the bed and
called John's name loudly while also announcing my arrival and
location. John looked bewildered as he struggled to see through the
glaring fluorescent overhead lights. His face was an eerie shade of
pale grey and swollen to twice its size. The right side of it
drooped slightly. He had lost all his ability to speak or make a
sound. The right side of his body was paralyzed from head to toe. I
moved up along the side of the bed and our eyes met. I gazed deeply
into them searching for my John. There was a light and life shining
back at me. My spirit jumped within me and I understood immediately
that John would reach his full potential. He was okay, just
temporarily trapped inside his own body. I knew he would not only
be okay, but fully recover all that he had lost.

Naturally, the doctors relied on medical
science, past experience, and physical evidence when evaluating and
treating him. I listened and observed as they explained and
demonstrated his lack of reflexes, inability to move his arm and
leg, and an assortment of other possible deficits. Fortunately for
me, along with trusting in the marvels of medical science, I also
relied on the unseen; my faith in God. I believed in the power of
the human spirit and wouldn't underestimate John's gritty
determination.

Within a week, the doctors were becoming
excited over the prospect of John making a reasonable recovery. He
could make his arm move in a clumsy motion, walk independently, and
his reflexes had returned. Over the next few weeks, his speech
slowly and sporadically began to come back. Day after day, by sheer
will and undaunted determination, John struggled to make his body
follow the instructions sent from his mind. With the help of
physiotherapists, speech and language pathologists, and a team of
medical specialists, John was coached, treated, and encouraged
along the road to recovery.

In the beginning, John found the progress
slow and unbearably frustrating. As time passed, each success
became a foundation for the next success. Movements that were once
clumsy had become refined. To regain his fine motor skills in his
fingers, and his range of motion in his arm, he took up
fly-fishing.

 


Several years have now passed.

 


John not only enjoys time spent in the river,
but he can tie exquisite flies. His voice suddenly silenced by a
blood clot, found itself and can be heard once again. Single words
spoken randomly are now thoughtfully strung together in an orderly
fashion forming flowing sentences. John tried his hand at learning
to play the saxophone to help with his breath control and finger
co-ordination. His creativity and willingness to try new things in
an effort to regain all he had lost is a testimony to the human
spirit and its unlimited potential. He is a courageous, tenacious,
humble man, who strives for excellence in all he does. He continues
to push and expand his boundaries and lives a full rich life once
again.

 


The human being is an incredible life form.
The mere scope and science behind the processes required just to
keep it alive and functioning are mind-boggling. Add to that the
mysteries of the brain's function and capacity to think, reason,
and imagine. Crown it all with a spiritual component not yet
identified in other species and you have a recipe for unlimited
human potential. We are all living miracles wrapped around
untapped, boundless possibilities, just waiting to be discovered
and explored. Unleash you imagination and change the world.


 


 



CARRIE

 


Essay submitted to INHOUSEPRESS for 2010
Human Potential Non-fiction Contest by Andrea Simmons who now
disclaims authorship.

 


I first met Carrie in my job as Jewish
Chaplain/Counselor in the attorney’s room at Sybil Brand Jail for
Woman in Los Angeles. She wasn’t at all interested in any help. The
love of her life was a fellow drug addict with a long record. Her
parents lived in the mid west. This innocent looking woman calmly
said, “My best hope is to be sentenced into a prison close to my
parents.”

The old war horse in me couldn’t resist,
“Have you already been sentenced Carrie?” My heart sunk at her
response, “No, not really, but there’s no hope for me this
time.”

It was this, this time that got me. As it
turned out, Carrie had been a very bad girl. She appeared in one
court with her innocent smile and told the judge all he wanted to
hear, how well she was doing and how she was following the rules.
At the same time she was picking up new cases in other courts.
Everything crashed when the judge for her currant case finally
received all of her records. He was very unhappy, clearly
recognizing he’d been played. I hated the idea of this woman
ruining her whole life over drugs. I was about the only one who saw
any hope for this young woman. She certainly didn’t appear to see
any home, the judge for sure didn’t, and even the deputies, aware
of my role with inmates, took me to the side to whisper, “Don’t
waste your time with that one.”

I had wasted my share of time in my life. I
figured a little more couldn’t hurt me.

 


We continued to talk over the next weeks.
Carrie started opening up a little. She came to see that maybe a
year or two in a Jewish Recovery Program might just be preferable
to State Prison and the possibility of life without drugs. She
still didn’t believe there was anyway she could convince this
particular judge that she meant it this time.

Carrie was sure that her significant other
would follow her into the “normal” world if that were what she
wanted.

I had my own thoughts about that, but chose
not to mention them at this time. I was just glad she was beginning
to be open to the possibility of changing her life, and to the need
for some help. I didn’t know how on earth how we were going to get
past the wrath of her twice-bit judge.

Because her parents were law abiding citizens
and heart sick over the direction their beloved daughter had
chosen, they were more than supportive to my interest in getting
help for her on the west coast, even if it meant seeing her would
not be as easy as it would be if she was sentenced into their
state.

I asked my boss, Harriet to come and meet
with her. Carrie, in anyone’s book, was a tough sell. “If I don’t
see what you see Andrea, I will not go forward,” Harriet warned.
“Fair enough,” I responded. Luckily she saw what I had seen. I let
Carrie know my boss would be coming to meet with her, and for her
to think about what direction she wanted the direction of her life
to go before her meeting with Harriet. After that I backed up and
hoped for the best. I believed she would rise to the occasion, or
at least I wanted to believe she would.

More has come out of that beginning hope on
my part for help for this young woman than I could have ever
predicted.

 


I begged Mark, Harriet’s husband, a
recovering career criminal himself, and now a fully ordained Rabbi,
to come when we appeared before the judge. As a poster child for
the reality that people can change. Mark agreed.

Just as the proceeds were getting under way,
Mark surprised me by standing and asking for a private meeting with
the Judge in Chambers. Contemplating for a minute the Judge finally
ordered Mark and me into chambers.

Mark was electric. He began by acknowledging
that Carrie had been outrageous in her behavior and was a drug
addict. He went on to talk about his own recovery that had been
laced with relapse. He presented the theory that relapse was part
of recovery. Mark spoke of his long life as a professional con man,
his return to his Jewish roots with the Rabbi at Chino Prison in
California and his continued return to prison, which only ended
when he came into the recovery program Carrie would be sentenced
into. Mark spoke of eventually applying to rabbinical school, with
little hope of being accepted. When he was, the Rabbi deciding on
his application, among the many who applied said, “You of all
people is what Judaism is about. It’s about T’Shuvah.” (To
Return).

We offered the Judge the following proposal:
If the judge would allow Carrie to be alternatively sentenced into
our residential recovery program she would agree to waive all time
served. She would serve a minimum of one year in the program and if
she did not graduate on good terms would waive any time served in
the program, would have to serve the sentence the judge would have
pronounced today, plus all time on any new cases Cary picked up if
she didn’t succeed.

After our presentation we sat in tense
silence waiting for the Judge to make his mind up. At last the
Judge spoke, “Is Carrie aware of this bargain of yours? Has she
agreed to those conditions?”

“Yes your honor.”

“Than I agree. She’ll be released into your
program, with those stipulations. She’d best never appear before me
again.”

Carrie graduated successfully from our
program and her boyfriend did indeed follow her into “normal
life”.

 


Carrie and her now husband still work for the
program fifteen years later. Carrie thrives in the role I used to
have, visiting inmates and looking for the ones who can be
saved.


 



BEYOND THE
BOX

by

HM Gruendler-Schierloh

 


Our son entered this world as a “breach
baby”—feet first, facing inward—and he has been moving that way
through life ever since. He was a delightful toddler and
preschooler—talkative and curious, with an innate ability to “think
outside the box.” When he was about six years old, I found myself
facing a living room transformed into a giant spider web. That
little guy had taken a roll of sewing thread and strung it every
which way across the room, attaching it to whatever would keep it
in place.

His dad and I didn’t have the nerve to take
it down. So for days, we ducked under the webbing to move about the
house. Another day, when I was putting him to bed, he suddenly
whispered. “You know what, Mom? I think God is so big that we move
right through him and don’t even notice it.” Constantly bombarded
by his seemingly never-ending questions about the why’s and how’s
of human existence, I encouraged him to read and he took to books
like a fish to water—for knowledge, solace, comfort and fun. I am
still proud of our parental cooperation. However, there were times
when I questioned our “go with the flow” educational approach.

As I watched people flock to seminars
teaching a less conventional way of functioning, I wondered if our
son, who happened to be born that way, might have benefited from a
bit more “structure.” Maybe, just once in a while, we should have
stuck him “into the box.”

 


His earlier teachers must have seen what we,
his parents, already knew. In elementary school, he was recruited
into a program for the gifted—and he absolutely loved building
gadgets for regional competitions. He got lost in those projects
and along the way he acquired a reputation for being
“task-oriented.”

The real challenge for him, and for us as
parents, came during those “in-between” years. His middle and high
school teachers had little patience for his unique mode of
operation.

 


No wonder…

 


One day, while tidying up, I found an
unfinished essay stuck under a table leg.

“Hey honey,” I shouted. “I found something.
Come here and tell me if it's a throw-away."

My son blew into the room, a blast of
rock-music following him from his stereo. He tore the sheet from my
hand. “That’s not garbage. It’s an assignment I needed to
finish.”

“Needed, past tense?” I asked. “When was it
due?”

The essay’s creator stared down at the paper.
"It’s a rough draft we typed at school. However, I couldn’t finish
it because some of my notes were at home.”

I glanced at the page. "Seems to me that
there is only the conclusion missing.”

"True, but I will need my notes to write it.”
Paper in hand, he raced back into his room. Listening to the
stifled sounds of his stereo, I pictured him rocking through his
junk for the missing information.

 


The next day, not even waiting for my
question, he told me. “I haven't found the notes yet, and I also
lost the paper you rescued.”

I moaned. "Where could you have possibly lost
that so soon?"

"I dunno, somewhere." He patted my shoulder.
“Don't worry, Mom. I have detention tomorrow, where I can make it
all up."

"Well, all fixed?" I asked the following
evening.

He grinned. "Almost, I turned in two overdue
assignments."

"I didn’t know there were two."

"You didn't ask."

 


I threatened to ground him, unless he
reconstructed any still outstanding homework immediately. Shortly
afterwards, he handed me a neatly typed document. His essay of
China’s history was excellent. I told him that I was proud of him -
and the problem seemed resolved.

It was—until the arrival of an envelope with
three progress reports, a trio of warnings for possible D’s.

When my son saw my pale face, he ripped the
slips from my fingers. "Oh, no, that can't be. I didn't miss a test
in Home Economics, and I don't owe five assignments in Social
Studies.”

Somehow, “China’s history” also had not yet
caught up with his teacher.

He ran back into his room and slammed the
door shut. I found him lying on his bed, sobbing and beating his
fists against the bed frame. Although I attempted to comfort him, I
felt tired, empty and powerless. Trying so hard to supervise his
homework, I had made myself available for whenever he needed
help.

To fulfill his foreign language requirement
in high school, he picked German - my native tongue. He had enough
basic knowledge of it in order to excel. So, when we learned he
would fail the class, we were shocked. Our son just shrugged it off
with, “I will not color and label silly little pictures.”

So, he got an F, and that was it. Well, not
quite…

 


One day, he received a letter from some
organization in the state capital. When I asked him about it, he
waved me off. “Oh, it’s nothing.”

It turned out he had scored so high on a
German language test that he was chosen for some special
recognition. I felt for the teacher who failed a student marked for
excellence.

Our son blossomed at the university. Studying
philosophy and mathematics, he enjoyed college life, dated, and
after graduation he continued with what he has always done and most
likely will always do—his own thing.

He is now an adventurous computer whiz who
travels extensively and enjoys a wide circle of friends from many
different cultures and walks of life. Besides being considerate,
loyal, honest and open-minded, he also remains extraordinarily
inquisitive, innovative and creative. He seems to welcome every day
as a chance to do something new and exciting—and to read, read,
read… to his very own drumbeat.

 


About the author:

 


HM Gruendler-Schierloh is a bilingual
writer, translator, and language instructor. To support her deep
interest in verbal and written communications with academic
credentials, HM Gruendler-Schierloh acquired a BA in journalism as
well as advanced credits in linguistics - with an emphasis on
teaching English as a Second Language (ESL). Some of the author's
work (essays, fiction, creative non-fiction, and poetry) has been
published in the United States, Canada, the United Kingdom, and
online.


 


 ON THE NATURE OF BEING

or

The Effect of Myristoylation on the
Structure and Stability of Hisactophilin

by

Fred Meissner

 


That subtitle, in case you're wondering, is
the title of my son's "thesis requirement for the degree of Master
of Science in Chemistry." In his "Acknowledgments," Joe recognizes
the support of his colleagues and his wife, Karen; he also gives a
nod "To [his] family—thank you for all your love and for pretending
to understand [what] this project is about." So I read my son's
thesis, summed up in the final sentence of his "Abstract" as a
discussion of "the molecular consequences of myristoylation on
protein stability and structure, as well as the molecular basis for
[a] pH dependent myristoyl switch." I even find myself nodding
sometimes as I read his work, trying to make some sense of it.
"That's my boy," I think, pride flaring up as I struggle with the
concepts, but no sooner do I put his paper down and any
understanding I might have quickly slips below the horizon of
comprehension.

 


Lately I've been intrigued with the
metaphysics of the sun. Just what, exactly, is this presence that I
walk toward each morning as I make my way to work—a twinkle in
God's eye? The place where all retired Buddhas go? Some kind of
cosmic fireplace? We're like one great big global Dick and Jane
family stretching out our hands, wiggling our toes, warm in our
hearts on the hearth of planet Earth. But metaphor can get a little
dicey here, or just plain sappy; let's turn to science to give us
some kind of accurate description of what the sun's all about. On
"Bob the Alien's Tour of the Solar System" website, under "Eleven
Facts about the Sun," we are informed in "Fact Two" that "if the
Sun was brighter, it would be hotter and would have burnt off its
hydrogen fuel billions of years ago. This means that, if the Sun is
any different to how it is now, life on Earth would not exist. It
is the perfect size, perfect age, perfect distance, perfect
temperature and perfect brightness for life to exist on a planet
like Earth." What I find incredibly flabbergasting about the
information in this paragraph, given the enormity of what is being
implied, is that Bob has used neither italics nor an exclamation
point anywhere to emphasize the significance of his statements.

 


My son, Joe, has assured me that not one
exclamation point appears in his thesis. He does, however, in my
opinion anyway, use the semi-colon quite effectively. For example,
Joe states: "Despite its rather unusual core structure,
non-myristoylated hisactophilin is a relatively stable protein;
adding a myristoyl group to the core may likely affect the overall
stability of the protein." The semi-colon emphasizes the delicate
balance needed for a particular set of circumstances to take place:
the stability of a protein; me trying to read a scientific thesis;
life on Earth and the energy of the sun. The Dalai Lama calls this
kind of relationship "dependent co-origination," a "term used to
signify that phenomena do not have inherent existence but exist
only in relationship to causes and conditions."

 


In "Fact Four" from Bob's "Eleven Facts about
the Sun," we are informed that "if we could remove the bright,
glowing surface of the Sun, we could see nothing other than
blackness. Only the Sun's outer surface shines brightly. The inside
of the Sun is complete darkness." That's not a bad analogy for the
progress I'm making on the original idea for this essay; however,
if I was Bob's editor, I would suggest a semi-colon after
"brightly" rather than a period.

 


At www.nineplanets.org I learned that
"conditions at the Sun's core . . . are extreme. The temperature is
15.6 million Kelvin and the pressure is 250 billion atmospheres."
"The Sun's energy output (3.86e33 ergs/second or 386 billion
billion megawatts) is produced by nuclear fusion reactions. Each
second about 700,000,000 tons of hydrogen are converted to about
695,000,000 tons of helium and 5,000,000 tons . . . of energy in
the form of gamma rays." I'll refrain from any comment on the
punctuation.

 


I remember one day when our Joe was just a
baby, I came home to our apartment to find an ambulance in the
driveway and Terry's terrified face telling me that Joe had had a
seizure. We'd find out later that it was a fibral convulsion
brought on by a fever that had spiked too quickly, but at that time
I only thought we were going to lose our son, this small, wee form
that we'd brought into the world; I rode with him in the ambulance;
I held his fever-wracked body at the hospital; I refused to let him
out of my sight while the doctor and the nurses worked with him,
unable to comprehend the possibility of a life without him.

 


In his "Summary," Joe states that "further
denaturation experiments will allow for not only a better
understanding of the stabilizing effects of myristoylation, but
potentially an understanding of the energetics of the myristoyl
switch. Implementation of careful control experiments may help to
uncover the free energy required for the switch to occur—which has
not been completed for any myristoylated proteins." Someone else,
it seems, will need to carry on where he's left off. Maybe our
understanding of anything in this world needs to work that way. Our
comprehension of the nature of being may reside at the molecular
level in the free energy in the beta-barrel of a protein; it may be
discovered in the vast mass of the sun's core; it might be found in
the sudden realization of how precious this life is; everything's a
perfect, precarious balance that I think we have a responsibility,
at the very least, to be aware of; regardless of how insignificant
we feel in this incomprehensible space of the universe, we are part
of it; maybe we need to remember that we exist semi-colonially;
there's no place for periods here; I find some kind of warm comfort
in that

 


About the Author:

 


Fred Meissner says:
"I decided to 'live life to the fullest'
by playing at writing and working as a high school English/Special
Education teacher; having enjoyed some success in both areas, I
will eventually retire from teaching, build a papier-mâché glider
from my rejection slips, and soar peacefully into Oblivion's misty
realms.

I do, however, have a few recent publishing
credits: they include Ascent Aspirations, Electro-Twaddle, Armada
Quarterly, Poetry Canada, and a broadside for Rubicon Press. As
well Cezanne's Carrot, Toward the Light, and The Fieldstone Review
have each published one of my personal essays and I've had the
opportunity to read some of my work at the Eden Mills Writers
Festival."


 


 


 AMAZING ABUJA WOMEN
POTTERS

by

Taiwo Lawrence, Adeyemi,

 


The best way to, predict your career is to
invent it, Your career and life should never be at the mercy of
chance, neither your dream and success, share your skills, produce
energy and opportunity. Having a head start, places you at vantage
position in life, That position makes the future attractive,
because of this confidence, your future is bright.

Be bold because you have a vision, be
committed because you have a PASSION, dream your future and turn it
realities, because to succeed on the uncompromising playing ground
of the high and mighty demand skill, determination and of course
VISION, share your passion, Go ahead and conquer, let people make
you a reference point in years to come.

On the whole it is patience, which makes the
difference between those who succeed or fail in all things. All the
greatest people have it, in an infinite degree, and among the less,
the patience weak ones always conquer the impatience strong,
whatever is expressed is impressed, whatever you say to your self
with emotions generates thoughts, ideas and behaviours consistent
with those words.

 


As sense of inferiority and inadequacy
interferes with the attainment of your hopes, but self confidence
leads to self actualization and successful achievement, they were
great, full of big dreams, they wanted to conquer, now they have
conquer, some of these their dreams have materialized into concrete
realities.

They are an agent of movement for change,
remain consistent, remain a KNOCKOUT, they have seen farther ahead
of others because they are standing on the shoulders of a
giant,

What is in a Name? EVERYTHING POSITIVE, THESE
ARE THE AMAZING ABUJA WOMEN POTTERS.

"When you see a mad bull in a China's shop,
you find a way of leading it out gently to avoid damaging the
contents in the shop" With intense concentration, balmy sunshine,
patience, graceful coordination between woman and clay, sheer
exultation when clay is turned into artistic object, one will
definitely feel the passion for artistic works, they are servant of
fame and business, on the whole the end justify the patience, The
clays are gathered, munch and water added, there moulding began
into various designs and shapes, they are later taken to kiln or
the traditional method, using sun or fire to dry the Pots "THESE
ARE THE AMAZING ABUJA WOMEN POTTERS."

 


The Potters found mostly in Kwali and Bwari
area councils of Abuja, Nigeria's administrative capital, Gbagi by
tribe and mostly women, they turned clay to beautiful cooking and
brewing pots, flower vases, e.t.c. Their artistic end products
adorned Hotels, Motels, Airports, Government offices, e.t.c., made
famous by the late Mrs. Ladi Kwali. Their works have attracted
important dignitaries, which include the former U.S.A. president
Bill Clinton, Ushaffa (Bwari Area Council), and Microsoft CEO, Mr.
Bill Gates. They raked in sizeable revenue from the sale of their
products and the visiting tourists.

The problem faced, however, by these Potters
remain largely illiteracy, they can neither read nor write. "FROM
CIVILISATION TILL DATE, THE ART WORKS DRAWS THE SAME REACTION
"AWE". ABUJA AMAZING POTTERS, ARE PRODUCING THE MORE GREAT POTS THE
WORLD CANT WAIT TO SEE."

 


About the Author:

 


Taiwo Lawrence, Adeyemi
hails from Ejiba,Yagba West Local Government Area of Kogi State,
North Central Nigeria. Holds a Diploma certificate in Computer
Science with Credit. He have contributed stories for publication in
Daily Trust Newspapers, Thisday Newspapers, African Service, VOA
NEWS, Punch Newspapers and Rhythm FM 94.7 Abuja and have realized
reports for People TV, Saint Quen, France (BUSINESS/INITIATIVE
AFRICA) (http://www.business-africa.net, http://www.initiative-africa.com,
http://www.people-television.com).

 


He also has reported for “Pinnacle News, 1
Africa Radio, Cape Town, South Africa", and "1 Africa Radio (CVC
Media), Best Creative New Programme Entry; 2011". With an
insatiable appetite for writing, creatively rich, restless until
the best result is realized and ready to learn.


 


 



THE BIG
BANG...

by

Kate Jones

 


From core flung outward,

A pang of future promise –

And a child is born.

 


FROM CHAOS TO ORDER...

 


Out of the chaos,

Clumps and patterns coalesce—

Ideas build rules.

 


CHANGE AND REPLICATION...

 


Orbits wheel and spin;

Change forges our spirit.

The template remains.

 


CHANGE AND EQUILIBRIUM...

 


Transform – evolve – flow...

Dance in dynamic balance:

Knowledge yields wisdom.

 


HARMONY OF OPPOSITES...

 


Empathy mirrors

Images of “I” and “You”—

Duality sings.



UNIFICATION...

 


Fusion finds its kind...

Minds meld cosmic truth to plan—

The birth of science.

 


LIFE EVOLVES...

 


From waves emerged land,

And onto the land crawled life.

And from life came mind.

 


LANGUAGE AND INTELLIGENCE EMERGE...

 


Thoughts and words: Time tools

Forge a world fit for the gods.

There are no limits.

 


PASSING THE TORCH...

 


We are the ladder.

All that is from that which was

Fulfills the promise.

 


 


About the Author:

 


Kate Jones is consumed by
the need to write a book on her theories of human consciousness.
The Facebook profile of the Author is at: http://facebook.com/puzzlelady
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Established in 2005, Inhousepress publish
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For other publications by Inhousepress on
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