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This book is dedicated to

my beloved grandson, Blake,

who with his kind and gentle nature
awoke within me
a profound awareness of empathy

and the multiple blessings it bestows

upon all those who embrace it
especially in the communities of those

with special needs.
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Author’s Note

Warning: Proceed carefully, reading with cautious hope.

This novel’s authentic description of a devastating birth reveals an
innocent newborn’s shocking birth defects to his carefree, unprepared
family. This irreversible disaster creates an immediate crisis within his
guilt-ridden family, presenting relentless challenges in tending to his
ongoing special needs. Future hopes, dreams and passions of each
family member quickly vanish, silently mourned with great guilt since
this baby may never even appear to be normal.

The author carefully explores in depth the overwhelming effects
this baby boy’s birth has upon his sister—effects requiring decades of
self struggle to reverse the emotional scars of profound denial, guilt,
loss of self worth, and even issues of over achievement and unfocused
hidden anger. Will she eventually have to leave home in order to find
her own life?

The reader will see the sister be immensely challenged to define
herself throughout her youth. After years of struggle, her diligent

efforts enlighten her to possibilities of rich, abundant blessings she
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once considered unobtainable. Such blessings gradually reveal
themselves with her discovery and development of empathy for those
beautiful souls who, from the moment of birth, are burdened with
continual crisis from profound birth defects. The monumental
discovery of this empathy magically heals her own distressed soul.

The format of this novel is a combination of the sister’s own
thoughts in her “Notes-To-Self” journal along with historically accurate
details of her family’s experiences that range in time from the
Woodstock Music Festival held in Bethel, New York to the Eagles’
“Hell Freezes Over” concert in Austin, Texas near the end of the
twentieth century. At each stage of the journey, family members are
defined by popular music that expresses their emotions and encourages
family unity. That music, originally offering the sister a refuge from her
brother’s issues, eventually becomes her passion. She finds herself
drawn toward to an unusual career in which she finds unlimited
opportunities to instill within others the very empathy that awakened
and restored her own troubled soul.

When readers finish this story, they are urged to explore the section,
“How the Writing of This Book Evolved,” which authenticates the
reality of portrayed events or issues and provides references for those
interested in further study. Also included are internet references for
musical performances and medical data. These biographical details are
purposely located at the back of the book without references within the

body of the story so that the flow of the story proceeds uninterrupted.
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~Ruaﬂih3 /hovwbur, [174-

Dhee again, my most Areaded, fifefong higkt terror rerfmts
in excruciating Jetail as 9|\ivzring-wu, Fam)(\ﬂing fear
wgufﬁ me. I'm just four years ofd, lmraﬂ\t w,\oa,\af@ of
mtiomjl uvw?@rstawfing but ['m zv«gu{fw? in l\urri'ﬁd,ihg Fanio.
’h\\& m\oia? l\mrt\omt a,uXiW\& \ovum?s in iy olw&t as l stand
waiting at the open Joor of iy Fa,rw‘c's} fa,mieia.r but Jark
bedroom.

™ o\as;w;ing that a vwgud\t rwogni»m\oqe, gkos;‘tf\&
-ﬁgum migl\t 9i(ent{% ﬂoafc from out of the XML, corner
shadows and reach toward me 'tl»\rougl\ what appears to be
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oowﬁning, vor'tioaf bars, mm\ing QMW\& as it 9'trugg¥a9 then
sfow&t a?is&ufvw. | remain frozen at tlw open door even wlwn |
Lmr /h'\o'tl\ar wH\& oaﬂ okt iyt hatme. “%’cvﬂaf

Ca,rdoes«e\t Xangfing it “'54\0% %ro‘tl\arT&M)or Love” Xow
L% its outrw.olxwf arm, | vaz no or:‘l:ion aXoa\ot o
irmvzrs;i\of\& 9talo over -l:lw 'l:l\ras}l\au inte 'tlxis} Xim(\& fit,
wrtain-pulled, Jisturbingly quiet bedroom while at the same
time ins’mn’c(\t wns,ing iy dear, a?isrtmugl\t %o’cl\erls
oveerming heartache and my too-quiet and too-sad
Daddy's inabifity to fix it.

AfmiX of 'cl\a i“ﬁ' umvoiXaWa, tl\rmtaning tension
9th@rin3 ’cl\i% ohee mefuf, inviting \awfroom, l now stand
frozen at the foot of the very bed that l\as; often served as
. X&gl\t{ux, lorinws& Fa){m oomlofetz witl\ ﬂuﬁ%&, \ou{:ﬁt,
Fiffow douds. |t row seems transformed inte a Jark,
forbidden island with l\orriﬁaihg monsters. possibfy l\iafing
under mountaing of wtl\mng blankets that surround
Mother and 4 tiny bundle she holds <o Yovingf\t cose. |
remain lou¢4d as DAXX% stands with his back toward me,
l\is} W bent over as if \arokux, Liafing an unfmifiar,
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o{’is}tawt, o?is;'tmuglx’c eers&ion oh l\is face. I'm oonfuc,wf.
Daﬂ\t has afwmp been able to fix avar\a:tl\ihg.

%otlw,r bedﬂons me once again t a‘orroaol\—lxar smct,
trmbfing voice Finol\w? with |oa,in. | turm t 'DMM\{( but Li;
Luw? remaing l\anging, l\i% fm l\iauw; it's; iy firt;t-avar
encounter with grie{ Mo previols memory from my yolng (ife
has ever mlo’curwf a oonx\oa.mwe, dread loroviA’o me with an
alolaroloriat@ reaction. Sxo wl\u\ /h'\otlwr turns rwf, woﬁay\
elpos toward me and \ofww?s} a third time for my a,lo‘oroaol\, [,
sfowf\t, s{ow&t, sfowftt Ffm one foot ﬂigk’c&& M of the
other wntif | athuaﬂ% reach her side of the enormous bed
and ﬁmiﬂ\t touch her Fah, cluiw,ring, ou‘c;’cm’colw? ﬁngars,.
|nﬁmi4’atwf, | notice once aga.ih 'l:lw, \mb\t-lo{a.hlcet-wmlord
bundle Mother er&t holds s tigl\t against her shoulder.

s this my new baby brother?” | 90&%, ouriousﬁ%
wl\igrar my tlwugl\ts} as some strange fear grips my
Foum?ing heart. 've been 9ifw’cftt, intomaﬂ't fearfu] ever
since Mother announced one ’V“‘t that our \m\a% that she's

been axlawting forever was -ﬁv\aﬂ\t rw»f\a, t be born. As we
Adrove tl'\e« l\os(loibd, ’h'\otlwr “‘oromisw(/ | wwu 3@1: o see
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owr ba\o\a tlwt very ”?"“{f‘ |n9thV, DMM% M been mslxwf
-From tlw vmiting room o be witl\ /h'\o'tlwr, anof | M 9‘00!\17 a
tedious amount of time fooLing at stacks of \oi(/tura books
with an ow/rf\t frionﬂ\t, I\DS«FItaX vvfun'twr.

T[wt was ‘tlw Xma, (&aﬂoww, ao’cuaﬂla,) tlwt
DMM\& became fomvw, oo sad. AMV 'tlwt was tlw, Xa,\t
that | firstbecame aware that certain ‘tl\ib\g? wouu hever
aga.ih l\a,lo‘oon as /h'\otl\ar Fromigwf. DMM% ethwmt
took e home without 9wing either the ba,\mt or Mother.
Dur l\ous}a lw; become way ‘oo XarL and zluiot ever Since,
as if 9ta¥fing forsome Xradﬁa)( famiflt vantion.

—RXM&, Mother fimﬂ% comes home but hurries past me as
91\@ o[uidcf% retreats tv her bedroom with a timt, Huo-
9’crilow?, \afankotwmﬂod bundle that ['m convinced must
o@rta,inf% be the new \m\ma,, Feding aﬁ afow, l \a@gin t
wornder if I've c,omal\ow done s;om-tl\iug tarribf\a, Wrohg. ’V\,uw,
fimﬂxt, Mother has summoned me t see My hew b“’\”‘t
brother. With her chin quivering, she %H‘d' wkiglo@m that
l\als} a sweet, lorwiom;, \mbta, ‘”‘5' amf ‘tlwtl 9lqu I\DM I\im.
She Says | can MF her take gooA’ care of our \aa,b\&.
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Mother tries 1 smile as she pats the Fiffow beside her
waxing e up ohto l\ar bed. H’ar next wvru-el\a’ctaring words
ehﬂa%f\t wirf about in y I\M, words that | Jon't
understand and won t for a fong, fong, fong time. As Mother
tries o somehow oxlofa,iv\ the many unexpected health issues
about Lim—er&t beyond my experionce or imagination—
I've 9tiﬂ Wt W see my hew \m\ma, brother wnmfwf in l\is
ba.bta, Hanlﬁe,t

Mother warns me that we must afwmﬁ be carefuf when
we touch My \m\ata, brother as she starts t Jescribe his
birth defects. The \aamfagw on his {eft arm and hand
loro’cwt WDWM\ sores. “'h% fmct I\amf Iw; an index ‘Fing@r and
thumb but his three vther ﬁngars; are (}vs’c timt irmgufar
nubs. tis left Yag, afso \oam?a,gw?, has more sores and a
orooked, turned-in foot. His Tiny f@ﬂ: eye is a,ngfwf 9%@1»’@\5&
and covered with scar tissue.

T[\av\, /h‘\otl\@r continues to remind me that we 9ti” aﬂ
need 1o fova him very much and take very 30047 care of him.
%L@ mei%% othtl\ing wouu 3@1: better soon.

None of 'tl\is; oonfusing oxﬂmwtion makes any sense at
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fl. Without oomlafat@&t oomlaml\awfing such strange,
unthinkable, yot uobserved details, | mriouﬂ% watch as
Mother onwY\t, oamfuw\& eases that soft, Wu—s}tﬁrwf \m\o\t
blanket away. from the ‘m\o%ls face. %mi(ing l\orefuﬂ% as |
first catoh ﬂim‘os}o of a soft mound of brown, mrf‘a. hair on
tv\o of l\i&} L@m{’, | Wonta,n@ougq\a, giggf@, excited about next
seeing our \m\a\tls fong, Jark, Hinlaing eipe lashes as the
blanket slides Jow{lt Aownward.

’ﬂw\, Y@t'ting out a l\nrrifiw? 4459, l Jer ba,dﬂw,nk,
frozen s;i'lwt, 9’mring at tl\at t’uma,, wr—wvuwﬁ od4-
9l\a|aw?, tear-fifled eye as this baby now lets out a feeble
ory. Cnvering most of 'tlwt side of l\i% face are ved ¢i3¢a,3,
swollen sores.

As the blanket foosens, he squirms, (}erlf-ing his arms
ml”i"w‘& about. [n frantic Xis\adi@{-‘, | notice the \m\a\t's}
\mwfagw? arm as Li; tima, tl\umb and 9ing¥a ‘Fihgor reach out
twards me. That fing@r zwtuaﬂ% wa,tal\w y 9l\ouMar\.
When the bfmxl‘eft ﬁ"”/ﬂ‘t fww'% open, ' M%tiomﬂ% horrified
t see l\is; s}l\rivJ@X, bam?agw? f@g witlx l\is bare foot l\a,nging
foowf\t Jown at an imloos&i\ofa a,ngf@. | realize with peaked
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alorml\em;ion that aﬂ these bMagasr F"’W‘t oohwajl fot'%
of red ¢ig1«ag, woﬂw Sores.

"This is Iy \mb\& brother?’ Frigl\twea? and bewilfered, |
shriek owt folw?, fow?or even than the I\ungr\a,, FYM“‘? ories
of tl\is} grotes}aluo, %rmming bab%‘. /Mﬂ' brot‘wr? /h’lo‘tl\zr
tries o calm me shggosting that my \m\mt brother is mrd(\&
Lu\gn& and (}w;t 9inx|o{\¢ needs to be fed.

| quiol‘&t ﬂanoa at DM’X%, and even tl\ougl\ he 9tiﬂ
l\wnge his head, | see Jefeated tears ﬂowing Jovn his
cheeks. %‘t next ﬂanw at Mother veveals a similar wide
tmif of tears afso Xe&o@m?ing l\zr 90&, F“Jl”’ al\st,. |'m
Womfaring if ['ve somehow done wmw’cl\ing ‘cerri\o'(\t Wrong to
calse aﬂ of tl\is} heartache forus aﬁ

Mot waiting for any further exlofam’cion, | {w,‘a from
/h\otlwr'% bed. %‘3 foet \mm&t touol\ tlxa ﬂoor as l -F(w tl\isr
scene of fifo-ol\ahging tmgaX\t. Withowt any doubt, | know
wnafugivd% tl\a,t y lowfwt, JD‘ﬂ'M fifz wiﬂ never be 'l:l\e
Same again, ever! | run wp the l\aﬂwmt toward the kitchen
and Seurry into /h'\otl\ar's (arg&, wJY-etooI‘w? Fard:nt Jo%t
%Ymming the Hoor 9l\ut \wlxw? me | Liaf@ in a far corner
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underneath the bottom shelf in tota] farkness. Vw‘c‘mg ey
rage toward hy how “%ab% Brother Tender Love” off (that
I'4 o fwing&t fed and Fmrftiow? ol\anging o?ia.loars} on), |
s‘Jxow/ it down into the amlat%, red gingl\am finwf \oimio
basket stored in the oFFosita rner.

/h“t most dreaded, Yifdong nigl\‘c terror Jowftt Xmgs} oh.
I'm afraid t leave my hideowt. %qmt‘ting and tiglxt{%
l\u%ing My oWh knees, | peer into dark corners and imagine
hideous monsters with lxuga red sores screaming as they
surround me. Startled, |'m aware tl\ut never intend to feave
e a]{vm ever a,ga,in.

| can laa,mf\& hear the distant, familiar, WH‘# strummed
chords of DAXX\J'.Q guitar w«m:Y% wotking me as | weep.
Suol\ Mgi(/d ww(wfiv; DMM\J afwmts} an\twf Jus;t for
Mother and me 1o express his 9|awia1( fove. ’hﬂ% worries
ird:m;,h“u(f as it vochrs to me—that, a\olmrwtf%, I'm not now
inJM&X because DMM‘&-'% rot singihg t me but b that
\m\a\a,. I'm too young g 'wa Sv mewl\mrth.

['m fosft in a %lmmto, Jark wvru raafi‘»ihg tl\at tl\is}

heWw, umca,miviar sensation of fwving afum M\a- now be a
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permanent part of my {ife. Still crouched in the pantry, |
tmgioamt wonder what |'ve Jone so tarribf't Wrong 1o caise
this abvarforment. 4 tarriﬁ&ihg sensation of 9mt|\@ring
Aistress wgu(f; me when | hear the fonef%, Jistant chords
of Ddaﬂt'e acoustic 3uit¢r as l\a %ﬂ% 9in39 “%riavga Dver
Trou\ofwf Water in l\is} owh int\orovis;d minor Le\[{.







MON TICELLO
o o o o o

Site of Woodstock Music Festival
Hurd Road off Hwy NY-17B
Bethel, New York
(43 miles southwest of Woodstock, New York)

~August, 1969~

A brand new H929 Stella Harmony acoustic guitar slung over his right
shoulder bumped against Harold’s back on each stride as he trudged along the
roadway. The webbed double-strap of a tightly packed sea bag slung over his
left shoulder tugged heavily downward. Each step aggravated his blistered
feet; his black leather jump boots, regular issue to all sailors assigned to
Damage Control Division, weren't designed for hiking. In stark contrast, his
well-worn, Navy-issued, bell-bottom, denim dungarees with heptagonal
“patch” pockets sewn on the front and back of the pant legs felt soft and
comfortable, as did his customary bleached-white, short-sleeved t-shirt,
which, however, did little to cushion his back and shoulders.

Ironically, Harold’s last name, Walker, was visibly stenciled in white
letters just above his dungarees back pocket (also required by Naval uniform
protocol). The rest of his working uniform, which consisted of a blue
chambray shirt with his name also stenciled in black above the right breast

pocket, a white so-called “Dixie cup” hat, and a set of Ceremonial Enlisted
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Man’s Full Dress Whites was tightly rolled and tightly packed along with the
rest of his belongings in his sea bag. Harold expected that he would get lots of
use out of his three sets of working uniforms but had no reason to imagine he
would ever wear his Full Dress Whites ever again.

He was hitchhiking south along the New York State Thruway. He had
heard news at a roadside cafe that morning that the Apollo 11 astronauts had
landed on the moon. Ironically, at the same time men were walking on the
moon, Harold Walker was striding toward Max Yasgur’s 600-acre dairy farm
in the Catskills near the hamlet of White Lake close to Bethel, New York. His
destination was the site of the self-proclaimed musical lifestyle experience of
all time. He wasn't too sure he could even get there on time.

Recently honorably discharged from the U.S. Navy, Harold first heard
about the festival in mid-April when his ship entered radio range on its final
return trip, an Atlantic cruise to Puerto Rico. His ship, the USS Essex, an
aircraft carrier, moored at Boston Naval Yard on June 30", and his official
naval tour of duty ended ten days later. Disillusioned by intense radio
broadcasts of antiwar sentiment airing almost everywhere, he decided to
hitchhike toward the New York countryside in hopes of finding a small town
where he might hang out temporarily and consider his future. Heading west
on US Hwy 90, the Massachusetts Turnpike, his life underwent a rapid
transition from the familiar sailor’s lifestyle on the high seas to an unfamiliar
hitchhiker’s lifestyle on the highways.

Pausing to rest up a few days in Springfield, he noticed a simple poster
featuring a single white dove perched on a guitar neck against a bright red
background that promised “Three Days of Peace and Music.” Never before
had Harold felt so impetuous, felt such a strong calling to go a certain
direction in life. He had only enlisted in the Navy when his draft number
came up during the Vietnam War. Now this long, tedious highway slowly

unfolding ahead of him seemed to be the beginning of a promising new life.
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He asked locals for directions to a good music store and was directed to
Falcetti Music where he met owner, Sam Falcetti.

Long hours at sea had given Harold plenty of time to learn chords on a
friend’s beat-up guitar. He had a gift for remembering lyrics, so sailor
buddies often requested popular folk songs. Now, after purchasing the best
guitar he could afford for $37.50, he was left with precious little discharge
pay in his small ditty bag which he shoved deep into his sea bag. As Harold
turned to leave the music store, Sam offered him a great discount on a guitar
case. Politely declining, he started out the door just as Sam tossed him a
psychedelic-orange, daisy guitar strap and remarked, “You'll need this if you
plan to carry your guitar all the way to the Woodstock Music Festival.”

“Sorry, sir, no thanks, I'm kind of low on funds,” Harold asserted.

“On the house for Vets,” Sam called out before Harold could turn down
his gift. He reached out and shook Harold’s hand. “Hope you catch a ride.”

Harold was unaware that literally hundreds of thousands of America’s
youth were answering the same compelling call to the Woodstock Music
Festival. It appeared his entire generation was on a pilgrimage, impulsively
drawn to this musical awakening like bees urgently drawn to enticing flowers.
This comparison proved ironic days later as actual flower-filled meadows at
the festival turned to puddles and mud due to an immense deluge of rain.

At sunrise, August 15", with a brilliant horizon to his left, Harold, headed
south on the New York State Thruway on his slow, steady journey. He was
elated when, just moments later, a dusty rattle-trap 18-wheeler bounced to a
stop, air brakes hissing. A dusty, grimy trucker, who identified the “Walker”-
stenciled dungarees as part of a sailor’s attire, offered a ride that would
actually take him all the way to his music festival destination.

“We Vets need to stick together. Now-a-days, people blame us for the
whole rotten Vietnam War. Those lazy draft-dodgers pretend they're

celebrities instead of the dirty, rotten scum they really are!” declared the
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trucker, an ex-marine with a defensive attitude.

Twelve hours later, Harold was dropped off in the middle of a twenty-
mile long traffic jam with abandoned cars blocking the roads. Harold had
never seen anything like it. At the last minute, noticing rain beginning to
spatter his windshield and knowing that Harold carried only minimal gear, the
frustrated yet sympathetic trucker reached behind his cab seat to retrieve a
folded tarp that he tossed down to Harold. Amazed at the trucker’s
compassionate gesture, Harold snapped to attention and sharply saluted him
before retrieving the tarp lying near his feet.

Harold could hear distant shouts from Richie Havens on stage greeting the
crowd by calling out, “We've finally made it!” Returning to the stage for his
seventh and final encore, Havens loudly belted out the words of “Freedom,” a
new song he made up on the spot while on-stage, which established a key
theme for the festival and would eventually become his signature tune.
Throngs of relentless people embraced the lyrics which they hollered back at
the distant stage. That Friday night as Harold approached the flimsy Yasgur
Dairy Farm pasture fences, he discovered the ticket barriers had been
demolished by masses of festivalgoers thronging onto the grounds.
Loudspeakers began proclaiming at that moment that the concert had been
declared free admission.

Later, it was reported that 186,000 tickets had been sold, but actual
attendance was nearly half a million. The festival’s chief medical officer, Dr.
William Abruzzi, sincerely commented to Rolling Stone magazine, “These
people are really beautiful. There has been no violence whatsoever, which is
really remarkable for a crowd of this size.” Only about 75 people in the arca
were arrested for possessing narcotics, although security didn't stop anyone
from using marijuana. However, hundreds were treated for badly
manufactured LSD.

Harold meandered around the grounds noticing what he estimated to be
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thousands of tents, campers, and makeshift lean-to shacks made of materials
found on hand like trees, wood, ropes, sheets, and blankets. One huge teepee
constructed around the trunk of a towering elm tree had a bonfire inside.
Harold could see smoke escaping a hole at the top. There was, however, still
another large open gap on the back edge of the teepee. By offering his tarp
and his assistance in completing the makeshift structure, Harold secured
himself a spot in the shared shelter and was thankful that his donation now
afforded him a place to sleep and stow away his sea bag even though he
planned to spend only a minimal time away from festival performances.

Someone working on the teepee suggested that they all go over to the Hog
Farm’s free kitchen, which was set up next to several hippie-painted peace
sign buses. The Hog Farm, a commune that originated in California, where
members received free rent for tending swine for their handicapped landlord,
was currently known for busing across America and setting up music stages
for mainstream rock artists. At Woodstock, they were recruited to build fire
pits and trails on the grounds. They also used non-intrusive, peaceful tactics
to keep security, calling themselves the “Please Force.”

As Harold stood in the slow-moving free food line, he casually gazed at
the horizontal, patchwork rows of alternating turquoise, yellow, and mint-
green fabric on a flashy, ankle-length, bohemian skirt belonging to a talkative
girl behind the counter. Instantly fascinated by the embroidered marching
elephants with upright trunks on the bottom stripe, Harold let his gaze travel
upward to focus on a mint-green layer (about hip high) embellished with
beaded cascading daisies in various shades of vivid pink and dazzling orange.
He shivered spontaneously when he realized that her hand-beaded daisies just
happened to match his guitar strap. As his gaze continued to move upward, he
especially noticed intricate purple amethyst-chip beads stitched along the
drawstring neckline of her simple, white cotton peasant blouse, which she

wore down off her exquisite bare shoulders in the kitchen heat. She handed
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out steaming cups of well seasoned stew concocted of oats, sunflower seeds,
wheat germ, raw peanuts, currants, raw sugar, and sweet-smelling, warm
maple syrup. By the time he finally reached the front of the food line, Harold
was unable to take his eyes off her long, brown, shiny hair softly swaying
across her narrow back as she moved back and forth between the food counter
and bubbling pots of fragrant stew.

Earlier, glancing toward the end of the food line, she had already noticed
the psychedelic-orange, daisy guitar strap of an apparently brand new
acoustic guitar across the shoulders of the most timid and hungry-looking
food customer standing in line.

“With such a fancy guitar, you should be performing on stage,” she
suggested, smiling as he reached the head of the line where she stood with a
steaming cup of stew in her hand.

Quickly, he lowered his gaze to her slender hand adorned with a twisted
strand of hand-knotted turquoise beads. Unable to speak, with now visibly
shaking hands, he was somehow able to accept the free meal offered in a cup.
Nervously, he blushed as her hand lightly brushed across his own. Amused by
such shyness, this talkative, outgoing girl leaned toward him.

“You'd better eat or you won't have enough strength to serenade me,” she
teased.

“You smell as sweet as this warm maple syrup,” Harold bashfully
complemented without thinking. Then, tremendously embarrassed by his silly
remark, he retreated to the makeshift teepee.

“If you're thirsty, you can get a drink of water from the faucets across the
parking lot,” she hollered as he hastily departed.

From a distance he was able to see her moving about the free kitchen and
discovered that he found great pleasure just watching her. He slowly ate,
enjoying her gift of food, and listened to psychedelic music flowing from the

distant stage as he planned how he might possibly approach her again and this
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time be able to speak confidently. Somehow, he sensed that, like the tarp, his
psychedelic-orange, daisy guitar strap might bring luck in the days ahead.

Later that evening, Harold carried his guitar, strapped as always across his
back, as he strolled near the small, free stage that had been set up for use by
any interested bands, poets, jugglers or soloists. He watched several amateur
bands hardly able to carry a tune play songs, spurred on by the wholehearted
enthusiasm of young hippie kids crowded about the stage. All that seemed to
matter was the performers’ desire to share their music with the crowd. It was
evident that every song was a reason for celebration.

In an impromptu moment, after an amateur puppet theater performance
put on by the Merry Bandits concluded, Harold swung his guitar forward and
carefully stepped through a crowd of youngsters sitting in front of the free
stage who were still laughing at the antics of the puppets. Walking across the
stage to the microphone, he choose a favorite Beatles’ song that just so
happened to be on his mind—*“I Wanna Hold Your Hand”—the last song he
heard stateside before he shipped off in the Navy. It was the Beatles’ first
American number one hit, entering the Billboard Hot 100 chart in January
1964 at number forty-five and starting the British Invasion of the American
music industry. By February it had reached the number one spot. Harold,
caught up in his own fantasy about carefully holding the delicate hand of the
delightful girl behind the Hog Farm food counter, didn't bother to look out at
the bystanders assembled beyond the youngsters.

As the crowd rewarded Harold with whistling and applause for his song,
he automatically snapped to attention. The youngsters at the front of the stage
giggled at the sight of the ex-sailor in dungarees saluting them. Realizing that
his Navy saluting habit might take a very long time to forget, Harold,
embarrassed again, hastily descended the free stage steps.

Joan Baez was the only major act who showed up to play on the intimate

free stage on Friday night. Standing within the crowd, she actually tapped

17



Judy K Johnson

Harold on his psychedelic-orange, daisy guitar strap as he left the stage and
gave him a thumbs up. Harold never even realized that the girl from the free
food stand, who had actually inspired his song choice, had watched his
performance from the very back of the crowd. She found herself smiling at
Joan Baez’s gesture to the timid guitar player.

Wanting to disappear from sight, Harold hastily joined the masses at the
main stage and watched Arlo Gutherie until 1 a.m. Later, he continued to
blend with the crowd as they cheered Joan Baez’s performance on the big
stage from 1-2 a.m. She sang, among other songs, “Oh Happy Day,” “The
Last Thing on My Mind,” “I Live One Day at a Time,” “Take Me Back to the
Sweet Sunny South,” “Let Me Wrap You in My Warm and Tender Love,”
and “We Shall Overcome.”

When the main stage lights eventually flashed, flickered, then stayed off,
everyone went searching for a place to crash. Harold felt fortunate that the
truck driver’s tarp had secured him shelter in the large teepee. There were
about twenty people sleeping inside with their heads toward the fire, laid out
like spokes on a wheel.

At dawn, Harold slowly awoke, wondering if the beautiful, long brown-
haired hippie had just been a pleasant dream. Stretching his sore back
muscles, he stepped outside the teepee. Gazing across the vast festival site, he
was once again impressed by the 80-ft. wide stage between two huge sound
towers that each held sixteen loudspeakers all set up in the middle of this
alfalfa field bordered by a pond (signs read Filippini Pond) near several
groves of trees. Hundreds of portable toilets were scattered throughout the
fair site. Already, each had a long, twisting line of music festival attendees
waiting to use them that morning.

Choosing to wander toward a grove of trees behind the mess hall rather
than stand in line again, Harold strummed his guitar, softly humming

“Blowin' in the Wind,” absentmindedly as he strolled. Nearing the pond, his
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humming ended abruptly when, once again, he could hardly believe his eyes.
It appeared as if several of the commune folks were actually skinny-dipping
in the pond! More importantly, in the middle of this amazing scene, was the
girl of his dreams in the morning sunlight standing naked in the waist-deep
pond and rinsing her clean, silky-brown hair. Frozen in place, he was unable
to move, look away, or even actually take a breath.

Sensing Harold’s stare upon her tanned back, the never-bashful girl turned
and noticed the always-bashful boy, his guitar, and the eye-catching
psychedelic-orange, daisy guitar strap. Suppressing a grin, she moved to the
bank of the pond and put on the same bohemian skirt and peasant blouse
worn the day before, still damp from being washed earlier in the pond.
Though sensing that the girl noticed him staring at her, Harold remained still
and silent even when she purposely walked straight toward him. She
cheerfully announced, “My name is Monica. My friends call me Mony.
Should we go closer to the stage so we can hear the music better?”

For the rest of the festival, whenever she was not working at the free food
stand, they listened together to the music of Jimi Hendrix, The Who, The
Band, Janis Joplin, Johnny Winter, Creedence Clearwater Revival, Jefferson
Airplane, Ten Years After, Joan Baez, Santana, Joe Cocker, and Crosby,
Stills, & Nash.

Joints were passed freely among the crowd, and although they didn't have
their own marijuana, they often experienced the accumulated effects of
second-hand marijuana smoke. As nights grew long, they shared wine and
booze that were also freely passed among the crowd. Unwilling to leave each
others presence, they shared his place in the teepee. As the endless downpour
of rain drenched the festival, they sheltered together in an endless state of
blissful, “festival promised” peace, even though the field of flowers outdoors
quickly turned to mud. On Sunday night, still huddled under the tarp teepee,
Harold once again stared thoughtfully at the vivid pink and dazzling orange-
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beaded daisies on Mony’s bohemian skirt. As she leaned against his sea bag
and guitar (his psychedelic-orange, daisy guitar strap blended with the daisies
on her skirt) he became acutely aware he would never be able to leave her
side no matter what, no matter when.

What were the odds that among the half-million, mostly barefoot,
shirtless, or even naked hippies high on marijuana, Harold would actually
meet the sweet love of his life and share soggy, three-day-old sandwiches
with her in the middle of the never-ending rain at the historic Woodstock
Music Festival of 19697 She was a smiling, mud-spattered, bohemian-skirted
hippie with turquoise-bead-adorned wrists. By festival end, he was strumming
and singing “You so fine, Mony, Mony”.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she sang along.

Sometime during a musical lull, she explained to him that the Hog Farm
commune members would be busing on to a new property in Llano, New
Mexico after a brief, two week stop at the Texas International Pop Festival
where she would work at another food stand. She was looking forward to the
music of B.B. (Blues Boy) King. Harold knew that somehow he, his sea bag,
and his guitar must find a spot on whichever nomadic bus she rode away in.

Although many concertgoers would remember this unique historical
festival as a poorly organized fiasco, he would remember it as the adventure
of a lifetime that initiated him into an unbelievably fantastic new life. Mony
had already decided that she was falling in love with this ex-sailor, guitar-
playing hitchhiker when she heard his impetuous performance on the free
stage. She hadn't told him that during his song, “I Wanna Hold Your Hand,”
she felt her cheeks blush as she instantly fell in love.

The following week, Harold clutched his guitar and sea bag with
determination as he climbed on board the Hog Farmer bus with Mony and

headed to Texas.
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Once again, the Hog Farm was busy setting up their free food tent and “trip”
tent (used to talk down people on bad LSD trips) near Lewisville Lake at the
newly opened Dallas International Motor Speedway, the site of the Texas
International Pop Festival. The schedule listed music performances to
continue each day from four p.m. until four am. from August 30" to
September 1*.

Artists performing at the festival were Canned Heat, Chicago, Grand
Funk Railroad, Janis Joplin, B.B. King, Led Zeppelin, Sweetwater and many
other big names in blues, rock-and-roll, and psychedelic rock.

There was another free stage on the campground in addition to the main
stage. The Hog Farmers provided a psychedelic light show as backdrop to the
music. Hugh Romney, head of the Hog Farm Commune, acquired the
nickname “Wavy Gravy” on this stage. Romney was lying onstage, exhausted
after spending hours trying to get festivalgoers to put their clothes back on,

when it was announced that B.B. King was going to play. As Romney began
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to get up, a hand touched on his shoulder. It was B.B. King, who asked him if
he was wavy, gravy. Romney admitted that he was indeed. B.B. King and
Johnny Winter proceeded to jam for hours after that. Romney said he
considered this a mystical event and assumed Wavy Gravy as his legal name.

Many booths catered to the flower children by offering art, leatherwork,
incense, T-shirts, candles, beads, and jewelry. Local residents observing from
slow-moving cars on the adjoining highway complained festival participants
sinfully swam naked in Lake Lewisville.

Harold and Mony were mostly inseparable throughout the event. Their
happenstance meeting had been quite extraordinary, but now something
feeling more permanent drew their hearts together. On Saturday night, as they
listened to Canned Heat do “On the Road Again,” the lyrics caused them to
pause and consider their future.

Shiva’s Head Band was a group in the lineup at Texas International Pop
Festival. They were known for touring with Janis Joplin, Canned Heat, and
Steve Miller. Mony, as outgoing as ever, chatted with the band as they
unloaded and set up their gear. She discovered they were a Texas psychedelic
rock band that had just started up two years earlier in Austin, where they were
the house band at the Vulcan Gas Company nightclub. They were also in the
process of opening a music hall and entertainment center to be called the
Armadillo World Headquarters.

A roadie named Lucky from Shiva’s Headband noticed Mony and Harold,
the orange- and pink-daisy couple, working at the Hog Farm’s Food Stand
and admired their work ethic, along with their obvious attraction and devotion
to each other. The roadie approached Spencer Perskin and his wife Susan,
creator’s of Silva’s Headband, and mentioned the value such a hard-working
couple could bring to their new enterprise in Austin.

Mony had spent the last few years on never-ending road trips while

Harold had spent the last few years on never-ending sea voyages. They were
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both beginning to realize they felt an urge to stay together, settle down, and
find a place to call home. When the roadie happened to ask the pair where
they were headed to next, the two turned to each other and stared at each
other in apprehension.

“If y'all ever find yourselves in Austin, be sure and come by the
Armadillo World Headquarters. A job will be waiting for you if you're
interested,” suggested Lucky.

Harold and Mony, still looking at each other, simultaneously smiled and
spoke out together, “We're interested!”

Together, Harold and Mony approached Hog Farm leader and peace
activist Wavy Gravy and nervously revealed they were leaving his commune
at the end of the festival. Although he shook his head and voiced strong
misgivings, he was not blind to the growing affection between the couple and
knew they were both travel-weary. When they turned down the idea of
traveling on to the Hog Farm’s new commune site in Llano, New Mexico, he
slowly grinned and suggested they then might like to have their wedding
ceremony before they all parted ways. Although it wouldn't exactly be a legal
civil union, the couple could always visit a Justice of the Peace in Austin and
make their marriage formal.

As performers and hippies were packing up at the end of the festival, the
exhilarated couple met Wavy Gravy at the now abandoned free stage.
Handsomely dressed in his Navy Enlisted Man’s Full Dress Whites, Harold,
as usual, had his guitar with the psychedelic-orange, daisy guitar strap slung
over his right shoulder. Mony wore her vividly colorful, lake-washed
bohemian dress and peasant blouse down off her shoulders. Wearing his
white jumpsuit and out-of-shape, oversized cowboy hat, Wavy Gravy
officiated their hippie wedding as they each recited their personal vows.

The glowing coral and turquoise colors of the Texas sunset reflected

across the glassy still water of a large lake nestled in the distant rolling hills
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behind the free stage. This scene included the first evening star which
twinkled brightly overhead completing a fitting, memorable backdrop to this
group of three remarkable characters participating in this most unusual
wedding ceremony.

“I'll love you as long as such stunning sunsets fill the evening sky,”
promised Mony as she gazed intently into Harold's eyes.

“I'll love you as long as all the stars above keep shining,” promised
Harold as he lightly squeezed her petite hands cupped within his loving grasp.

“Our hearts forever united,” they spoke in unison as they both turned their
gaze towards the western horizon in this moment that would be remembered
forever.

“Peace,” announced Wavy Gravy.

At the proper moment, Harold lovingly placed a “good luck” strand of
black, stone-carved beads with a Happy Buddha pendant, purchased with his
remaining ditty bag funds at a festival jewelry booth, around Mony’s slender
neck. Blushing, he swung his guitar forward, and sang, “I Got You Babe” to
his smiling bride. After their deep embrace with several drawn-out kisses,
Wavy Gravy handed them an envelope, which when opened later revealed
two marijuana joints and two one-hundred-dollar bills (typical wages for
festival labor).

“Y'all hurry, this limo's headed to Austin in two minutes,” shouted Lucky.

Lucky had backed the loaded Shiva’s Headband stage equipment truck up
to the free stage, engine running, ready to drive back to Austin. At the
conclusion of the wedding ceremony, this odd chauffeur and limo headed
south with Harold and Mony in the back of the truck. The newlyweds leaned
together against Harold’s sea bag for the short two hour drive to the Vulcan
Gas Company Nightclub. Austin would be the location of their next gig, their
own music festival for life. They felt fearless, ready to create their life

together. Harold serenaded his bride, singing “Georgia on My Mind” but
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substituting Mony’s name for “Georgia.” Absentmindedly rubbing the round
belly of the smiling Buddha pendant for good luck, Stella smiled, blissfully

unaware of her own, soon-to-be round belly.
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Mony dangled her Happy Buddha beads over the secondhand, thrift-store crib
tightly squeezed between their own bed and the open, screened window.
Their two-month-old baby girl giggled in pleasure as she reached upward
with hands and feet. Harold would be home soon, anxious to see Mony and
his sweet baby when he returned home to their apartment. She was the
happiest, most precious baby ever and Harold adored her. He never
anticipated the joy his daughter would bring him.

Reflecting back over their move to Austin, Mony felt that, just like their
first meeting, things just seemed to fall into place. Careful budgeting of their
first $200 had allowed them to survive until Harold got his first payroll check
from the Armadillo World Headquarters (formerly operated as a popular
wrestling and boxing Sports Center, and before that, the location of South
Austin’s National Guard armory). As Lucky had promised, Harold was hired
as a night shift bartender at the Austin hippie nightclub.

Following a suggestion by Lucky, and also supported with a personal
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reference from him, Mony applied for and got hired at Viva Les Amis café,
largely due to her kitchen skills learned at Hog Farm’s food stand. The cafe
opened on May 1* at 24" Street and Nueces, one block from the University of
Texas and also next door to Inner Sanctum Records (where Mony spent
precious tip money buying “I'll Be Your Baby Tonight” by Emmylou Harris).

The restaurant attracted students, semi-successful musicians, struggling
artists, and would-be writers, all usually on a low budget, who mostly ordered
a bowl of beans and rice—with cheese, if they paid extra. The atmosphere
was casual. Customers often sat and read a book without being hassled. Mony
road city transit buses to work; it was only 3 miles each way. She became
famous for developing the restaurant’s cuisine, which she now often cooked
for Harold at home, though seldom topped with cheese, which was not in
their budget. (Viva Les Amis café was the future site of Starbucks in 1998.)

Their apartment was located in Chambers Courts, a low income HUD
project with 158 apartments in thirty one- or two-story concrete buildings.
After they discovered Mony was pregnant with their first child, they had been
delighted to find this modest apartment. Rhythm birth control had definitely
not been effective for their passionate new marriage.

Mony smiled again at her precious daughter still kicking up at the Happy
Buddha beads. She was pleased that their one-bedroom apartment was on
ground floor. It was so much easier with the baby. She also planted a large
flowerpot with pink and orange daisies that sat just outside their front door.
They often sat out there in the evening while Harold played his acoustic
guitar and sang folk songs about their love before he left for work at
Armadillo World Headquarters. On their front step, the bicycle on loan from
Lucky was parked. Harold rode it two miles each way to the 'Dillo.

Their apartment, located less then one mile east of downtown Austin, was
very small, with little storage space and the tiniest kitchen and bathroom ever.

The thirty-year old building was made of thick, dense concrete and masonry,
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so all the apartments retained miserable heat during the summer. The tiny
living room window A/C unit often only sputtered bits of cool air because
apartment wiring was not reliable. Utilities were nearly impossible to fix
since they were embedded within the concrete floors, ceilings, and masonry
walls. It was rumored that sewer and site drainage didn't meet code although
greater concern was the possibility of exposure to lead-based paint in the
units and asbestos in the floor tile, sinks, and wall texture. Harold and Mony
had no time to worry about these maintenance problems. They were just
happy they had a roof over their heads.

The front screen door squeaked open and then bounced shut. Mony
laughed as Harold called out for his Stella Harmony. At their daughter’s birth,
they had quite a time picking out a proper name for such a splendid baby girl.
They were both very adamant that her name would be a combination of both
their names and also be reminiscent of their fate-filled, Woodstock meeting.
Combining their names together, part Harold, part Mony, quickly produced
“Harmony.” Then, inspired as he glanced at the brand name of his ever-
present guitar, Harold proudly announced her full name. In cursive lettering
on the head stock of his prized guitar was her clearly destined name, Stella
Harmony.

Princess Stella Harmony had been barely twenty minutes old, swaddled
and contentedly cuddled in Mony’s arms, when Harold, her brand new
adoring Daddy, softly, tearfully serenaded them with “God Only Knows”—
the heartfelt single from the B-side of The Beach Boys single “Wouldn't It Be

Nice”.
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Town Lake

map of

Tolw\ \/aLe %‘r\omfim
(goutl\ mc a(’owwcuwn over Cungm% A\w. %r'm?ge)

Aw};ﬁ n, Tw as

~R@(/4Wiv\g /I/Lovam\a@h 717 -

’h«% carfiest precious princess memories  (before EDV\@Y\&
HJarkness ev\guffd me) are treasured goms that | kol in iy
heart, fow but priceless. | porder them often so [ never
forget that short time when iy siall world was 'aerfeot At
the time, l ’cl\ouglr\t it wwM never end. | was the ro%a?
Frihoa%% of a (}otﬁu?, ymgioa( Ling%w\ that Was %u‘a\ao%wV to
4o on forever. Some %]o@om{’ memories about iy Qear DMM%
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are otched so vividly and securely in my thoughts that |
kiow l'W m{’wm&% be abf@ to mm{’? them.

I'm %itt'w\g o a WM\I%‘[T %L\MVMV under a \mb% \omlc
\oamgoI( %mce(’kzr away, from the M@a of the water where
Mother stands working a fong ﬁgmg pole back and forth.
Entranced with the peacock feather pattern above me, ['m
\oug% Watol\mg A% an w\gwgom\af% wart breeze sWays the
\mmgof back and forth. DMMK& lazes nmr\ata,, ﬂwgw‘oiohy\g
his guitar, singing Can't Take My Eyes DFFf You.” The
words “pretty baby " make me giggle and cov in pure felight

The breeze makes me tkir%tlt S0 DMM% ho{ds a cup of
ooo{’, Yi‘a—\ouoLmy\g, sweet {}amwm?e to iy (’i\og. | vemember
that whenever | feel any fiscomfort, Dm%& is quioH’% there
o sooth me. At any  moment, he's m(’wmﬁ% available for
countless L\ugg and kisses. My earfy memories of his face
are an ever present smife with sparkling eyes, and his
checks are often pressed against mine. [t's ot unusual for
i o pull off iy shoes and socks just 1o tickle my toes.

/}"(\otjr\u i olxeer‘w\g {rom ‘tL\a %Ir\ore mogt&& ovugrow

wii‘t\ Jm{’(’, ‘tL\ioL W@@ﬁ?%.‘n\@ ﬁgkmg 'aofe gL\a is L\ouing Seems
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to ]auW her Jogar o the waters w?ge. Then aooom'amin \m&
her exuberant shout, a fish Wi'ag from the water and bounces
about on Jch, %Lore’(im. Ruglr\ing to L\ar assistance, Dm%&
om\ammg ’cL\e ﬁ%L\, removes JCL‘@ L\ooL, mw? ’chen \o?aoeg it in
the wofar with another ﬁ%L\ memV\& JcLem.ﬂ\am'% not many
fish here yot, but Mother is as pationt with her fishing as
she is with everything.

Aways, this memory. instantly triggers arother memory
right behind. Mother is frying fresh fish in the tiny
kitchen. %l\e \ofaweg ]o[(wt@% of {mgl\ peas and ﬁ%L\ before
Dm%& and me. The ﬁ%L\ IS X@Vigl\t{uﬁ’% tonder and %(’txﬁ—l
remember eating it with just my chubby fingers,
emﬂ\ugimt’no@w% Yiolc'mg them between mouthfuls. | afso
remember Emglmg becanse Daddy is Yiong his fingers
just flke me. Mother cats afl her fish and quickly reaches
for the {ast piece on the \afattar between us. Our remm?ing
fishing adventures foflowed by deficious, fried fish dinners
are a froquent familly adventure before my brother is bor,

Arother gem of mefmory IS Dm%(ﬂr JmLiwg me for a ride
on Lucky's bike that he primarify uses to ride to work. e
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Jtmng\oortg me aroum? \oeL\iMV L\im in H\a rear muvﬁcw? 3rwn
me? “%oL\wim« A‘a\orova Clr\iulg &w’cﬂamr \/L’ci(’it\&
Rack”

The wind \afowg iy hair back and l fe@(’ L\a\a\mﬁ %l&

favorite adventure is rifing over the arched six {ane
Cw\gmgg Avenue %ri%ga above Town Lake where we fish.
Daddy had fastoned « bike hom o the side of my
seat, and | incessantly squeere it as we rife afong—
cansing Daddy 1o burst out in fong and oud Emglmr. We're
a Jardy pair crvising on that ofd red Schwinn Defure
Tornad bieyele. I'n 5o spoiled that | carefully watch Daddy
whenever he a\a\ormolr\a% oy a,\amtmwt Joor o ?mw. | know
ke ll be riding the bike when he tefls me he's going o work.
When he gives me a goo&?-\m&e Mg, | refuse to fet g0 without
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orying. te patiently refieves my anxiety by consenting o a
short ride around the block. Then | reward his efforts with a
smile, a kiss, and a cheerfu] wave as he vides off to work.

We all three {ove going o the river afmost daily, even if
it's considered an eyesore by the community with the
%L\om(]im mg?aotw() and \aoWuth. Then one reMmrLa\aVa
morning as DMM% is reading the morning paper, he Juteps
up in joy. After dancing a cheerfu] Jig in front of us, he
explains that Tayor Roy Butler has partnered with Lady

Bird Johnson to establish the Town Lake Beantification
Committee to transform the area where we fish into a
useable recreation area. & system of l\ilamg and biking trails
will be built m(]ov\g the shorefine of the Jake tv transform it
into a major attraction for the city of Austin. (Cventually,
Town Lake is renamed \zajl& Bird \/mlca.)

Daddy gets very involved with this city project. Hfe
(’ovw the idea of Jcmi(’% for us to @xﬂm. te (mguf%
volunteers o M"a \a(’mt hundreds of shribs and trees. Dn
ﬂ@uﬁ when he sn t Worl‘ihg at the 'Dif(’o, he works with the
oi’r\z( omw.ﬂ\ig IS a {aﬁmm wincidence when ke zvmtm(’?% IS
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hived to work full time for the Austin Parks and Wil[ife
Department Mother and Daddy fool blessed that he now
has a better paycheck and real benefits. Dn weekends he
continies to bartend at the Dillo.

Euen Jclmugk Daddy has a hectic [ife working two jobs,
| always feel his steadfast ove and Jevotion. ['m his &Var{’iy\g
princess and he's my Prince Charming.
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2100 Barton %'arihgg Road
Augﬁ n, Tw as

~Ram¥(]iy\g %M&L\, 1775 -

Mother and | stretch out on the grassy lmrL 3romv€$«. We re
bu%\z( witL\ oy \oro(}eot %L\a MMV% me (/M\o\o%, brigl\t— ooforw?
crayons as | olor in the pencil-dramn shapes on the thick,
brown Wm]a‘oihg paper. I'm in\am%%wV with %w,m? \omu‘d{uf
birds she sketches, both big and small, with wings stretched
out in ﬂ’iglxt l Fur\av%a@f oolored them coral ‘aih“ for the
flamings, white for the Jove, and brigkt red for the
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baolﬁgroum(’. DMM% Araws some owf% lines, music notes and
stars. Mother Jcef(’g me how ]orole gL\e is of me for ooforiv\g $0
wefl

We happen o be at the Lifker Kite Festival held every
year the first weekend in March. Yundreds of \oao\a(’a around
ks are \ow& with their own ]aro(}eot%. There's [(ot% of papet,
ta‘aa, sﬂcriv\g, ard ribbon avark&wl\am. \Mti? l ﬁm%k iy
intense artistic coloring, U ot quite aware that the
project will transform into a magnificent kite with purple
ribbon  streamers attached. I'm a [itte \aum»fw? how
everlttjnihg wiw wer, but as l I(DDL around some more, | See
the sky is full of many floating, sailing, and diving kites of
oll shapes and! sises, both big and swall Trother holds the
ree| of string attacked to the kite and DMM% s cluioU(%
away from us, {ifting then tossing our beautiful kite into

‘tl\a air.

%ow mF\ﬁ magmﬁomt MJ brwﬂ\mhwg\. %otlw,r L\vug
ol ‘tlgL\‘\'{]l& A% DY brigh’(tﬁ w’(ww? birds ﬂ’% up l\iglr\w and
L\iglr\ar. ‘ﬂr\m, when | can bme’(k& see our own kite among oLW

Jcl\e o’cL\arg in qigl\t /h’\o’cL\ar I'\M\&V% me -HM me(’ mf gtriy\g. l
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foel the tug of the string MW my arms. | afmost think |
am about +to W\& %IL%WMAV with the kite. Evav\tm{”(\&, |
Biscover | can skip along Foruard and back and jump from
side 1o side and the kite will dance in the sky. Dver and
over, Mother and Daddy dap their hands together, faugh,
and cheer | feel flke their perfect princess. | feel
couragesus, strong, and powerful L\ouimg on 1o my magical
bite with those perfectly colored birds.

kit last growing weary of L\ouing on o my fantastic
bite, | hand the string reel over 1o Daddy. Mother has
anvther %ur\ori%. %L\a and l W&El‘ over to a booth where an
artist is painting beawtiful fowers on the cheeks of people
waiting in {ine. erwmg never seen thg so extrardinary,
I'm %FemvuMV when Thother asks the artist to ]mmt a
Wowmg ‘amoooL fmtlr\w on rvuﬁ olxm,k. ﬂ\a ’c‘r\'m, wfim \omgL\
tickles across my face, wp and Jown, around and around.
Then the artist proudly sits back and holds up o miror
my face. The feather is fantastic. The day seems magical
because it makes me ch{] I(il‘e l remW\& am Mother and
Dm%&'g most \oreoiou% \or'moegs,, aglaaomm& adorned wiﬂx
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sich a \amfwt beantiful feather.

ks the lomcaot afternoon comes tv an end, Mother
wraps her arms around me as we sit thge/‘tL\ar on a soft clth
(aid out on the grass WaLJcoL\iV\g the fast of the kites
continue their ﬂ’iglﬂc towards the first evening  stars.
Daddy, as always, picks up his acoustic guitar with the
\a%\&olr\@je{’io-omwga, daisy guitar strap and serenades us,
l\i% Vowf\ﬁ 314%, %iV\giV\g “Pm'am Toga‘h‘r\arv under the
o?wlaamy\g, o?ow" WM skies.
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There is o escape from the humid heat in our wﬁcooating
fittle apartment | remember the wkwfmg sounds of a noisy
’m\ofe’cola fan \o{’owing me a welcome breeze from a dresser
near iy bw? at mgl\t Dwimg Jc|r\a mugg% mctarmw%,
Tother {ets me run around onfy in my daisy print panties.
%L\@ ]mt% iy tuwm& and mW% me her %&LFF% %M%ﬂ\a \m\o\&.
One scorching hot day, Daddy Jelights Mother and me
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bng lAV\@X\O@OT@&W% coming home mr{’% e has a sirprise hidden
behind his back and makes me guess what it might be as |
jump wp and Jown in eager anticipation. When | run out of
ifeas, Daddy finally reveals a new one-piece, red-ruffled
swimsuit for me and anrounces that he has a wonderfuf waly
for us mW to ooof off. Mother grim and Mrriag about 1o
gather a quilt and bath towels. Then she dresses me in my
beawtifi] new swimsuit and spins me around o mode] it for
Dm%& who feans over to Mg and kiss me.

We foad up everything in Daddy's “brand new,” slightly
used, 1704 tan and blue CL\@V% lmw’(a station wagon. e is
50 ]arvMV of its 401 \oig block V-9 with %40 L\w%a]aowu and
altomatic power g(’ia?a transmission. ‘Ha'% Jone ww in L\i% new
job. We are row able g anyiwhere without riding bucky's
bike or the ity buses. /h’n& {favorite parts of our station
wagon are the efectric windows and the air condfitioning, but
its also great fun o rvide in the rear-facing, third-vow
bench seat. /}'V\o‘clr\er Vilcag oLW the room we now have 1o \aaol‘
%fu{£ﬂerel% even a roof rack on ‘tD]a. l {’o\/a OUr new car, and

DMM% mfww&g Laa]a% it %L\'HAL& r/?wm in \oehcaot wwlﬁing order.
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DMM% krows about m{’? the best Austin 'amkg becanse
he now works for the city. As he drives south on Lamar
Bowlevard near vur apartment, he eX\afmm that we are
headed v Barton Spring's Tool Yo assures Tother that
tl\am'g a section of nice, %L\mWDW wWater wlr\am l'W have a safe
and %Ham?’w? time. He \aromi%a% me that Wew hunt for the
g\oeomf @M)M\gww(] Barton %‘armg Safamarder which ['m
ot sire will be a fun adventure for a [itte girf( like me.

Daddy explains how this is actually the ancient site
where Tonkawa Native Americans 5a%m}, \ae&wmg that
the artesian springs surnunded by fimestone formations
were a sacred l«m{’w\g site. By the time we arrive, we are
convinced we are in the middle of a fantastic "Daddy
adventure’ once again. We park and wallk past bathhouses,
(’oolcmg with 3emm amazement at the mtum{’ %]olr'll/\g%.

ks promised, | trufy have a X@&gl«t{u? time g\o{’agl«mg
and p?ir]\aiv\g Iy face beneath the surface of the water at
the glmWow ond of the \aoo{’. me% cantions me 1o be om’a‘Fue
and i always st inches away from my side. 1t is o fitte
%{}ila'aehzr Dh - MOSSY rocks \oefow. The water IS ooo? and
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refreshes us aff immdianf%. We watch others o?iv'w\g, from
the w?ge of the \ooof into o?aa\aw water, but the three of us
are content o sit tvgatL\ar in the shallow end. And true t
kis promise, at one point Daddy points out strange fitte
lizard-fike creature Ming among rocks at the edge of the
water, and | fearn the word “safamander.”

As evening a.o\anmot\e%, Mother has a  worderfuf
suggestion. She's observed me often turning my head v
check out the %Wil’\g% at the new /Li(’lcu Wm%gmloa next to
Barton %\or’mgg. We Xruﬁ ourselves off and Mm& on over to
H\e %wiwg%, %?io?e%, ouw? teeter-totters. %ot‘r\ar MJ D&L&%ﬂ&
me@( wcoWow me from one \0{}&\& area o anvther w\tif about
an hour fater | sit L\m‘a\a\& but exhausted, m\ab‘mg my eyes,
stalled on the bottom end of the teeter-totter.

This memory ends here in perfoct bliss when | instantly
faw gow\ﬂx& wgfze\a as DM@% \aioLg me up a,yw? carries me
back o our station wagon. That treasured memory of
Daﬂ)«ﬁ'g oormforting glxouuw and %’mmg arms l\ouimg me
agmwgﬁc him as he strides toward the ‘mrlamg fot comforts
me 1o this o?oug(.
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Re&i&?woe owc ﬁarou Y( /h’\om& Wm(’Lu
nge Driva,
Sunset \/oLW ey, Tem%

(actually focated within the city fimits of Austin, TH)
*R@D%Wihg A'arif L4 1974 -

lts Easter. Carly that morhing, we pack our station wagon
with Daddy's guitar, a wiffow-wover picnic basket fined in
red g'mghm ol\aalcg ﬁWwV with (’ot% of snacks \om\mm} \m&
Mother, and also a quilt with piffows 34HWMV by Daddy
for our \oiomo on the groum?. We oVw\"c Arive tarri\o?\& far, but
it seems fike we are way far out in the country. 4t the end
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of & narrow road called Reese Drive—where Dm%& chovses
t stop and spread blankets for our picnic—sets a ‘a{’aoe
with fots of shade trees at a place called Valloy Creek Park

Tother and Daddy have not one but two big secrets
that they want to tell me. Also, along with the enticing
secrets there IS anvther %ur\ari% that DMM% L\w;, ymmgw?
to hide somewhere on the grassy lawn where we've ev\(}o%d
our pichic. l Jutep, s quirm, then Jutep Some more.

Williams Creek, a small stream trickles nearby. Daddy
plays his guitar and sings songs by Terey Sledge: "Let e
Wm\o VYo in Warm and Tender Love” and "When a Tan Loves
a Woman." Mother seems so very, very happy, smifing first
at Daddy and then me. | notice that Tother is touching
her Hama% %MM\& beads %L\a'% mar‘u«g around her neck. |
fee very g'owm{], and krow that tl\a% bve me JcmmaMVow%I(\Zf
because obviously there is a big surprise coming and fso two
secrets.

Sitting on Tother's {ap, she strokes my fingers softly,
\amgmg to sometimes reach up and caress my cheek. | Sense

gL\e i L%F\mff and \owomcuf, eveh tL\ougl\ l See a Jcim& tear
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Sitting in the comer of her eye hs Daddy's guitar
serenade finishes, | hold my breath, wondering about my
ww?erM wr'ari%a and two m%%terious« secrets. Of wurse,
it's( iy oL\Di(/a, and mtumw% l immw?iata(’% oL\oo%a to receive
my swrprise first Daddy tells me o search behind the big
vak %L\MV@ tree balmmV ks, where | m%i?lg find a brigw%
wrapped present with a candy-filled Caster basket
Da?igl\’t@oﬂ | vace back to iy meh‘t% on the Wm\Let@,
where, squealing with Mig%t | tear into iy surprise as my
parents Faugk and krowingly smile at cach vther. What a joy

l \oaL\oM\. lts a {M\ok& new \m\m& o()ow that Tother informs me
is called Baby Brother Tender Love. Daddy opens the box
for me and hands me this most wonderful, beantiful bm\m&
bo% %W Pfe reads me the information on the box as | examine
every detail of this perfect baby &off

KD soft, vinyl, stuffed body with rooted blonde hair
and painted brown eyes. & unique feature of this boy £oll is
that he is anatomically correct” (Afthough this is quite
ooIr\JC\rDV@Y%mJZ at tL\a time, iy me are very Frogm%i\/a.

ﬂ\i% i$ an aXanaV\t Way to Jm“ﬁ to me about babies.)
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"Skin so soft he fooks and feels real Adores be'méa,
bathed, fed, olmv\gw?, and foved. Teach him to sit, stand, and
to pose just like a real baby. Soft skin, movable arms and
{’ag% make it easy to imagine he's afive.”

I'm immersed in L\ouing and ouMVmg iy new baby foff,
completely satisfied for the moment, complete(y forgetting
two remaining secrets promised for this magnificent day. |
dress and undress, foed snuggle, and rock this perfect,
precious foll in my arms. Satisfied and content | {oan back
agmv\sﬁc /}'\’\o’cl\er,- glr\a ang me 'nC l L\ave a hame {or m& new
Aol

| announce [ call him “Baby Billy" and then defiver
more mque%’t%. \ Ff@MV with Mother +o L\e{}]a me make him
SOime Imore \m\m& JDH\@% and Xim‘aerg and ba\o% WM\I%JC%. \
Ffww? with bﬂbﬂ@?\& o make him a \m\o\& bed.

DMML&“ reminds me once agm dbout the remai mng two
secrets as | sit in Thother's arms wddling my doll
%qmwimg Baby Bil f(% tiglﬁc?uﬁ, | pause, ready for Dm%&'g
two mysterious revelations. He proudly announces the two

most wr‘ariging, J@Pigl\hfu? secrets l oouu ever, ever
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\ov%ib{’% imagine.

The first one is I'm going o get a real [ive baby sister
or brother in the fal The baby is actually growing riglr\t
noW in %otL\ar'% tumm& and wiW be born in gemm? vvwvﬁcl\g.
Wou!

The second secret is that across the narrow road from
the very place where we are row sitting, this beautiful park
with shade trees and a large, grassy fawn, i where we are
soon going o five. Suddenly, | notice the house that is
really going o be our own new home. Daddy says the sign
at the mmf\oox Says \\%DM " because he and Mother have
Furolxmw? the ]aro\owt\(tr.

Tother and Daddly, both Y@ugl«mg and crying at the
same time, watch as | skip about, VooLihg ot my
surroundings really closely for the first time, Seeing in
amazement what appears to be an adventure mm%r(’m%
overywhere | turn. Daddy [ifts me (I'm L\ou’mg tigw% on to
my precious W\o% Ao{l) wp onto his familiar broad show{ders,
wlr\iol\ l afwm&g M%m, MJ carries me moum? oh a tour mc olr

new home eX\oEaLiV\iV\g every Xmu?.
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Dur new L\ouge i fom’cw? near the end of Reese Drive
in Sunset \/aw%, a tiny rural community started in the
mr(’% 19505 and imor'aomtw(’ as Sunset \/aw% in 1954,
even tl«ougln it consisted of fess than two square miles of
land area with less than 200 people fiving there. 1t is
entirely surrounded by the city of Austin Dur house was
built in 1955 on 1.5 acres of land, which to me seemed fike a
whole ]a(’m& Iom\e It has 3 bedrooms, T baths, and a kitchen
with a dining area connected to the [iving room. Mom is
thrilled beyond befief that there is a {arge walk-in pantry
(which | {ater Jiscover is a great place o hide). Another
Migkt for Mother is the wtifity room atone end of the car
port where she does a {ittle happy dance. o more tiring
trilo% to the (’mdromt /h'\\;f favorite Fut of our new home
is the currently empty rabbit htch in the back yard next
to an amazing, enormous gm%m, which is DMM%'Q, favorite
spot after the carport

hfter this day of pubilation, my parents and | get very
busy packing our modest Mong'ng, othes, and Jishes into
boxes which Daddly loads into the back of our station wagon
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and Jelivers to our new home on Reese Drive. [+ takes him
numerous trips. We only have two weeks o move. [ts
exl\mgt‘mg, but we're aw excited because we re w\oving to
ng\@ ODIMA'tYla/. \/uolﬁ\(;r from JcL\a 'Dim(o borrows %L\Hm'g
Yeadvand's aqui\amv\t road truck and tmh%\awt% iy
parent's furniture and remaining befongings, which incfudes
all my toys now packed securelly in Daddy's olf sea bag, to
our new destination. Lucky afso foads the ofd red Schwinn
Defuxe Tornado bicyele that actually beforgs o him into the
truck. Daddy protests that the bike should be retumed
kit now that we are mvv'mg. \/uolc% ?mglr\% and tug% on one of
my braids, teasing that there are fots of places the bike
and hild seat will s+l carry us a(’ong those country roads.
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Daddy and Mother Jevise anvther adventure plan before
the mrivmf of the new ba\a\&. _ﬂ\u& Jcaw me We re Zr‘”"‘g oh a
fong Jrive—this time to a music festival weekend concert.
—ﬂr\e,\& seem to know for sure how much fun it will be for aff of
us, 50 placing my trust in them and being a great fan of our
adventures, | M\o Mother pack an ovumgL\t bag.

There is no question that my Baby Billy perfect Al
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will go with us. He's my companion in the station wagon's
third row seat; toga‘tlr\ar we [ook out the rear window at the
wrrom}mg oomtrlzfs«i&?a f ?own«g \M%DMV the car, Dao%& and
Mother talk on and on about how wonderful it wil{ be to have
a brother or sister for me. towever, the drive seems +o g0 on
forever, | become increasi ng?% bored and irritable.

| fuss and whine for Mother to {et my Baby Billy wear
her Happy Buddha beads. She's been wearing her beads
daily ever since our Caster picnic and the secret about a
new W\o%. Mother Says ’cl\e\& \oriv\g her the very best {’uole l
notice {mqumtf% %L\a touol\ag the bawk& of the ﬁa'a]a%
%MML% and gmi?ag. l envy that %L\@ L\a& %LWL\ nméarim?
beads. EV@V\‘UM,W\&,, because |'m relentfess, Mother mrmcuw%
passes her beads back to me to cluiat e on owr fong drive.
&rimmg from ear to ear, | p(’m\oa, the Ha]a\o% Buddha beads
on Baby Billy

The fong two-hour drive takes us v College Station,
this year's site of the annual Willic Nefson Fourth of July
Concert. When we get to the picnic/concert held at the
Texas World Speeduay, the parking [ot is packed. After
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wafking through o tunnel to the infield where the concert
is focated, we see {ots of American flags displayed along
the path to the stage aHougL they Mg fimp in the hot,
o?nzf, Vwotionfa%% air.

We m%um%& walk past an enormous blue-and-white-
striped hot air balloon tethered to the ground, which | {ater
ohserve floating L\igl{\ over our heads filled with people
cheering from the basket hanging beneath | know ['4 be
crazy scared o be up in the sky in the hot air baffoon
basket. Still, from time to time, | {ift my eyes skyward
L\olaihg to see if this magnificert balloon is still in %igl\t
The Texas heat causes us to seek shefter beneath the large
um\ame Dm%& remembered +o bring. |+ Seems he L\ag Some
\amviom axFarieme attend 'w\g music {egtim{]g.

himazingly, at one point, the crowd sees a custer of
fireworks va\oL\ toward the \mrLiv\g Yot /h’\usio
\oakformm\ow gtv]a because H\am'g a car awtmw% on fire
where the fireworks {’M\p(]w(]. ' mesimerized \mﬁ the \oi”owmg
black smoke and the site of people M?iy\g water hoses from
a firetruck pulled into the parking ot near the fire.
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/h’\ottxu Hocides itl% time for us three to Qmw tL\i%
Scene mw() JmLe a {’it‘t{’a rest at our room at ?Mma()a lvw\. We
mm{uw%, oirofe away from the firetrucks with their L\ogeg
%\o?au&wV oh tL\e grow\p?. %DJCL\M Seems m?iavw? JCL\oLJc We are
a\ofe to manewver our station Wa.gon out of the F&Y"il’\g {}ot
withowt gaﬁtihg near the commotion. Jl‘lmla\aif%, (}w;t minutes
{’afcar, We %’co‘a at Jc|r\@ Dmn& Quwv\ me om()ar VM& {avori’ca:
oL\wge\aurg@Y, wcrieg, and oL\ooof(oLt@ g‘mL@‘ Then witlr\ TCULW
tummies and tired eyes, We check into our mote] room.
\mwxwgef% av\(}o%img oy ooof, air-condlitioned room, we .//LW owf
up togetlr\ar and {a? ]( into a mfmwo? hap for geVemV L\ourg. 0f
colrse, %a\o\g( %IWL& WL\D l carry avwl&wt\em, haps witL\ LS.

When we veturn to Jclr\a concert, we notice gavam{z
ol\moom? burned-out val\iogag %Jciw in the ‘mrLiy\g Yot |+
makes Mother more than a ?itﬂ’a nervous, and l of'mg
tigl\’cg\& to Dm%&’g L\am? as We ww‘ ]m%t L\D]ail'\g that
there wi” be no more worrisome fires.

?@olofe are very fri@mﬁ’% ever%wL\am We Wavfle The OV\I(L&
vther gmrt{’iwg iymge | see is the %igl\’c of %enm( E&LOV'W%
with their %L\irt% of { \ouoL\MV on the gkou@%m of men with

55



Judy K Johnson

cowboy hats. [ ook cautiously wp at Mother's face
ohserve her reaction. She is faughing with Daddy This
concert behavior m\a‘aare/h‘t?l& Soesn t seem ums;m? to them.
She Joes omtioug?% move U away from some ooWage kids
who are stoking %WW stinky they call joints.

| believe my favorite concert moment is “Di%% \/igg%
\/ow,’/ \o@r{wmd \mﬁ Doug Kerglr\aw. ltg ]owm 'o@lo\a'w\@%%
entices me to Jance and jump, bouncing Baby %im at my
side wrtil | actually fose my grip, wnintertionally tossing
him into the crowd around us. Srapping to attention,
DMM% Jumps to retrieve him and prevents my immeasirable
foss of this precious possession. When the band starts
FE@%W\? “Dmhga Blossom %laeomf,ll he reaches Jown and
takes %mb% %i(’?t& from my arms, L\vuing him as | start
§igging once again. Tother and Daddy {’mgl\ with me as |
bounce to the rhythm of the frums and fiddle throughout
the entire song.

Ay\otlw/r mmmm? \oaY‘FDYWL@Y, Marcia %m{”{, from “Fmo?a
and the Fim?ogg" plays piano in such & peppy fashion that
' once again bouncing and swaying to the music in rhythm
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to her contagious beat. Daddy says her band is from
hustin, and he's heard them play at the "Diflo sometimes
when he bartends. |'m L\D]a\o'mg up and Lown in the same
rhythi as she bounces on the piano bench to the peppy
beat of the song, “}am\mf(mﬁa.” Her o?ow\omg fihger% %ﬁ
across the keyboard (ike magic, creating the {iveliest tune |
could ever imagine. | wish that | could make that musical
magic w&%eﬁ.

Eventually, Mother says it's time to head for home,
and, once again exhausted from heat, we leave these
interesting %igL\t% and ongoing music. The parking lot at the
festival is still full of cars, including the fow that burned
mr{’iar. lt'% been qmte an axlaariwoa for m.ﬂxi% IS the first
time | 've ever seen so many MMLﬂV\g \aao\a(’a and Jckmg% aw in
the Same ‘a{’owe.

Driviy\g west towards HAustin and our own Sunset
Valley paradise, Daddy turns on the radio for some casy
listening as we start our fong jowrney home. The first and
only song | hear playing is "I{{ Have to Say [ Love You in a
%ong," Mother sfides across the front seat cfoser to
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Daddy, feaning her head against him | can seo Mother
{’oves, M%iy\g Dm%&'g gL\ouMw (}usﬂc as mich as | do. l {aw
m%(’aa‘a L\u%iwg iy \\%Mo% %iw%v in iy favorite tkw? row
seat wwe iy ﬂngar% \omtuj ’cL\a\(ﬂr Were F?a%mg, \mm as
they ?igw% tap on my imaginary piano.

ltlg oV\E\ﬁ been a oou'aVa weeks since the three of us
Jcmw?w? o the V\/iWie /I’Lanov\ concert. Our summer fun seems
to have ended. Mother and | fie Jcogai"r\ar in her bed
am?urmg itolr\% Wi%ter% that are mrwg o scabs across owr
bodies. | have them on my face and tummy. Mother has them
evw&wl\am. /}'Y\otL\er L\m mrmfu%& ooverw? ks in Ca,(’amim
lotion to refieve our ml«'mg, struggles. Daddy thinks we
Were \orobmW% eX\oogeX o Clxialcw\oox some time on our road
trip. ['m miserable and pouty. Mother tsses and turns on
the bed trying 1o get comfortable.
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Ramm\ouing the comfort her stone-carved H’m\a\o%
%MMM bww?g \or’mg |M,r, %D‘tL\@Y mgl‘g me to {aﬂwl\ tlr\am
from iy %&L\m& %i{}{’tﬁ JDW Fw?'mg grumpy and W\DMV%, l
m(’uomnﬂ% ”’W‘\”?‘Zr and Jcma?ge off in s«(’ow %Jte\o% to Wcatol\ iy
pVoW Fimw%, after Mother wLW% out for me %enmf times, l
%fow?% return, Vow(’f\ﬁ %o\obing in bewilfered regret, J(utolr\mg
iy Sl but with no sigs of the black carved beads.
Wnintentionalll, ['ve fost her Happy Buddha treasure and
sense | ve Jone gomﬂxing very, very bad. The H\ougl\t of
making my Mother cry tums me inconsolablly miserable.
Back in her bed, | sm%fa into her armns sobbing, ' %orr%.ll
%l'\a goft&& wL\i%'aer% not to worry but | L\em L\M %MV, soft
%igL\ and fee] what | imagine are her wet tears on the back
of iy neck.

The chickenpon rash keeps me unhappily bed-bound for
many foy\g jmlﬁ. Mother beg‘m% to f@a? mich better before \
Io, ?Mwmg me alone in bed as | ponder if I'm reafly
responsible for osing her precious Happy Puddha beads.
Even though she doesn't question me again, | often think
about how it is my fault that | made Mother 5o sad
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Brackenridge Hospital
601 East 15" Street
Austin, Texas

~Qctober 31, 1974~

Finally, the Walker family's sweet dreams about the arrival of their precious
baby were about to become reality. Mony began to experience mild labor
pains a little past midnight, and the whole family cheerfully proceeded to
Brackenridge Hospital the next morning. Stella was told that she would get to
see her new brother or sister very soon. While Mony was being monitored by
nurses, Harold sat giggling with Stella in the waiting room about all the
happy playtime they would have with their new baby. But moments after the
birth, Harold was urgently summoned to Mony’s side. Thankfully, a nice
nurse’s aide was available to sit with Stella and amuse her with numerous
children’s picture books.

They never imagined that all their hopes and dreams of promised joy
could be horribly shattered and replaced by the terrors of a devastating birth.
The birth had not been difficult, but the actual arrival of their new son
revealed quite staggering birth defects. Harold and Mony clutched each
other’s hands tightly and stared in combined shock and disbelief at the
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painfully obvious, unimaginable disfigurement of their new baby boy. Their
own horror and grief mirrored in the faces of the medical staff in the delivery
room. The baby’s deformities were quickly detailed in the doctor’s delivery
notes, and then he was quickly rushed away from the stunned and distressed
parents for closer examination in the nursery. Thankfully, this hospital was
well known for its prestigious newborn care.

Harold and Mony were left alone in her recovery room, too speechless to
make sense of their personal disaster. Their wet, swollen eyes met, but no
words were exchanged. Any decision on their son’s name was forgotten and
wouldn't be addressed for several days. Endless tears continued to flow down
their burning faces as they realized that there was no way to undo this ordeal
or even begin to hope for a solution. Mony finally whispered in a shaky,
forlorn voice for Harold to take Stella home. As Harold slowly left the room,
attempting to dry his eyes with the twisted cuff of his sleeve, she turned her
face away toward the wall and sobbed uncontrollably.

Many days later, when it was confirmed that Mony and baby son would
finally be discharged from the hospital, Harold realized that they must decide
upon a name for their son before they presented him to Stella. Without much
contemplation, they hastily agreed upon Shane Lee Walker, a combination of
their middle names.

Home again, Mony became endlessly preoccupied with her new son’s
birth defects. Her priority was to heal the many red, jagged lesions on his
face, arm, and leg. She applied prescribed ointments to his swollen wounds
and dressed them with precisely applied gauze bandages. At other times, she
removed the bandages and exposed the wounded, scarring skin to fresh air for
a time before she carefully, lovingly bathed him and applied more ointment
and new bandages.

It was a never-ending routine. Shane, extremely fussy, resisted any touch,

loudly screaming out at the top of his lungs and flailing about in jerky
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motions with his left index finger and thumb. He also seemed to have major
digestive issues. No matter how carefully Mony fed and burped Shane, he
reacted within minutes with fierce, painful colic evidenced by his tightly
contracted tummy muscles and even more shrill screams of distress. Upon the
onset of Shane’s screams, Stella ran in terror down the hallway and hid.

Mony’s attempts to include Stella in holding and feeding her new brother
resulted in predictable frustration, eventually ending with all three of them
crying in unison and Stella running off again to hide. Even though Shane was
usually swaddled in soft baby blankets so Stella wouldn't notice his bandaged
limbs, she was still terrified of the lesions on Shane’s face and his malformed
eye. Displaying sheer panic, she recoiled from touching his face. When
coerced to kiss her brother, she would only do so from arms length, barely
kissing the very tips of the fingers on his normal right hand.

Even while Shane was plagued with intense pain from the many open
sores positioned from head to toe on his left side, he was also plagued with
just as many internal, twisting pains from colic and indigestion. The only
sleep Mony got was in the rocking chair placed inches from Shane’s crib,
where he fitfully slept for short moments before once again waking with cries
of distress. Stella no longer spent time in her parent’s bed. Harold no longer
felt the warmth of Mony lying next to him in their bed at night. They both lay
awake in their own bedrooms listening to Mony hum her lullaby from down
the hall in the nursery.

Harold and Mony attended Shane’s many doctor appointments. Doctors
assured them that his lesions—which they describe as necrotic-hemorrhagic
bullae on his left deltoid region, quadriceps, and lower left facial arca—would
eventually heal, becoming less swollen and red as time went by. Special care
needed be taken to avoid infections while Shane’s lesions were healing. There
would be hypo-pigmented scarring, but it would be minimal if Mony tended

the wounds fastidiously with exacting care in the manner they prescribed to

63



Judy K Johnson

her. Doctors discussed the hypoplasia of Shane’s extremities with muscular
atrophy and the critical condition of his severe clubfoot that would most
likely require surgery to correct just as soon as his lesions had healed.
However, because of significant muscle atrophy, his parents needed to devote
special attention to exercising his weak leg continuously as he grew.

Other critical conditions were Shane’s limp left arm and his severely
disfigured, shrunken eye. Shane would probably only have minimal use of his
arm; his doctors feared nerve damage had caused partial paralysis of the
lower part of the limb and fingers. Focus should be made on working with
him to hold things with his thumb and only opposing finger on that hand.
Finally, upon inconclusive testing, doctors reported that they also feared that
Shane would have no vision in his left, shrunken, angular-directed eye that
revealed a noticeably large cataract. The condition was called
microphthalmia. They would retest vision in his eye when he is older. He
appeared to have normal vision in his right eye. Finally, in summation,
doctors remarked that there was no conclusive evidence of the actual cause
for Shane’s birth defects.

As Mony mournfully tended her disfigured son, she worried incessantly
about the potential clubfoot surgery that Shane would have to endure if he
was ever to have a chance at standing upright and walking independently.
While she comforted Shane in her rocking chair, she sadly pondered whether
all this devastation was a result of a genetic defect or something else. She had
an expanding mental list of possible situations that could have caused Shane’s
severe birth defects but confided them to no one.

Silence in the Walker household was fraught with unspoken worries about
Shane and their unexpected, forever, life-changing catastrophe. Fearing
similar possibilities with future pregnancies, Mony carefully avoided all
intimacy with Harold. Harold, distraught with concern for his entire family,

felt inadequate to provide the needed support for his family to help anyone,
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including himself. Stella, in order to avoid contact with her parents or baby
brother, hid silently in her bedroom or in the dark corner of the pantry closet
under the bottom shelves. The massive change in her parents caused Stella to
feel responsible. Her life was filled with devastating sadness and guilt as she
tried to figure out all the things she did wrong to cause this never-ending
crisis.

Harold’s guitar now sat unattended in the far corner of their bedroom, just
as Stella’s Baby Billy doll was hidden and forgotten in the picnic basket. Joy,
of any kind, was not possible in this broken, divided family. When Harold
was home, he could be found strolling through the overgrown, weed-filled
garden during the day or sitting alone outdoors at night in silence, sadly
staring up at the abundant, steady stars shining in the dark country sky. Stella
mostly sat silently looking out her bedroom window either waiting for her
Daddy to get home or watching her Daddy sit outdoors alone in darkness.

Mony was always attending Shane. Oddly, the only melody now heard in
the Walker household was Mony quietly humming her own soulful, wordless
lullaby that she apparently composed to express her broken heart for her baby
boy. She had no words to describe the pain she shared with her second-born
child as she attempted to soothe them both. She hummed the loudest as she
applied lotions to tenderly soothe the painful lesions on his skin while he
screamed in agony.

Mony continuously, lovingly caressed him and softly kissed his disfigured
eye for which she had no solution to mend. If there would ever be an answer
to whether this eye had sight, it must wait. There were more severe problems
to attend to now. Every waking minute of the day, Mony nursed Shane’s
painful sores, sadly anticipating that when they healed, her baby must
undergo surgery suggested by his pediatrician to align his twisted clubfoot.
She mourned that this would surely cause additional, new pain and distress to

her already painfully distressed baby boy.

65



Judy K Johnson

Long, anguish-filled months crawled by. Mony only left the house when
she took Shane to his many doctor appointments. Harold did all the shopping
and errands after work. Stella avoided contact with Shane by hibernating in
the pantry closet and only appearing from time to time to watch for her
Daddy out the window. The only sounds heard were those of Shane’s
incessant crying accompanied by Mony’s soulful, hummed lullaby. The
winter passed with no holidays celebrated at the Walker house.

Eventually, many months later, Shane’s skin lesions were pronounced
healed enough by his pediatrician to undergo the previously suggested
surgery for clubfoot, which produced intermingled feelings of gratitude and
dread. Then, seated in the office of a highly recommended orthopedic foot
and ankle surgeon, Harold and Mony listened as he gave a long detailed
narrative that he supported with superfluous medical terminology that
included the actual medical term for clubfoot, talipes equinovarus.

Noticing the dire concern on the puzzled, distressed faces of Shane’s
parents, the doctor promptly interrupted himself, starting over with simple
descriptions. The surgeon carefully described in detail Shane’s abnormal
shortened tendons and ligaments on the inside of his lower left leg, which led
to his foot turning inward. His tight Achilles tendon contributed to his foot
rigidity. Actually, his clubfoot was not an uncommon birth defect, although a
startled Harold and Mony had never known of a single case themselves. They
listened intently as the doctor described three options.

In the '70s, surgery was becoming the most popular option. The most
widely used procedure, postero-medial release (PMR), was the extensive
surgical release of tight, contracted soft tissues of the clubfoot, which gave
the patient a foot that appeared almost normal and functioned well in a short
amount of time. The surgeon did comment that some of these surgeries, in
followup studies, revealed that there was a possibility over time for the foot to

become painful, stiff, and show early arthritic changes. Mony shuddered.
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A conservative option, called the Kite method for treating clubfeet,
included a series of manipulations and castings of the lower leg and foot
followed by night splinting with the feet held in dorsiflexion and slight
abduction. The surgeon noted that some of these actual cases had proven
unsatisfactory due to inaccurate manipulation of the foot and use of short,
below-the-knee casts that proved inadequate to promote and hold the correct
position of the foot. This method involved the patient sometimes having to
wear plaster casts for up to two full years until the deformity was corrected.
Mony shuddered again.

The final method described to Harold and Mony had actually been
implemented in the 1940s, primarily because clubfoot surgery often resulted
in permanent, painful deformities over time. This last method, the Ponseti
technique, combined about four weeks of conservative manipulation casting,
then a small surgery in the form of an Achilles tenotomy, finally followed by
up to four years of a foot abduction brace to prevent relapses. This technique
had been slow to catch on in popularity because of the lack of family
commitment to consistent, corrective brace wearing for several years.

The Ponseti technique wasn't currently the most highly favored method.
The surgeon heavily stressed that success of this technique depended highly
on complete family understanding about what was involved in the casting
process and how critical it was that the brace must be worn correctly and
consistently. Parents needed to be aware that this treatment method required a
serious, ongoing commitment from both parents. Harold and Mony, sombered
by this information, asked for more details.

The Ponseti procedure would require Shane’s foot to be manipulated to
correct positions followed by serial applications of a long-leg plaster cast that
needed to be changed every 5 to 7 days and might require up to four different
castings. This would possibly require sedation if Shane was not cooperative

during the process. Mony was pretty sure that Shane would require sedation.
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Then, a tenotomy of the Achilles tendon would have to be performed to
correct the remaining contracture. In Shane’s case, that procedure too would
probably require an operating room.

After the final cast was removed, Shane would be put immediately into a
foot abduction brace to prevent relapse. The brace would be made with shoes
securely attached to a bar about the width of Shane’s shoulders and set at
specific angles. The brace would need to be worn 23 hours a day for the first
3 months and then only while sleeping (12 to 14 hours a day) until the age of
four. The greatest problem with this method was the child’s intolerance of the
brace and lack of family support for correct daily wearing of the brace.
Physical therapy during the bracing process helped patients with gait training
and muscle strengthening. The surgeon then additionally noted that this
actually might be a preferred method since Shane was already several months
old. Harold and Mony held each other’s hands tightly and together shuddered
one last time.

That night, after Stella and Shane were finally asleep, Harold and Mony
sat together at their red and chrome dinette table discussing the various
treatments for Shane. Having been shrouded in isolating silence ever since
Shane’s birth, they at last finally reached out to each other in order to decide
upon options for his dangling clubfoot. They felt compelled to agree on his
particular treatment in order to avoid adding even more guilt to that which
already hung heavy over their heads. They intended to explore every option
and decide which medical approach they'd choose together.

Many hours later, the first brilliant rays of morning sun shone across a
clear cloudless sky through the front window of the home at the end of Reese
Drive, brightly reflecting across the weary but confident faces of Harold and
Mony. It revealed new hope now apparent as they joined hands together
across the table, vowing their united decision as they reviewed their

conclusions. The fastest clubfoot correction required surgery but might be
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unsuccessful long term, resulting in limited motion and continuing pain later
in Shane’s life. Together, they dismissed the PMR surgery. Mony breathed a
sight of relief since she had always harbored many misgivings and fears about
extensive surgery to his foot.

The Kite method had a more conservative approach than surgery but also
seemed inconclusive over the long term. It even involved wearing a cast
continuously for up to 2 years. Harold could not begin to imagine Shane, just
recovered from painful skin lesions on his clubfoot, to now be forced to wear
a leg cast continuously for that long.

The Ponseti procedure required great family commitment, especially to
support Shane’s wearing of a leg brace until he was four years old. Gazing
hopefully into each others eyes, they knew they could pull together to
accommodate the tedious leg brace, and lots of ongoing physical therapy for
Shane. Although this choice meant Shane would have to endure four years of
night time restraint wearing a leg brace, it would be well worth it if there was
a possibility that Shane could walk independently and pain free before he
started school. By choosing this method, they were also choosing their united
commitment in Shane’s treatment plan. Some of their own pain that had been
separating them seemed now to evaporate as they united in this extremely
difficult goal for Shane’s independent mobility. They held hands and
squeezed tight. Once again, they felt the intense love and attraction between

them that had been unexpressed since Shane’s birth.
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Tomlinson’s Feed & Pet Store
908 East 49 V% Street,
Austin, Texas

~March 29th, 1975~

Finally, the pleasant, nearly forgotten, fresh spring breezes and enticing
sounds of nesting birds chirping from the live oaks lured the family outdoors
in hopes of a reprieve from their long confinement in the overwhelming, stale
sadness indoors. The season had changed. The thick, green wild-flower-filled
lawn promised a soft resting place.

Shane’s painful body wounds—now completely healed—Ieft behind
slightly discolored scars that were seldom noticed, except that when he
screamed in anger or pain, they turned bright red. Normally, his scars were
completely concealed beneath his long-sleeved toddler shirts and the long,
white immobile cast now on Shane’s left leg that was remolding his defective
clubfoot. The plaster cast kept Shane a prisoner in its grasp, causing him to
scream in the very intense anger or pain that Mony desperately tried to avoid.
The plaster cast thus also effectively kept Mony a prisoner. Now more than
ever, she spent every minute trying to soothe Shane. A baby blanket was

always partially draped across his face to conceal his disfigured left eye that

70



Hear My Soul Sing

still seemed to frighten Stella.

It was, however, a hopeful, new season—an opportunity for a new
beginning and a chance to start a new garden that was currently overrun with
thickly entwined weeds since no cold- weather root crops had been planted
last fall. It was the Saturday before Easter, which came early that year.

While glancing through the Austin American-Statesman that morning,
Harold had noticed a newspaper ad that suggested some small possible
enjoyment for his family in a quarter-page ad for Tomlinson’s Feed and Pet
Store on East 49™ Street in Austin. Their Easter sale that weekend featured
pet rabbits. (Even in his own solitary sadness, Harold often noticed Stella
staring longingly toward the empty rabbit hutch in the backyard.)
Tomlinson’s was only about 12 miles away. After consulting with Mony to
determine whether the whole family might benefit from such an outing, they
cautiously loaded up the station wagon for the shopping adventure. Mony
made sure they had Shane’s colic medicine along with food, diapers, and
several toys for Shane on board. Of course, Harold kept it secret from Stella
that a pet rabbit would be involved with their adventure.

The station wagon had a new seating arrangement. Harold had
reconfigured the second-row bench seat by installing an infant car seat that
had been slightly modified with extra padding to accommodate and support
Shane’s clubfoot leg cast, which held his left leg immobile from his toes to
over his knee. In the mid '70s, advocacy for children’s car safety finally began
to make an impact. People began to think seriously about using car seats and
buckling in their children although there was not yet a law addressing
mandatory seat belts for either adults or children.

Harold had purchased a General Motors Infant Love Seat advertised as
having adjustable shoulder straps and gently supporting the infant upon a
reclined surface that provided support for the head and back. The “facing-the-

rear” position gave added protection. Harold thought Shane, prone to anger
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because he felt restricted by his leg pinned in that tight cast, might travel
more relaxed in a reclined car seat rather than in Mony’s embrace for any
length of time. This proved to be true and allowed the family to venture out
more often with more confidence.

Today, Harold drove, Mony and Shane shared the second-row bench seat
with all his necessities close at hand, and Stella was quietly perched as always
in the third-row, rear-facing seat (less her abandoned Baby Billy doll). She
remained stoically occupied with the view behind the station wagon, relieved
that Shane, who had been lulled to sleep by the motion of the station wagon,
was not screaming at that moment. Stella sat still as a statue, intent on not
making any sound or motion that might accidentally awaken Shane.

Upon parking in front of Tomlinson’s, Harold enticed Stella to enter the
store with him, “Stella, wouldn't you love to come with me to check out all
the unusual things in this store. You've never been in a feed store before.”

“No Daddy, I'll just stay in the car,” refused Stella worried that the whole
family was going inside.

“Stella, sweetheart, Shane is still sleeping quietly. He and I will wait here
in the station wagon while you have fun shopping with Daddy,” mentioned
Mony convincing her daughter that this would be a great opportunity for
Stella and Harold to be on an adventure alone together.

Stella finally nodded and agreed to carefully climb down out of the back
door of the station wagon that Harold held open for her. She nervously
entered the store, fiercely holding onto Harold’s hand while glancing back at
the station wagon.

Squawking, screeching, and fluttering from within birdcages just inside
the store’s front door immediately caught Stella’s attention; she gazed with
interest at the brightly colored talking parrots greeting her. Harold eventually
coaxed her further back in the store, where they discovered a pen filled with

the young bunnies featured in Tomlinson’s Easter sale. Stella tightly squeezed
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Harold’s hand once again, looked up toward his face, and actually smiled
shyly. This was the first smile Harold had seen on his daughter’s face in over
five months. Something stirred within his joy-deprived heart. A tiny bunny
became a love offering that encouraged her to smile once again.

With great effort, Stella reviewed each and every bunny until she
determined that a white one with long, brown floppy ears and brown circles
around his eyes was her perfect bunny. When she held this particular bunny
in her arms, he wiggled its nose, sniffing her fingers in acceptance and trust.
Stella immediately whispered his new name, “Billy Bunny”. She could hardly
give up Billy Bunny in order for the storekeeper, who introduced himself as
Marty, to place him securely in a cardboard box with breathing holes.

“Don't forget that your new pet needs some special bunny food, too. He
doesn't eat scrambled eggs and bacon, like you do, for breakfast,” chuckled
Marty as he reached over and grabbed a bag of rabbit pellets on display next
to the bunny pen. “If you happen to have a garden, you can also feed him
lettuce greens.” Stella decided to make sure they planted more lettuce to share
with Billy Bunny.

As Harold and Stella were leaving the store, he spotted another shelf in
the back where ladies’ western cowboy boots were on sale. He walked over
and discovered a cowgirl-style turquoise boot with coral and green stitching
outlining a braided daisy with ivy design across the toe and up the tall shaft of
the boot. Harold considered them a perfect match to the bohemian dress
Mony wore the first time he saw her. In his imagination, he fancied Mony
dancing with him again in that dress wearing these fancy boots. Though such
a dream was probably a long way off, Harold bought the boots to let her
know he still saw her as a beauty and had hopes for renewed romance.

Mony must have read his mind because when she opened the box in the
station wagon on the way home, she also giggled for the first time in five

months. Picking up one of the fancy boots, Mony slowly ran her fingers
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across the daisy design. The leather felt cool, smooth and soft to her touch.
The smell of well-oiled new leather filled the air as Mony pressed the tall
shaft of the boot against her cheek and shared the same vision as Harold. In
her imagination, she fancied Harold tightly holding her waist as he
romantically dipped her backwards with a kiss at the end of a lively two-step.

As Stella cheerfully chattered the whole way home about her Billy
Bunny, Mony looked forward and saw Harold watching her in the rear view
mirror. She gave him a thankful smile and blew him a silent kiss. Harold’s
heart warmed for a second time that day. Maybe things were finally starting
to look up for the family. Their worrisome pilgrimage in the family station
wagon had been a fulfilling adventure after all.

Just as that thought entered Harold’s thoughts, Shane, entirely exasperated
with the confinement of his cast, started screaming at the top of his lungs. He
reached forward, pounding so hard at the cast in rage that Mony was sure he
would injure his arm. Stella huddled forward with her arms tightly wrapped
around the pet bunny box; her fearful but silent sobbing left teardrops on the
top of the box. She quietly whispered for Billy Bunny to please stay
extremely quiet so Shane wouldn't notice him. Harold continued to look
straight ahead, driving as fast as was safely possible in order to get home as
fast as they could. He realized at that moment how difficult the next four
years might truly be. There was indeed a huge challenge looming ahead of
them all in their efforts to increase Shane’s chances to walk with any degree
of normalcy.

The next day, Easter Sunday, also started out quite pleasantly for the
family. Billy Bunny munched on pellets in the now happily occupied hutch in
the backyard. Mony had suggested to Stella that she might pick a little lettuce
from the garden and place it in the hutch as an Easter snack for her pet. Stella
alternated from bending down over the low rabbit hutch gazing at Billy

Bunny to hurriedly fetching more lettuce.
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Before starting work on his garden plans, Harold offered Stella an
observation bench that he'd lovingly nailed together from old 2 x 4 boards
stored in the utility room off the carport. The observation bench was designed
low, just a foot off the ground, but the 5 ft. long and 3 ft. wide bench could
accommodate any possible position of a relaxing Stella, who was quite
content to use it as a perch from which to watch Billy Bunny.

Mony appeared with some leftover house paint and color crayons. As
Harold spent the day clearing the garden of weeds and planting tomatoes,
green beans, peppers, and more lettuce, Mony painted the top of the bench a
soft tan, the color of their house, and then painted the legs a bright teal, the
color of their shutters. After the paint dried in the warm Texas sunlight, Mony
outlined with crayons the shapes of doves and flamingos on the bench seat,
which Stella remembered were just like the birds Mony had drawn on the
magnificent kite a few summers ago. In that moment, Stella was thrilled with
this attention from both Mony and Harold.

“I love you, Mother and Daddy,” she called out at the top of her voice
with her hand raised, waving her red crayon.

Mony then retreated to the shade with Shane and rested on a quilt; she
arranged pillows to prop him up and support his stiff leg cast. A few short
minutes later, he became angry, screaming and kicking his strong leg against
the restrictive, tight cast on his clubfoot so hard that his facial scars flashed
bright red again. Mony feared Shane’s cast was causing him extreme
irritation and that the cast might become damaged with all his kicking. Harold
sighed as Mony gathered up Shane, who was quite hard to balance with his
cast and his kicking, and retreated indoors. Before disappearing into the
house, Mony stopped at the back door and glanced first at Stella, occupied
with her new observation bench near the rabbit hutch, and then at Harold,
who realized when he caught her look that she seemed to appreciate him

providing Stella with the loving attention Mony herself had no time or
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strength left to give.

At least Stella and Harold found some measure of peace outdoors together
that day. Stella colored in the outlines of the birds on her bench with her
favorite color crayons while she kept an eye on her Billy Bunny in his hutch.
The garden now had long straight rows of seedling plants slightly waving in
the breeze and the rabbit hutch was no longer unoccupied. The observation
bench was just right for Stella to watch her Billy Bunny while contemplating
what a perfectly marvelous creature he was.

In the days and weeks ahead, Stella and Harold often found themselves
outdoors, even if Mony and Shane (now bound by a leg brace worn 24 hours
a day) stayed indoors. Harold in his well-tended, straight-row garden, bent
over his hoe, purging weeds as if his life depended on it. He discovered that if
he worked himself to a sweat, he was able to forget his troubles; often, his
recurring headaches seemed to disappear while working in the garden. Stella
and Billy Bunny got on famously. Her bunny became very tame, mostly due
to the many handfuls of lettuce and other greens that Stella fed him from the
garden. She often sat on her observation bench next to the hutch stroking her
bunny’s velvet-brown, floppy ears as he sat peacefully in her lap.

The family attempted to adjust to the storm that hovered over and around
Shane. His temper was filled with frustration over wearing his restrictive leg
brace. With outdoor distractions, Harold and Stella spent long hours together,
retreating to the house only at sunset. Even after dark, Stella would often lean
on her windowsill watching wild rabbits from the neighborhood hop along in
small groups toward the garden. She suspected that they enjoyed the lettuce
as much as Billy Bunny did. She didn't mention the intruding wild rabbits to
her parents.

Soon fall, with cooler days and various garden produce like potatoes and
carrots to harvest, enticed Mony and Shane once again outdoors, with Shane’s

repositioned clubfoot firmly held in place with his leg brace. Stella,
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suspicious of potential anger episodes from Shane, appeared quiet and
apprehensive when Shane was placed on his quilt, and Mony invited Stella to
join them with her Billy Bunny. For nearly an hour, Shane, with his own toys
stacked around him like a fortress surrounding his stiff leg brace, appeared
happy and content. Gradually Stella relaxed on the absolute farthest opposite
side of the quilt and fed handfuls of lettuce to Billy Bunny who ate every leaf
of lettuce and sniffed her fingers for more.

Eventually her usual apprehensions eased somewhat, so Stella, eager to
get more lettuce for Billy Bunny, jumped up and quickly scurried over to
Harold in the garden. Shane immediately found her departure somehow
completely distressing. He was alone now on the quilt, and in his explosive
fit, he started throwing his toys one by one off the quilt onto the grass. Then
Shane launched himself backward on the quilt and kicked his legs, securely
braced together, straight up, then crashed them down hard on the quilt. Frozen
in her tracks, Stella instantly realized that with all his toys tossed aside, the
only other object on the quilt with Shane was Billy Bunny, who, curious,
innocently hopped in his direction.

With his strong right arm, Shane quickly grabbed what he thought should
also be his toy. Mony, only one step away, was still too far out of reach to
prevent Shane from seizing Billy Bunny by his soft, brown floppy ears. The
startled hostage rabbit screamed out a shrill screech never ever heard before
by Stella. In defense, Billy Bunny leaped in panic, accidentally scratching
Shane’s clutching good hand and leaving multiple, bleeding abrasions as
Shane howled in even more fear, pain, and anger.

“No!” shrieked Stella as she collapsed face down to the ground between
rows of carrot tops and potato bushes, covering her eyes and ears with her
arms as she lay unmoving. Mony immediately dropped to the quilt, her arms
outstretched for Shane. Harold, right behind her, scooped up Billy Bunny as

Mony scooped up Shane and rushed indoors to tend to his bloody scratches.
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With the rabbit now safely hiding in a corner of its hutch, Harold returned
to where Stella lay prone in the garden surrounded by bent over carrot tops
crushed by her fall. He found her red-faced—deeply, but noiselessly, sobbing.

That night, after everything settled down, Mony and Harold reassured a
disbelieving Stella that Shane was not hurt badly. The scratches were only
minor and would disappear in a day or so. Shane, drained of all energy, had
already taken his bath and was sleeping soundly in his bed, still wearing his
stiff leg brace as prescribed. Stella, now alone in her bedroom, also had taken
her bath and was wearing—but not comforted by—soft, cotton, pink-daisy
pajamas. Her hair, still wet, had been pulled back and braided. She was
supposed to be sleeping but she sat looking out her bedroom window,
watching the wild rabbits approach the garden. Once again she was overcome
with guilt, like so many times before. Shane and Billy Bunny had both been
hurt because she left her brother alone with her rabbit for just a second.

Stella knew her parents were asleep because the TV was off and the house
was quiet. She had been thinking a very long time. She loved her Billy Bunny
more than any of her other possessions. With tears rolling down on her
cheeks, she pressed her nose against the window, looking out at the garden
and feeling her relentless pain.

Quietly tip toeing down the hallway, Stella, armed with Harold’s
flashlight from the pantry closet, quietly unlatched and slowly pushed open
the back screen door. With the beam of the flashlight illuminating her path
toward the rabbit hutch, Stella made her way carefully across the yard. She
sat for a long while upon her home-crafted observation bench.

“I love you Billy Bunny. I'm so sorry that Shane was mean and pulled
your ears. I know it hurt you really bad,” Stella whispered. “I just know that
when Shane is mad you have to stay away from him or you might get hurt.”

Finally, she slowly latched the rabbit hutch, offered Billy Bunny one last
lettuce leaf from the garden, and lovingly lifted out her beloved pet. While
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giving him hugs and kisses, she slowly carried her pet rabbit to the edge of
the garden and gave him final instructions.

“Wait for the wild, neighborhood rabbits to visit the garden,” she advised
him, “Then, please hop away fast with them and find a new home where you
won't be hurt ever, ever again by my mean brother Shane.”

Stella quickly hurried back into the house so she wouldn't interrupt the
wild rabbits on their nightly visit to the garden. By the time she returned to
her bedroom and leaned her nose against her window to look out for Billy
Bunny, she discovered that he had already disappeared from sight.

The next morning, Harold noticed the swinging, open door to the rabbit
hutch. He saw some half-eaten lettuce still in the rabbit cage that not been
there when he had placed Billy Bunny back in his cage the night before.
Sitting down on Stella’s observation bench, he considered his daughter’s
reaction to Billy Bunny’s squeals when Shane grabbed him. He knew that she
felt guilty about Shane’s scratches and was also worried that Shane might
hurt her pet again. Looking for Stella in her bedroom, Harold noticed his
flashlight hidden behind daisy-printed curtains on the windowsill and left it
there without comment. He understood all too well about feeling guilty. The
rabbit hutch would remain empty, and Stella would stand guard nightly from
her window, watching for signs of her floppy-eared rabbit among the wild,
neighborhood rabbits.

Harold started frequently checking on Stella during the night, often
finding her asleep as she leaned up next to her window with her nose pressed
up against the glass. He would carefully carry her to her bed where he would
lovingly tuck her in and sit quietly watching her sleep as he tried to think up
solutions to all their problems. Father and daughter were frequent nighttime

observers, he the stars overhead and Stella the garden pathway below them.
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f ieuma?\zr ]aro’ce%’cing, l refuse to 4° %L\O\olaihg with Mother
and Shane. Ghe wants o go to the Hancock Conter
%l\o\o\aing Plaza focated off 1-35 north of downtown Austin
and the \Lmvar%ityf of Texas. Tw?m(ﬁf is the first J)oug %l\mm
is free from wearing his leg brace 14 hours a day. He now
must onfy wear it at mth when in bed, 5o Mother promises
that Shane, with his new freedom, will probably be very
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happy afl day today. She extices me with the proposition of
gL\o'a\aiv\g for new goL\oof o(’o’cl\eg‘ In a fow wwlcs,, l'W be
%mrtmg %okooe, %\aem?mg a L\a” a &Vm& at Sunset \/a{’fu&
Efamvﬁmn&. %I'\e Jca”% me W@IW o?ro\o Dow%(ﬂr of f at wer, S
it will just be the three of us going: Shane, MTother and
mel We can take the stroller for Shane. We can stop for
funch. We (1 all be happily gl\omamg toga’tlr\w\.

What if people notice Shane's weird eye? This afways
happens when we've out in public. Dften, kids my age hide
behind their parents when they see Share's eye. | really
don't blame them. €5 pretty seary, especially if he gets
wpset and starts to seream out foud Then the scars on kis
face turn \ariglr\’t red again. |f he gets really mad) Shane
wiu?% Waves Ir\ig arms as he Screams, and everyone notices
his hand with onfy & thumb and one finger. People stop and
stare. Everything gets very, very quiet except for Shane's
%ormmiv\g. Even Mother g@t% very a{luat u/%IMLW%, We
iVV\WL@ﬁVivaC@I(\a, g0 back o our station wagon and rive home
withowt m?lcw%. When we get home, Mother takes Shane to

L\i% room and rocks L\im a ?ong time WL\ige L\umming L\er %L\M\e
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Song. | hide in the partry closet by Vw\pe?{ in the dark.

| fon't know what o b, | just know | on't want to 4o
ot %L\D\o\oiyxg witL\ %L\am aMV %otL\er. ﬂ\m, %otbr mvmgg
her new idea to me. She axﬂmm that Share's Joctors
recommend that whenever he goes outa?oor%, he s,L\ouLM Wear
gmg%m to protect his cataract eye from the sun She
reaches in her purse and pulls out a new pair of cute kid's
Sevoby Dov sunglasses. Placing them on Shane, she steps
back and waits for his and my reaction. I'm quite surprised,
but Shane, still enjoying his freedom from his f(@g brace,
Joesn t seem to mind at a” and  Joesn't ‘&“”L the
sunglasses off in instant anger. | fecide that these
sunglasses are pretty neat. s | Took closer, | realize that
Shane's weird eye is almost impossible to see with his
gw\gfmggeg on. What a m{’imq

Mother afgo F?aoag 4 hew, vrange mm\oow—gh&fe Hougtoyx
Astros baseball cap on Shane's head. |5 brigL\t brange with
an embroidered blie star and white "1 on the front. The bif]
of the cap shades the rest of his face oon«\ofeta?x&. When |

Turn to /}"ﬂotl\u, l See ‘tl‘\ﬂv’t %L\a is gmiyn«g, wmtihg to L\mr
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me agree o go shopping, just the three of us happily
together

| fon't get to sit in the thind-row seat of the station
Wagol/\, WL\ioL\ l a(’wa\(ﬂr% .amcar. l must sit next to %L\am'g car
seat in the second-row bench seat since Mother's driving.
She explains that | need +o be “Mother's Helper” and pass
Shane his toys or bottle as he needs them This keeps me
quite busy because Ghane's never happy with anything for
very {ong. Tother instructs me o keep my voice happy and
even to sing to keep him happy. Im very, very good at being
Mother's Helper” ['ve Jiscovered that it's one of the very
few tL\U«g% | can oVo to make %otL\ar %mife {DY a minkte, but
it can be really exhavsti ng.

As we ]mrL in front of Sears near the oowtwm? and
fountaing at the center of the shopping center, | start o
get a [ittle nervous about what we are sttempting o 4o,
but Tother ooy\{ip%v\t?% uv\(’oMV% %Immlg %Jcrvmr and o?m‘aer
bag loaded with all his necessities from the station wagon.
Then %lr\e mgig% %att?a% %L\me (wi’clxout (]@g brace), wL\o]g
still sleepy from the ride, in his strofler. 'm refieved o see
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%L\M\a i owrw\tfl& L\a]o\otzr with L\i% %uv\g(’mw% and WW cap.
TWV\'W\g o e, %L\a mL% if l'm mMV% to g° %L\o]o\oihg. A{ter a
moment of Joubt, | %Yow(’% nod Iy L\QMV and we re of f to tour
%@&Y%.

| start off walking glued to Mother's side behind the
stro{ler. She insists on ax‘aVorilng the [itt]e 3%' Jotlwg
department, and eventually l agree to start Yoomg ot
dresses hanging in the section with my size. Ghane is
surprisingly quiet | am very thankful, but ['m also very
carefu] not to disturb him.

Amwingf%, | have a vaVemCu(’ time szfing on %L\irt%,
pants, skirts, dresses, shoes, socks, and even prety
underwear with {ittle pink daisies, which | fove. lt's fun 1o
see Mother wif(mg at me. ?\w]m»«g that we've made a [ot
of purchases that need to be carried o the station wagor,
Tother decides that its time to have {unch at Wyatt's
Cafeteria. | even manage to skip a fittle alongside Mother
as we head to the main exit along with several vther
shoppers. | decide that | can trust Tother when she says
that evm&tL\iv\g wi” be olﬁmt when we gv ot in \oub{’io.
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Just then, | notice another girl about my age staring at
Share, pulling on her ad's arm as if something is terribly
wrong. | turn toward Shane and reafize that his Houston
Astros baseball cap and Seooby Doo sunglasses have fallen
off his head, exposing his scary eye. Quickly, | grab up
%L\am'% bmga\m” cap, \afmoihg it back on L\i% L\MWV with two
little tugs to make sure it won t fal{ off easily again. When
| bend over to retrieve his Seooby Doo sunglasses, Shane
%MV&V@V\EL& g?um]ag forward in kis strofler with his arms and
legs twitoL\img and (}uLmz,TLw he (urches backward in his
strofler, L\itt'w\g his head. His baseball cap flies wildly off
to the floor agm.ﬂ\e 3ir¥ screams and jumps behind her
Jed, who grabs hor shouldor and loads hor quickly away
%Imm DM% oVoew't ory out at oJ((’.

otherl” | scream. She instantly drops to her knees,
getting very chose to Shane's face. lmmediately, she grabs
Share up out of the strofler and holds him tightfy against
her shoulder. She instructs me o put our %L\o\o\aiwg bags. in
the stroller and c[uioLY% \au%L\ it behind her as we run out

JCL\@ exit JCDWM&V JCL\@ station WﬂngV\.
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Mother races our station wagon owt of the parking fot |
for't vealize it yet, but she's headed tv Brackenridge
Emrgamx& Room. %MM, in L\i% car seat, %m \oaooma%
very still. Tother keeps telling me to keep his face turned
up 50 he can breathe. I'm mm”l& scared to touch him, but ['m
even more scared not to.

&ooy\, we re mmv\g ’clr\rougL\ ’clm doors of ’c|r\e waargey\m&
Room. /h’\o’tlr\@r carries %L\me toward a medic M\o \afaoag him
oh a Ir\oglaiJmV gurney and Imsﬁci{’\gf wL\wV% him Jown the
hallway. Mother vuns  alongside, trying to explain
evm&tlwg about %MM ina L\urr%. ' ?MV \oxzr 4 nurse's aid
to 4 waiting room where | sit, silent and stifll | feef sure
that %omL\ow when | ’cu%w? that \m%\mw cap tigkt{’% Jown
on Shane's face, | caused al kis wild s,lmLing. | feef
extremely guilty about kmmz my brother Now | mustbe a
very good girl, be really quict, and not disturb anyone. | sit
with ey hards Folded tigw% in pmy Ya]a, Shane's %ooobkgf
Do gumg(’mg@g gtiw in iy gmg\o“ﬂ\@ mr%a]% aide vffers me
oo?omg books but | pofitely decfine.

[t seems {ike forever wntil | see Daddy rinning in
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Terror H\rouglx tL\a gf@gg p?owg mc H\a Emwgu\m& Room. Ag
he runs to me, \ See ‘tL\mJC, (}ugt Vilce e L\e'g rmW% scared. \

3%@% %o‘c'r\arlg Wrov\g about it \o@ing vlcauzf {or ks to gv
%L\o]a‘aiwg.
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Brackenridge Emergency Room
601 East 15" Street
Austin, TX

~August 1%, 1975~

The ER nursing staff conducted an EEG (electroencephalogram) on Shane,
who was hooked up to leads from his head to a monitor. Harold and Mony
stood close by Shane who was lying on an elevated hospital bed still
trembling slightly. They tried to comfort him as they stared at wavy lines
moving across the monitor which, they were told, were Shane’s brain waves
being recorded. He had been given an anticonvulsant medication to control
his seizure that, while it successfully calmed the seizure, left him extremely
lethargic and sleepy. Harold and Mony waited for doctors to talk to them.
“Probable reoccurring, tonic-clonic seizures is the currant diagnosis,”
advised a neurological specialist called in to consult in the Emergency Room.
He seemed to be frowning as he stared down at Shane’s medical report. “The
tonic phase consists of a contraction of the limbs followed by their extension
and arching of the back, which lasts 10-30 seconds. The clonic phase follows
and consists of a shaking of the limbs in unison. It's not yet determined if

Shane’s seizure was a reflex seizure triggered by specific stimuli such as
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flashing lights or sudden noises. Shane’s seizure might have been a
consequence of some other as-of-yet undiagnosed complication.”

Once again, both Harold and Mony were frightened to the point of
trembling despair. Shane’s external visible birth defects were hard enough to
accept and manage. They knew that any additional, invisible threat of
spontaneous seizures would plague their thoughts continuously. The idea that
even more issues would arise as Shane grew older was enough to leave them
feeling totally helpless and inadequate to manage their lives.

“I'm prescribing Shane a seizure medication based on his age and weight.
You'll need to take him to your regular pediatrician for blood tests every two
weeks in order to monitor its effectiveness. The correct dosage for Shane will
be confirmed by these tests,” remarked the ER doctor.

“Is it possible that Shane will have more seizures in the future?”
questioned Harold, still in shock over the days events.

“He may have one or two until we determine the exact dosage that Shane
requires,” answered the ER doctor as he looked up from his paperwork for the
first time. Then, realizing the parents standing before him were quite upset
over their boy’s seizure, he tried to reassure Harold and Mony by adding, “If
this medication doesn't work, there are many alternative medications that we
can try until we find one that will be effective.”

Wanting to make sure that Harold and Mony carefully monitored Shane’s
health, he also added, “You know, seizures can also be brought on by low
fever or illness. Seizures can take many forms, ranging from extreme stillness
and staring off in space to violent body convulsions.”

He handed them a brochure which contained detailed instructions on how
to identify and manage a seizure when it did happen. He recommended that
they always error on the side of caution and bring Shane to the ER if he
should have another seizure.

Any confidence or bravery that Harold and Mony had slowly managed to
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develop toward overcoming Shane’s medical problems immediately
evaporated into thin air.

It was not exactly comforting to go home with Shane after he was
discharged from the ER. Everyone was on pins and needles, just like they had
been when Shane was brought home with such worrisome birth defects.
However, the day had been long and everyone was now exhausted. Quietly
and cautiously, Mony took care of Shane while Harold took care of Stella.
Soon both were fed, bathed, and put to bed.

Harold and Mony sat together on the living room couch for several long
minutes holding hands in complete silence. Realizing that they needed a
distraction to calm their thoughts and worries enough to become sleepy
themselves, they turned the television on and tuned it to CBS. The Carol
Burnett Show, which featured Harvey Korman and Vicki Lawrence, two of
their favorite characters, was on. Mony offered to make some popcorn since
they had not yet eaten.

When Mony went to find their electric popcorn popper stored in the
pantry closet, she noticed something stuffed into their picnic basket in the far
corner. They hadn't used that picnic basket in such a long time. Casually
lifting its slightly-ajar hinged cover, Mony starred in horror at Stella’s
precious Baby Brother Tender Love doll hidden within the basket along with
two other unusual items also belonging to Stella.

Harold, noticing Mony’s extended absence, searched for and found her
sitting at the dinette table. With her face buried in her hands, she wept
forlornly but in silence, not wanting to wake her sleeping children. In front of
her on the table lay a bright red crayon, a pair of round tip child scissors, and
Baby Billy.

The perfect anatomical doll, which, during happier times before Shane’s
birth, Stella had often used to practice caring for a perfect baby, lay there

mutilated—exactly matching Shane’s disfigurement. Several overlapping
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Band-Aids completely covered the dolls left eye. The doll’s face, arm, and leg
had scar marks similar to those of Shane. They were obviously made with
Stella’s crayon. The doll was missing three fingers on its left hand. Mony
suspected that Stella had relentlessly struggled to remove Baby Billy’s fingers
one by one with her scissors.

Harold picked up Baby Billy, cradling the broken, discarded doll in his
arms as he slowly, quietly sat down next to his beloved Mony. After a long
silence spent just holding hands, they began an earnest conversation about
their firstborn love child, Stella Harmony.

“Our sweet Stella always tries hard, never complains or gets into trouble,”
sighed Harold, “But it's obvious that she must need special attention.”

“Apparently, she's hiding some bad feelings about Shane’s birth defects
that she doesn't dare express—just like she hid her Baby Billy after changing
her once perfect doll into one that matched Shane,” agreed Mony. “We need
to realize that both our children have special needs and both require very
special care.”

Mony and Harold talked long into the night trying to come up with new
ideas on how to make sure that Stella felt loved. They also reminded each
other that they must make sure that they give Shane his seizure medicine as
prescribed and take him to his pediatrician for checkups as often as needed.
They found comfort in the fact that they had each other to depend on. They
began to feel relieved when they realized that just identifying these problems
helped instill within them a positive plan for their future. Mony and Harold
finally felt relaxed and drowsy enough to catch some sleep just a few short

hours before dawn.
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Americana Theater
2200 Hancock Drive
Austin, Texas

~August 15", 1975~

With Stella's birthday just days away, both Harold and Mony decided to
create a special day for Stella without her having to worry or be embarrassed
from public reactions to Shane. They decided that Harold would take Stella
on an outing to see the latest Disney movie playing at the popular American
Theatre on Hancock Drive, about ten miles from home. Mony would stay
home with Shane and bake Stella’s birthday cake for a celebration with
birthday presents for her later. Harold planned to go to the evening
performance; Shane would be sleeping when he and Stella returned home for
this special intimate party.

Alongside Harold, Stella skipped in a hurry to get to the child-packed
ticket-window line for the popular Disney film The Apple Dumpling Gang, a
family Western comedy. The film was a hit at the box office. Stella, just as
excited as the other kids, hurried through the American Theater lobby. She
paused to gaze upward in amazement at a fancy glass-beaded chandelier

glittering brightly overhead. Harold and Stella stopped only briefly at the
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concession stand for popcorn, M&M’s, and two Coca Cola’s before hurrying
to their seats as the room darkened. Stella settled in her seat, snuggled up
against Harold’s shoulder, and passed every other M&M to him during a
short cartoon before the movie began. As the movie progressed, Stella burst
out laughing several times. Harold found himself smiling and treasuring this
unique moment—the seldom-heard sound of his daughter’s silly, bubbling
laughter.

In between action-packed scenes, as he watched Stella happily engrossed
in the Disney movie, Harold identified with one remarkable narrative in the
movie which made quite an impression on him. Slick frontier gambler Russell
Donovan remarked, “Well, there's one good thing about luck—it always
changes. And I got a feeling mine is just around the corner.”

Stella seemed to enjoy the fast paced, exciting adventure about three
orphaned kids known as the Apple Dumpling gang. The setting was the
California Gold Rush; a slick gambler named Russell Donovan (played by
actor Bill Bixby) arrived in town and found himself taking care of a trio of
orphans, the Bradley children.

Stella would tap Harold’s shoulder and comment from time to time. “How
did the orphans get their name, Apple Dumpling gang?”

Harold smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

As the movie progressed, the orphans found gold. A pair of bumbling
holdup men named Amos Tucker (played by actor Tim Conway) and
Theodore Ogelvie (played by actor Don Knotts) tried to steal the Bradleys’
gold.

“I wish we could discover gold. Is there gold in Texas?”

Harold laughed and shrugged his shoulders.

Then the plot got even more intense. The orphans got kidnapped, and the
gold eventually got stolen by another bad man Frank Stillwell (played by

actor Slim Pickens).
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“Did all the bad guys go to the Gold Rush to kidnap kids with gold
nuggets?” questioned Stella.

Harold put his arm around his inquisitive daughter.

“Honey, remember the orphans have a guardian to protect them.”

The movie ended with the precious gold nugget blown to bits, and the bad
man arrested. Donovan, the remaining guardian of the Apple Dumpling gang,
used reward money from Stillwell’s arrest to buy a farm where the reformed
Amos and Theodore stayed on to work.

“See Stella, the Apple Dumpling gang gets to live on a nice farm in the
country. The country is a great place to grow up.”

“We live in the country, don't we?” asked Stella. Harold nodded in
agreement.

On their way home, bouncing with excitement on her favorite third-row
seat in the station wagon, Stella excitedly repeated the entire story line scene
by scene, detail by detail, to a carefully listening, appreciative Harold as they
hurried home to enjoy Stella’s birthday cake—stopping only long enough to
pick up chocolate ice cream, her favorite.

Happily home, Stella raced into the house, anticipating balloons, party
favors, and a birthday cake in the center of the red and chrome dinette table.
Not seeing any evidence of a party, Stella continued down the hallway
looking for Mony and hearing Shane scream at the top of his lungs. Arriving
at Shane’s bedroom, she found Mony busy rocking and humming her special
lullaby to him. Obviously, Shane had been very upset a long time because
Mony looked very tired, and he was still angrily pounding Mony with his fist.
It was hard for Mony to keep Shane still in her lap because he was wearing
his nighttime leg brace. When she turned to Stella, Mony didn't realize that
there was a thin trail of blood on her cheek from a scratch inflicted by Shane
when he was struggling against the stiff brace. Mony wondered if Shane can

really endure four years of having to wear his nighttime leg brace. She was
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even more worried that his fits would bring on another seizure, so she
continued rocking and humming, rocking and humming without stopping.
Stella stared in angry disbelief at the streak of blood on Mony’s cheek. Shane
always ended up ruining everything.

“Honey, let's have some ice cream, okay?” Harold sounded a little sad
himself—the evening was turning out to be so upsetting for Stella. He
realized that the ice cream was beginning to melt as he held the quart
container which no longer felt cold to his touch. Regretfully, he wished he
had just planned to buy a birthday cake in the grocery store bakery.

In a very rare moment of rebellion, Stella, unable to conceal her emotions,
angrily ran to her bedroom and slammed the door behind her. However, once
there, she felt remorse and guilt. Clearly, Mony loved Shane more than her.
When Shane got angry, Mony sang to him forever. When she got angry, no
one sang to her. Stella had been promised a fun-filled day for her birthday,
yet here she was alone, scared, angry, and feeling guilty all at the same time.

Stella couldn't help but wish that she was the one being rocked forever by
Mony. Instead, she felt just like an orphan in the Apple Dumpling Gang.
Unfortunately, unlike the movie, Stella felt she had no one to save her from
disaster.

What enthusiasm Stella had acquired at the movie theater with Harold had
completely dissolved into the accepted sadness that seemed to be the tone of
her life forever. Without changing into her pajamas, she lay across her bed in
remorse until, worn out by all the events of the day, she soon fell into a
disturbing sleep. Her usual night terrors plagued her sleep throughout the
night. She never realized that Harold had found her asleep, tucked her under

her bed covers and sat on the edge of her bed watching her for hours.
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%M\%e‘c \/aV {’ ey ’62 @W\@M’Ml&
5000 }pmg Road
Sunset \/aV Y@\&, Te/m%

jﬁamww\g %a\o’wm\aan 1777

&o'w\g to %oL\oo(] bagiy\g Iy hew ?hfa @X\oari@v\oa of freedom. |
Jon't have +o be told twice to get out of bed and get ready
for school | o refuse to wear \mgkt, coforful owtfits,
instead olr\vo%iwg Jark, solid colors. | don't want to stand
ot in any way. l o?ov\lt oowx\afaiv\ when Tother combs iy L\air,
pulling it back securely into 4 ﬁgl\t porytail. | don't fuss
abouct eating all my breakfast quickly. | & evu%ﬂxiwg with
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a smile on my face in order o get ready for schoo| faster.
I'm in the second grade. Daddy hasn ¢ {eft for work yet
wlr\ay\ it]g Time {or Iy \oug, S0 lr\e vm(”ag me o?ow to ’cL\e am? mc
oy XYW@W&L% and Ms« a fit—t?e pep Jm?lﬁ with me about L\av'mg
a good day. lt's just me and Daddy, ‘toga‘clr\ar [ooking
forward to the Xm& oLL\@MV.

/}'\’\\& bus Ariver afwmﬁg L\ag a gmife oh L\ig face as he
greets e with a M, cutiel” The other kids are alveady
talking together about what might happen at school today.
I'm the quictest kid on the bus, 50 no vne seems to notice
me. From the back seat of the bus, | ouriou%?\& watch
everyone, fearning how vther kids act, and what they talk
about. | usually sit by myself. ['m an observer trying to
Jiscover \\V\DYVML?II because | know that iy 'Fﬂmifl& i not
norinal.

k couple of kids have brothers or sisters with them on
the bus. | pay special attention to them What is it fike o
have a “v\ormafv brother? %ommmg, ' rmw% amazed
because there are times that they 4o not get dong
togetku well. | tl«ougl«t | was bad because | Jidn't always
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get afong with my brother Shane, but it seems that not
{’ilﬁ'mg your brother is not as bad as l thougL\t \ afwm&g
tL\ougH that | Was \oeing rmf(’\ﬁ bad because | hate iy
brother when ke screams in the midd{e of the mgkt Severa]
times every mgL\t ' amew? as |r\a cries, “/}"’mvm, brace
off" Mother never gets mad, but | 4o.

At %ol\oof(, | pay Jo%@ attention in o{’&%%. \ 1{:@@? that |
must a?wmﬁg Ao Iy very best. ' Yuo\c% \ oVov\"c have
problems ke Shane. Also, | wart to make sure that
everyone knows that | DD NOT have \oroW@mg. | want o be
rormal. | need to work hard so that | Jon't ever have
problems {ike Shane.

l avoid Jm(’lcing about iy WCMM(]\&. l (}u%’c %’m% quiat and
don't share any information. Once in a while, | run into
trouble if my teacher asks us to draw a picture or write 4
\mmgm‘alx about our fmmi{’\ﬁ. \ ugmw% o?on]t mention %L\me. l
guess that's not tolfing the whofe truth, but sometimes the
truth is too Jifficult to explain. |t makes me sad, worried,
and embarrassed. l chr very MroV not to {’ia about amfclxiwg
efse. | know Jceng, flies is bad.
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Tother comes with me to Dpen House at school to see
Iy assroom, iy teacher, and iy schoolwork. |'m very
worried. | try to tell her that it's not necessary to g0, but
she Joesn't [isten. When we walk into iy Aass, iy teacher
comes up to introduce L\ar%(’f %L\a ta”% Mother what a
great student | am. | hide behind Mother, fike usual | fon't
flike \m\a?a maLiv\g a big Jea] about me.

Ty teacher invites Mother to walk around the class,
and see my %oL\ooY loro(}wt%. \ ‘al)tw on her arm, wm’cing to gv
home, but it's no use. Mother insists on seeing my dosk and
iy work. Twnmg over %e\/emf papers on iy Jesk (m{’? with
excellent gm&?&%) she {imf?x& comes to my {amif% p?mwing.
%L\a %tolo% and stares a fowg time.

l tug L\MJ) on /h’\otl\er's« arm and lo?ww? to gv home. Dn
the top of the paper, ['ve written "My Ffamily " Befow the
title is Tother on ore side, Daddy or the vther, and me in
the middle L\oumg both their hands tiglxt?x&. There is no
%I'\mw/. Mother frowns but Xoegy\'t say a word to me. | know
%L\a’% M\ﬂaw. l never, never Waht to make /Yhotl\er unl\m\om.

\ ww\'t L\J‘a it \outl start to ory %oftftgp wL\ioL\ rmlw%
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me even more embarrassed in front of the vther kids and
their parerts. ['m rubbing my wet eyes, and my cheeks are
WWL\MV and %Wo“’w.ﬂmlafuw%, Mother w%a%t% its time
to gv home to check on %L\am and Dm%&. %ott\ar oLoJCMka&
never mentions the family picture to me. | think of it often,
worried about vmlcimg Mother 5o sad.

/}'\’\\& teacher a?wmﬁ% Says | act very grown up for iy
age. ' lauww over H\i% m’ci(’ l rmfiw that | Jo grown-up
tL\'mg% at home +o M(\o Mother with Shane. We must make
sure Shane is happy before we do anything efse. | 4o alf |
can \m& brmg‘w\g him Toys to Lw'a him quiet. '+ hurts my ears
to hear him Scream when l\e'% u\o%t | wait cluietm for
Tother to do all Share's physical therapy exercises to
L\e(’]a him M(’L better and o M’]a him use the L\owV with onf%
4 thumb and one f‘mg@r. %lr\oww/ a?vmu&g 3@’@ Jcmmm?ougf(%
upset doing exercises. Mother cafls it his fittle tantrum. I'n
“YW“W very quiat WL\M\ %L\am Screams. l know l a?ov\'t L%V@

any \aro\a(’emg OOMFMX?/&V to %l\mm. l nVov\’Jc want to make

Mother mad.
%ott\w and Da&?&?l& pVDV\"t make a \013 me? over most of
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the Jcl«w\gg that | o well—[ike making good grades at
schoof. They remind me that Shane will never be able to 4o
tL\ing% Vilca l Ao, 5o we &;L\ouun't make him {ea? bad because
he can't. | Jon £ want to make Mother and Dm%(ﬂr wcaaf S0
sad about Shane, so | Jon't talk abowt some of the tl«'mgg l
So—like being in my dass play. | toar wp the note that
we're supposed o bring home that invites parents o come
see the play Juring schoof hours.

| try very hard to succeed at school. | know that Share
wor't succeed at many things, but | want Mother and
Daddly to know that one of their kids is smart. | don't want
them +o worry about me. | ou/cmw% feel a fot braver when
Ui at school ['m even proud to wear the schoof T-shirt,
which Ir\a% oy golrxoo? mascot—a Earge %oor]aiw\—ovx the
frontl I'm fine with wearing it because everyone wears it,
and | Jon't stand out or get noticed. Dur schoo{ cofors are
brange and x&a%w.ﬂe %oor]oiow IS omnéa,e\. There are v\mr{’\gf
six hundred students at Sunset Valley Clementary. |ts
very easy for me +o ﬁuieftg% WaMV into the crowd of orange
and yellow goor\oionT—gkim.
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l fwwv\ the goL\oon s5ong m{’oy\g with everyone in iy ng.
ltlg very e)wi’cing when the é(umiw ngl\ band ]0?@\&% the
goL\oo{’ 5ong. |+ makes me {w(’ peppy and very \aowuw%

thL\ougL\ I've never seen a rwJ( goor'aion:

%oor\aiow&, %oor\aiom, &o, (xo 00\.
Sting o Imglm sting om fou!
Sting em on the toel
Vm& Sunset \/mf ?e\&\.

| work on loo%targ and invitations at golrxoo? about a
Tavsﬁc% Divw\er, WL\ioL\ is a ?TA {um?migu. TL\@ \oogterg are
L\M\g up m” over the Wm“’% in the %L\oo(’ MWWmﬁg. The
invitations are gulo\ao%d to be taken home and 3ivw to our
‘amwtg. TL\@ ng’c\& Dinner s a fmmif\& event ’clr\afc invites
ever%oml% entire TC%M'IEK&, S0, of colrse, l iv\’tentiomw% Eoga
the invitation on the way home. |+ \\éLooiX@V\J@LWL&U ”iag owt of
iy open bus window.

l o, L\owwar, ta? {’ Mother and DMM% about the Sunset

\/OL”@% EV@M@V\T&LY% band concert. From time to time, we have
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assemblies in the cafeteria that converts into an
audicorium with a stage at one end. The schoof band plays
at a fow assemblies, and all the grades can attend The
band students \ofau& many Jifferent types of instruments,
imfw(’mg Arums, trumpets, flites, clarinets, and even a
oou\afe of trombones. The band director stands in front and
moves |r\i§ baton to direct the students \afmﬁi ng instruments.
l rmm% ay\(}o% music, a%\aaomw% what | think of as peppy
music. %ow\oing( in \afm/a to Laa]a the beat, | immv\t{’\gf %mife,
which feels amazing and mqugl\mg becanse |'m well aware
that [ don't often smile.

So much to the amazement of Mother and Daddy, |
tell them all abowt an upcoiming evening schoo{ band concert
that also features the Sunset Singers, hoping that we can
attend. I'm also L\D\oil/\g that Mother wif get a babysitter
for Shane, but | guess I'm stif] willing o go if Shane comes
along with us. Mo matter what, | know fots of people will be
there, and it will really be noisy, so maybe if Shane gets
fussy, people won t notice. | mention to Mother that Shane

%L\ouu Wear L\ig %ooo\o\(ﬁr Do gmﬂm&ag and P(ougtoh Astros
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baw cap Me when we take him +o Soctor's a]o\ooiutMant%.

' L\o\oing that band music wi” make %otl\er, Dmu%
and me a? (’ L\mlo\a% togaﬂ\er f ke we were before %L\ma. l Laa]a
remenbering o] the fun we had when we went +o the Wilfie
MNelson 4 of }fu{’\ﬁ pichic before Shane was born. [ we've
really, really fucky, Share will be in a good mood I'm not
too worried about seizures any more because /}'\’lotlxar 3ivag
him g\ama] medicine every day, and now he doesn't have
them unless he is sick with fever.

qu oourse, Wuff \mmv\tg are qmn mmww(] b\ﬁ szr
evﬁcl\ugmgw\ for a {aw\ig% outmg. ‘ﬂ\e\&'m w” aware that |
avoid vutings at all costs, 5o they reafize that this is an
important opportunity to show me that our family can try
to fo things together. They decide that music seems to be
the magic needed to win my participation and enjoyment

We've very {ucky the mgkt of the Anrual Sunset Valley
Elementary  School band concert. Share, without the
constraints of his leg brace, is happy—so we can afl be
happy. | stay very attentive to Shane, handing ki toys or
picture books to keep him occupied. Shane actually seems
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to be able to enjoy the music himself The music is as peppy
as | hope for, and it's very easy for me o smife the entire
night

Sadly, bad tkmgs start to happen when the concert is
ethm(’fx& over, and we fwwe the auditorium. fn oUer \”D‘Zf
who rides iy %l\oo’( bus Vaugl\g A% he %e(’fs«, “ﬁ ey g/ca”m, l
pV'mVlAlt know ya L\am? a Sear Face brother with a o(’aw L\M\X\. '
The kids all around him turn and stare. Tortified beyond
WWV%, | turn and vun Jown JCL\@ Mfww& into Jtlr\e gir?ls«
bathroom, thinking that | can't ever, ever come out again

vAf {aw minktes Yatar, L\owwar, /h’\o’cl\er aluie’c{’% bpens Jc|r\a
oVoor, ngm’c{’% ooLW% Iy hame, and axla?mng H\at its safe
to come out. Daddy has taken Shane o the station wagon
and we need o Mrr\(xf o cateh up with them. | worry that
've made Mother sad again, but ' velicved for her
mo?ar%’tma?ing. The oyxflﬁ tlr\'w\g that ol\mgeg after that
mgl\t is that now | afways sit in the very front seat of the
%oL\ooY bus so that mean \ao% Xoa%v\"c have a chance to \ou{’(’%

me.
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Residence of Harold & Mony Walker
Reese Drive,
Sunset Valley, Texas

~November 30", 1979~

Harold continued to bartend several evenings a week at the Armadillo World
Headquarters, Austin’s popular concert hall. He was friends with many
musicians that played there such as Frank Zappa, the Pointer Sisters, Bruce
Springsteen, the Grateful Dead, Joe Ely, Marcia Ball, and even Stevie Ray
Vaughan. The Armadillo’s eclectic concert calendar brought together different
sectors of the community. It's most dramatic fusion mixed traditional country-
music culture with urban blues and rock to produce a Texas hybrid character
known as the "cosmic cowboy" and a hybrid music called "progressive
country" (sometimes referred to as "redneck rock™).

Harold would always remember a short conversation he had with Bobbie
Nelson, who was Willie Nelson’s sister and played fantastic piano in their
band called The Family. They talked one evening while he was bartending,
and Harold revealed that he was the sole provider for his family and worked
two jobs so that his wife, Mony, could stay home with his children, especially

Shane, who required diligent care to overcome his birth defects. Harold sadly
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confessed to Bobbie that he had long ago stopped playing his own guitar
because of the immense grief and guilt he felt over his son’s disfigurement,
multiple physical disabilities, and neurological impairments. These included
mental impairment and seizures that filled Harold with a constant fear of
imminent disaster. He also discussed with sadness his daughter’s similar
distress over Shane’s maladies.

Bobbie Nelson shared with Harold that no matter what kind of emotion
she was feeling, ranging from joy to sorrow, she could always go to her piano
to express herself. She actually felt comforted by her piano and affirmed that
music has the power to heal. Harold made a point of remembering the
conversation. He was a fan of Bobbie Nelson’s piano playing and hoped that
her message about the healing power of music could actually help his family
one day.

Another of Harold’s favorite piano players was Marcia Ball. She had
played at the 'Dillo, but he, Mony, and Stella had also seen her perform at
Willie Nelson’s 4™ of July Picnic in College Station before Shane was born.
At the time, Marcia Ball played in a popular progressive country band called
Freda and the Firedogs. Harold knew that she sometimes played at the Broken
Spoke on South Lamar in Austin. Marcia Ball would often tell her audience
about how she had actually set out for San Francisco in 1970 when her car
broke down in Austin. While waiting for repairs, she fell in love with the city
and decided to stay and perform her music.

Freda and the Firedogs broke up in 1974, but Marcia Ball started her own
band the following year, called Marcia and the Misery Brothers. She felt more
comfortable using her own name and would later change the group’s name to
the Marcia Ball Band. Marcia and the Misery Brothers were just as popular
on the local scene as Ball’s previous band had been. In 1978, Ball had her
first appearance at the New Orleans Jazz and Heritage Festival.

Harold had read articles about Marcia Ball’s music career. She was born
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in Louisiana and her family was her first and strongest musical influence.
Local Cajun sounds and the soul music she heard on local radio stations also
played roles in developing her musical tastes. She began taking piano lessons
at the age of five and would continue taking them until she was 14. Marcia
Ball loved the rare times when her father would take her to the Mardi Gras
parade in New Orleans.

Harold imagined what fun Stella would have going to a Mardi Gras
parade, although their life now offered little chance of a trip to New Orleans.
When Harold heard that Marcia Ball was going to be featured on the TV
show Austin City Limits with Alvin Crow, appearing on November 30", 1979,
he made sure that everyone in the family was gathered in front of the TV in
the living room, ready to watch at the precise time it aired.

The kids had already been bathed and dressed in pajamas. Shane no
longer was required to wear his brace to bed. Due to the persistence of his
parents keeping his leg braced correctly, Shane’s left foot at the end of four
years of clubfoot treatment appeared nearly normal. He still suffered from
extreme weakness and lack of flexibility, but Mony worked tirelessly every
day assisting Shane with exercises to overcome these remaining problems.
Shane walked with a pronounced limp, but he was able to walk mostly
unassisted. For this achievement, Harold and Mony were both proud.

As expected, the jazzy, peppy music caught nine-year-old Stella’s
attention immediately. Within minutes, she was up dancing in front of the
television set with the biggest smile on her face that Harold had seen in years.
Shane, puzzled by his sister’s emotional bliss, a rarity seldom seen at home,
was totally preoccupied by the antics of his sister. He tried to imitate her
lively dance moves but ended up falling over his weak tangled legs. This
triggered the instant anger that always plagued Shane. Frustrated, he was
convinced to sit still next to Mony for the rest of the show, though he was still

mesmerized and jealous of Stella’s joyful laughter and dance moves.
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Stella remembered and still loved Marcia Ball’s signature moves. She
remembered Marcia Ball bouncing on the piano bench to the rhythm of her
lively music and swinging her leg as her fingers beat out a lively tune on the
piano. As the show progressed, Stella moved closer and closer to the TV
screen. Harold could see her fingers tapping as if she were actually playing a
piano. When the music was the liveliest, Stella bounced and clapped her
hands together.

Sadly by the end of the show, Shane was frustrated and angry that he
couldn't make his hands clap or his legs dance as freely as his sister could.
Stella, even in her bliss over the music, felt that Shane hated her because she
did not have disabilities. After Marcia Ball ended her ACL performance with
“Good Time Saturday Night,” an exhausted Stella was more than ready to be
guided down the hallway to her bedroom and helped into her bed. Her last
words to Harold before she fell asleep were, “I really love that music,
Daddy!” Those words stayed with Harold, and he began to develop an idea
about encouraging Stella’s enthusiasm for music.

Mony agreed wholeheartedly with Harold’s plan. Since it was just a few
weeks before Christmas, they decided to try to find a used upright piano and a
piano teacher for Stella. Their first idea was to talk to her music teacher at
Sunset Valley Elementary School. They were hopeful that Stella might start
lessons with someone who she already admired. They were overjoyed when
he offered to give Stella lessons at home, and he also knew of a used Kimball
upright piano for sale.

Stella was at school a few days later when the piano was delivered.
Harold and Mony decided to set up the piano in the sunroom off the back of
the house. Harold happily realized that this would create the added advantage
of allowing him to hear her practice music as he worked just outside the
sunroom’s windows in his garden. He figured Stella might be shy about

performing for others at first. The piano also would be out of Stella’s sight
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until Christmas since she preferred to play alone in her bedroom (avoiding
Shane’s demands) most days after school.

On Christmas Eve, Stella, with eyes blindfolded, was led into their
sunroom. Even when the blindfold was removed a quilt covered the piano,
hiding it from her sight. Harold gave the quilt a quick tug, revealing the
surprise piano to an ecstatic Stella who immediately jumped onto the piano
bench and began tapping random keys one at a time. The rest of Christmas
did not matter to Stella. She sat glued to her piano bench with her fingers
playfully bouncing on one or two notes at a time for hours on end. When
Harold looked in on her later, Stella was still playing her notes although they
were now played with a couple of fingers on each hand at a much peppier
pace. He saw Stella swing her leg like Marcia Ball, her apparent role model,
in thythm to her interpretation of a jazzy beat.

When her piano teacher started coming to the house weekly, Stella was
rather shy, initially worried about interruptions from her brother. She knew
Shane could ruin everything in a split second just by his distracting
appearance or by his emotional outbursts. Consequently, Mony cleverly
worked out a plan with Stella. If Stella made sure that she practiced every day
without fail, then Mony would take Shane on a walk to Valley Creek Park
across the street whenever Stella’s piano teacher was scheduled to arrive for a
lesson. Mony added that the repeated outdoor exercise would also be good
therapy for Shane’s motor skills.

Stella’s first sessions were as discordant as one would expect from a new
piano student, but Stella didn't seem to mind. Even though her harmony was
slightly off, her rhythm would always bring a big smile to her face. Before
long, Stella seemed to naturally pick up chords and melody. She never had to
be told to practice because it was such an emotional release and brought her
endless joy. Her piano teacher was wise enough to follow the advice of

Harold and introduce some simple jazzy pieces to her lesson plan.
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Harold moved the handcrafted observation bench away from the empty
rabbit hutch over to near the screen windows of the sunroom. There he often
sat, leaning against the house, completely content listening to the sounds of
Stella healing her long distressed emotions through her peppy, jazzy piano
music. Just as Bobbie Nelson had suggested, Stella no longer escaped to the
dark corner of the pantry to hide from her troubles. She now found it easy to
skip past the pantry on her way to the sunroom, where her piano waited to

offer her such healing joy.
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%E aoLgL\@M EI( @Meh’mr%
117 East 11th Street
vAngci n, Tax as

jﬁem”'w\g Augusfc 1= 1930~

Since the beginning of summer vacation, |'ve been impationt
for school o start up again, 50 | can get back to my
lam{arrw? life at schoof and away, from home. Dwing SWinimer
vacation, | dread any public outi ngs with the famify, fearing
that people will act weird when they see me with Shane |
(]ou“ forward +o %Jm%ing ovew\igL\’c at iy ﬂiem?%' L\ouwg, but

llm em\mrm%w? wl\ev\ friam?% agL to come to w\% L\ou%, oww? l
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m?Wm&% make Lp an excuse of wL\% that isn \aoggiw@.

/}"m& rmgim(’ A)a%}rmmg about the start of a new goL\ooV
year happily fills my imagination wntil | veafize that Shane
is getting o4 u\ougL\ to g0 to schoof himself. When Mother
\omﬁ% both of us back-to-school” owtfits and shoes, it Jawns
o e, She vemarks that Shane will be going just half days
to kindergarten, but Mother also reminds me that we'{[ be
rio?ing the bus to schoof togatl\ar in the morni ngs.

This causes me to consider afl sorts of terrible
consequences resufting from the kids at school meeting my
brother. | chr to ﬁgum out how | can Oarat to %oono(’ S
other way withowt riding the bus with Ghane. | offer o
walk to schoof bt Tother says that's ridicufous.

Then one onﬁ, the Vatter arrives. | afwmﬁ retrieve the
mail from our mailbox at the end of our p?rivewm&. That AVM&,
as | pause o pick a couple of pink daisies that Mother
mewm&% \afm@c% at the base of the rmi{’ box cach year, | notice
that one of the (’attar% is from Iy Sunset \/aw%
Elemertary Schoof | start Areading what news it mgkt

cortain about the u]aoommg %okoo? year.
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Tother reads the {etter immediately, then places it on
our finner table where importart mail for Daddy is always
FJZM/MV. When | inquire about the schoof fetter, Tother says
not o worry, that well talk about it at supper with
DMM\&. ™ \N@’tﬁﬁ worried agaiv\—l’m& u%m(’ reaction is to
obsess over situations and ivwgim the worst \ov%%iWa
outcome.

When Tother observes that | can only sit and stare in
grave concern at the fetter, she decides to bring up the
matter of the [etter as soon as Daddy gets home from work
that @V@V\ing. l L\vu iy breath as Mother starts rww?'mg
him the [etter that outfines desegregation plars for
SVIS. D and also incfudes details for several field trips
for parerts and studerts to visit Blackshear Tlementary
before the %ol\oof year starts.

Obviously concerned after reading the fetter entirely,
Mother and DM&V% both become tL\ouéarL\tM as H\exﬁ start a
quiet discussion about schoo plans that they say will
affect me more than anyone e?ga in the ﬂmi(’%. ks far as

goL\on goes, the DV\V\& worry 't \orimariw concerned about is
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that Shane and | will be identified as brother and sister
by the entire school this year. To my amazement, Daddy
%L\ooL% me b‘Zr %‘ff‘“ﬁ that when %L\M\a and | start soL\oo(’ in
the fafl we wil{ be ridi ng different buses.

What? U'm in total disbefief. M| know for sure is that
Im starting  fifth grade and  Shane's  starting
lcidergmtm. DMM% goes on to describe some oomlafmm?
oonoala’c wLWwV “%l\oo{’ ih’t@gmﬁov\.l/ er Says that the WS,
%ulomm Cowt M% mM tL\aJc Ausﬁcin lMVa\oeMth %oL\ooV
District must intentionally Jesegregate its schools.
/h’\m%ﬁcor% oross-town \ousit«g for aw 3ma€eg is ordered to
make %L\oofg more momWL& \MJM\&MV. So far, tL\ig vague
information makes Eit@\m”\& ho sense to me. Tor Ao | have
any idea of how tl\i% &Vimof{]% affects me.

%w'mg confusion on iy fowe, DMM\& gmi?eg and makes
an attempt to explain what Mother has just read in the
fetter. This is my first reafization that not aff schoofs are
afike. Ddﬁ?ﬂ?l& eX\oI(mv\% that some schools have afl Black or
/h’\axiom Amrimn olr\iumn, MJ Some goL\oDI(%, Vi‘% %mgat

\/aLWe%, l\awz mosﬁc(’\& ﬁmg?o students. l p?on't mm” ever
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having heard these terms before.

Mow, it seems, all the schools must have equal amounts
of m{’{’ Jtlﬂa@% of students. DMM\& SaS this is more “momw%
WLVM\OMV.V Aéarmin, H\i% means V\DT"‘iV\g to me. l Jusﬁc want L\'m«
to get to the part where Shane and | vide different buses.

DMM% %VOWE\;T 3@@ around o the ‘aviV\JC that wiw
fivectly affect my own school experience. Beginning in the
fall, when schoof starts up again, students in Kindergarton
through third grade will g0 to Sunset Valley, and those in
fourth H\mgl« sivth wifl go to Blackshear. Most of the
Sunset \/avWa% teachers for these grades will also be
transferred tv Blackshear, so students will essentially
have the same teachers at Blackshear that they would have
L\M’ at Sunset \/qu&.

l {imw% understand. This is about me going o a
Jifferent schoo along with af the kids and teachers from
my casses at Sunset Valley. | instantly start firing
questions at Dawwyf. 1] be going to a new schoo7 Shane
will sl g0 to Sunset \/av?(’axﬂ We wont ride the bus
togetkuf? 'l sti{l be with teachers and kids | know?
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This seems ke a perfect arrangement. My parerts
seem pleased about my flexibifity and my fack of complaints
about iy schoof olr\ahga. ' thﬁ’% olrxwmcuw% Voolcing
forward to attendi g Blackshear amwmr%.

Once again, fate has wnintentionally reinforced my
avoidance of Mvmg 1 feal with my brother's circumstances.
lnstead, fate expuses me to the new experience of racia]
integration. | easill prefer emb racing racia] differences ver
interacting with my brother (Although the reality of this
racial sofution just means my dass and my teachers travel
acrvss town to %?M‘cgl\em wwe %megL\mr J(mggag and
teachers trave] tv Sunset \/aWu&.) | fove iy nine-mife %Lif%
pilgrimage that takes about thirty minutes to arrive at
Blackshear Elementary on Cast 1 Street Every day
seems {ike an adventure where | don't have to worry about
\oe‘mg associated with Shane. Agmy\, | fool iy Worries about
iy brother ?iftw? from iy %L\ouuwg. l'(’(’ a{’go prove to iy
parents what a perfoct student | am with my exceptional

3”(,0?@%.
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Whole Foods
525 North Lamar Boulevard
Austin, Texas

~September 20", 1980~

When Mony drove up Lamar Boulevard on her way to pick up Harold, she
noted with interest the grand opening of the brand new Whole Foods Market.
She had already heard that this health food store was opening in a 12,500 sq.
ft. building, which seemed really quite large compared to other health food
stores. It seemed like a great place to explore. She was always trying her best
to find the healthiest fresh foods in the area to feed her family, especially
Shane.

She pulled into the parking lot since she was a few minutes early and
decided she had time to investigate the new store. Before she knew it, she was
engulfed in exploring all the appetizing produce, especially the fresh fruit and
vegetables. She decided to splurge on some fresh apples that were at the
perfect stage of ripeness. She knew her family would be pleased with a fresh
apple cobbler—that very evening, perhaps—with a scoop of vanilla ice cream
which always excited Shane’s appetite just like his favorite peanut butter

sandwiches.
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As she waited in line at the check-out counter, she recalled memories of
how she spent hours upon hours showing Shane how he could be a little
independent, and prepare his own sandwich in the kitchen whenever he felt
hungry. This training, like lots of tasks that she set up for Shane, greatly
improved his hand coordination and strength. She focused on teaching him
family responsibility by showing him how to clean up the kitchen counter
when finished. The bread and peanut butter were always located in the same
spot in her pantry. However, ice cream was even more tantalizing to Shane
and was reserved for when the whole family ate together at their dinette table
and they enjoyed a dessert.

As she prepared to pay for the bag of mouth-watering apples, she noticed
a sign taped to the side of the cash register: Help Wanted, Flexible Shifts,
Employee Discounts. Each phrase seemed more appealing. She glanced about
the store and noticed the employees, who all seemed courteous and happy
with their work.

Walking back to the family station wagon, she pondered the fact that her
youngest child, Shane, was going to kindergarten now. For the first time since
his birth, she was possibly going to have some free time on her hands. She
fully intended to be a very active participant in all his school activities, but
that would surely not fill every hour of her day. The idea of working a flexible
shift at a store with food discounts stayed in her thoughts as she continued her
day.

Later, as Mony stood peeling and slicing the firm, juicy apples at the
kitchen sink, she popped one of the slices into her mouth. As she savored the
mouthwatering tart taste, she decided the apples were perfect for baking. She
arranged the apples on the bottom of her baking dish and covered them with
brown sugar, cinnamon, a touch of salt, and squeeze of lemon juice—one of
her baking secrets. As she prepared the cinnamon oatmeal crumble, which

she layered by generous handfuls on top of the fruit, she decided that it would
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definitely improve the quality of her meals if she had an employee discount
and could purchase these healthy, fresh foods as often as she desired.

True to her expectations, everyone licked their lips to capture every drop
of melting vanilla ice cream on the still warm apple cobbler in their mouths.
Breaking her rule of only one serving of dessert, she allowed them all to hand
her their empty dessert plates, which she generously refilled with the freshly
baked apple treat. Harold gave her a quick, surprised glance, but did not
comment until later when the kids were safely tucked away in their beds—
tired from their busy school day and full of Mony’s warm satisfying meal,
which had them nodding to sleep as soon as their heads touched their pillows.

Harold hugged his Mony as they sat together relaxing on the couch and
remarked casually about what might have made today special since she had
served them all second servings of her delicious apple cobbler. She sighed as
she started the conversation she had been practicing all day. She laid out all
the thoughts that had occurred to her since she had stopped at the Whole
Foods grand opening—especially stressing the increased income and the
addition of better, more healthy foods to their family meals.

Mony knew Harold would not object to any decision that she felt was
important. He knew that she always had their family’s best interest at heart,
but for quite some time now, Harold had been concerned about Mony’s
health. She always dismissed the dark shadows under her eyes as due to lack
of sleep. She also dismissed her decreased energy as the result of never
having time to relax. When the kids were safe in bed each night, Mony’s
quick walk slowed to a snail’s pace, and she often just collapsed on the living
room couch.

Harold tried to discourage Mony’s new idea of part-time employment, but
she rebutted his viewpoint by pointing out the opportunity for good food the
family could enjoy and for the money that could help with the heavy expenses

of Shane’s therapy, medications, and possible cosmetic surgery. By the time
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they shared a third serving of apple cobbler together, served on one saucer
with one spoon, he finally gave in to a trial phase of part-time employment
for Mony. Harold wished that Mony would consider an option of her taking
time for herself in her free time rather than always putting the family ahead of
herself. But she was determined to try her plan.

Ten days later, Mony was hired part-time by one of the owners, John
Mackey, who presented her with an apron uniform with “Whole Foods”
embroidered at the very top. She happily trained to work in her favorite
section, the produce department. Mony was able to set up a work schedule
that closely aligned itself within minutes of the Austin bus service that picked
her up within a block of Whole Foods and dropped her off at a bus stop
within walking distance of Reese Drive. The bus ride often reminded her of
when they had first moved to Austin and she worked at Viva Les Amis Cafe.
Actually, her work schedule went virtually unnoticed by her family because
she always returned home before the rest of them.

John Mackey was very impressed with Mony’s work ethic and the happy
personality that she readily displayed to all the shoppers moving through her
department. Customers left tremendous compliments about her advice and
service. She often shared ideas for recipes and tips for combining various
products together into a delicious gourmet dish. The sales receipts proved that
on days when she worked, her department often had the highest sales. She
also offered ideas to management on attractive displays and methods to keep
customers eager to buy Whole Food items. Her boss often asked if she would
consider a full-time position that might perhaps lead into management, but
Mony always politely declined because of her strong commitment to her
family. Shane and Stella became quite happily accustomed to finding
delicious fresh fruit on the counter when they returned home from school,
Shane from Sunset Valley Elementary and Stella from Blackshear

Elementary. Mony expected that she would always work at Whole Foods
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because of her family’s enjoyment of the fresh fruit and vegetables she
bought on discount.

Since Shane was now attending school, when Mony wasn't working at
Whole Foods, she was totally dedicated to finding treatment for Shane’s
vision issues. His early preschool examinations resulted in the diagnosis of
Shane’s severe mental retardation, so his pediatrician was never sure if
Shane’s reaction to vision testing was impeded by his mental capability. His
pediatrician had been reluctant to make a definite diagnosis about vision in
his left eye. Finally, forced by Mony, Shane’s doctor scheduled multiple tests
that were conducted by several specialists and came to the conclusive
decision that Shane was completely blind in his left eye. Mony was crushed at
the revelation that she could do nothing to salvage sight in that eye. Besides
being horribly disfigured with an ugly, scarred eye socket, it was affirmed that
the eye was totally and forever useless. The diagnosis left Mony under a
guilty cloud of depression over what she considered yet another failure.

Fatefully, one day at work, Mony picked up the April 1981 Rolling Stone
magazine from the magazine display at the checkout counter. The magazine
reminded her of the past, when she and Harold shared a carefree love of
music in their early romance. She longed to relive, if for only a few moments,
feelings of young love without worry and decided to carry the magazine
home to share with Harold that evening when the kids finally slept. It was the
only time they had each day when they could sit on the couch, wrap their
arms around each other and search for a way to help each other forget family
worries.

That evening, it was if a ray of hopeful discovery enlightened them the
moment they finished reading the Rolling Stone article “Ry Cooder: From
Tex-Mex to R&B—Looking to the Past for Fame and Fortune” by James
Henke. The article was about a musician they both enjoyed following. Ry

Cooder performed with musicians Harold and Mony enjoyed such as Mick
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Jagger, Bill Wyman, Lowell George, and Nancy Sinatra in various
arrangements of blues, gospel, calypso, Tex-Mex and country songs.

The article described Cooder as a brilliant bottleneck guitarist; his
bending and blending of notes could make his guitar sound like it was talking
or crying or laughing. The article recommended his instrumental version of
Ike and Tina Turner’s "I Think It's Going to Work Out Fine" on his 1979’s
Bop Till You Drop, which was the first fully digitally recorded album, a
soulful song from a soulful album.

Harold and Mony read in amazement near the end of the article how Ry
spent much of his youth by himself, listening to records and playing the six-
string Martin guitar his parents bought him. Sports were off-limits because of
an accident he suffered when he was four. Cooder explained that he
accidentally stuck a knife in his own left eye. He was playing with this toy car
when his hand, which was holding a knife, slipped. It was just a weird
accident. His eye was damaged beyond repair and had to be replaced with an
artificial glass one. Ry remarked how he felt very lucky that it happened at
such an early age he was able to make adjustments physically.

Together, Mony and Harold stared intently at all of the photos of Ry
Cooder in the magazine. It was nearly impossible to see that there was even a
problem with his eye. Neither of them had ever known anyone with an
artificial eye. Instantly, they were infused with new ambition for pursuing
ways to help Shane feel normal in public. Mony eagerly planned to call
Shane’s pediatrician in the morning and request a referral to a specialist who
could fit artificial eyes. Concealing Shane’s ugly scars and cataract would be
a tremendous improvement. They were determined to explore this new
possibility quickly.

Maybe it was a blessing in disguise that Shane’s eye damage was too
severe to remedy. Shane, whose vision in his right eye was excellent, had

always known only one-eyed vision. Harold and Mony carried the Rolling
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Stone to bed and once again talked long into the night.

Within months, after undergoing minor orbital eye surgery, Shane was
successfully fit with an artificial eye painted to identically match his right
eye. Just days later, Harold and Mony sat with Stella and Shane for their first
and only family portrait, which to this day is still displayed above the red and
chrome dinette table in their dining area. The family portrait reveals radiant
smiles on everyone’s faces, although at the time of the photograph, Mony felt
a premonition that disaster was close at hand and kept it secret from
everyone.

Weeks later, a local weather crisis unexpectedly dealt a heavy blow to
Austin that directly coincided with the beginning of the worst crisis the
Walker family had yet to face and from which they wouldn't escape. A deluge
storm on Memorial Day weekend resulted in the most damaging flood in 70
years. Damage across the city was estimated at $35.5 million. Several hours
of torrential rain quickly overwhelmed Austin’s creeks and storm drains.
Shoal Creek, with a typical flow of 90 gallons per minute, saw 6 million
gallons of water per minute roar down it toward Town Lake.

The Walker family found it nearly impossible to get home that day
because even Reese Drive was badly flooded. Thirteen people drowned on
that disastrous day, May 24, 1981. An untold number were saved by police
officers, firefighters, and other bystanders. Whole Foods Store suffered
immense damage that ruined the store’s entire inventory and most of their
equipment. The loss was approximately $400,000, and tragically, Whole
Foods Market had no insurance. Amazingly, local customers, neighbors, and
staff pitched in to repair and clean up the damage to the store property.
Helpful local creditors, vendors, and investors assisted in helping the store
recover and triumphantly reopen just twenty-eight days later.

The Walker family would not recover within the same time frame.

Actually, Mony became doubtful that their family could even survive. Feeling
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exhausted from the pressures that she unselfishly put upon herself, Mony was
not able to volunteer at the Whole Foods Market recovery effort after the
flood. Instead, she gave in to that small quiet voice that kept interrupting her
private thoughts with a dire warning. She secretly scheduled a visit to her
doctor. Thirteen days later, Mony knew the results of her medical tests and
could no longer pretend that she was merely tired.

Mony sensed foreboding gloom surround her as she sat at the red and
chrome dinette table and gazed up at their happy family portrait. She knew
she must talk to Harold that evening. She had been told that she was in the
midst of stage three breast cancer. She was wrought with fear, knowing she
faced the battle of her life. There would be many attempts in the next few
years to fight this disease, including surgery, chemotherapy, and even other
holistic health methods, but Mony and Harold now anticipated that the future
might never be kind to them again.

Mony discarded the idea of working away from home. During times when
she felt strong enough, she focused entirely on improving Shane’s chances for
the most normal life experience possible. Her only outside involvement was
being extremely active in the PTA in order to encourage and provide support

for Shane’s education and social acceptance.
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T@M% %Mﬂorm{’ %‘m&?ium
\Lm\/argit% o{T@M%
7100 %M\ é(awi nto %oufavamﬂTwag

~Rewﬂiv\g AFHE 1787 -

U really excited about starting junior l\iéa,L\ in the fall but
today, Daddy and | sitin the Lower Section 4 at the SD-
yard fine of the Lm«gkom side of Texas Memoria] Stadium.
As the o]aay\ing ceremony. \aegil/\%, l focus iv\tw\t{’\& DR 4 group
of about seventy-five attractive, orange- and white-dressed
Tamg Cowbotﬁl/ W@arihg olxm‘os, and oowbo% L\mtg with

\MMVMM% MDULMV JCL\@’W Molﬁg.
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Daddy explains that the Texas Cowboys, a student
service organization at the WUniversity of Tenas, are
Frovia?'mg their oommmittﬁ %Firit and ?MMV@Y%L\'\F %lﬁin to
the %Feom{’ D(’%W\\ai& Grames. ‘W\e%lm ‘arovthivxg their L\igL\
ideals of service to The Association for Retarded Citizens
of Austin. | watch A% tL\@\ﬁ march into Toxas %mwmf
Stadivm akead of the f(mgesﬁc— ever lexas group yet of over
4,000 Texas Special Dlympic participants; it's clearly quite
an impressive sight that unfolds before me.

The athletes stream onto the field waving banners, pom-
poms, and w%vg%. %rtioi]amt% mw wear the Same tkﬁo@ of
T—%L\irt JH\WZ(L\ there are many ooforg for Aifferent
training groups. Some participants even 4o cartwheels and
somersanfts while other kids in wheelchairs come rong
ACYDSS the fia,u An announcer comments over the
loudspeakers that all the participants have already proven
success in their sport by completing training and fearning
skills required o participate in these sports. Then, one of
the Special Dlympians carries a (’iglxtw? torch around the
field. Spectators rise to their feet (/L\wring wildly. | stand
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quietly next to Daddy, carefully observing every moment.

Daddy's eyes are straining to [ocate Mother and
%L\am, who %L\ouu now be ymrolxing with the \mrtioi‘amt%
and volurteers out onto the field At last, oml«iy\g a
glimpse of Shane's characteristic unbalanced {imp, Daddy
(’omt@% them on the vuter nga of the formation W\&LYOL\iV\g
toward the center of the field for the opening ceremonies.

DMM% s very nervous. Ye, as afm%g, Seems
detormined o protect his family. Like me, he cortainfy
seems surprised at the number of people here today. His
nervokshess o?imim%lr\a% %(’ iglf\‘t?l& when he oatolw% %iglr\t of the
bmmiy\g smiles on the faces of Mother and Shane. He l%a‘a%
an ever-watchfuf eye on them, even tawmg me that ke has
tlr\orougw% ‘afm«wd how Walw make our way o them in case
of an emergency. from time to time, Daddy nods at me,
qmtf% Fraooou\aiMV next to him. e seems wnaware that |
have a Yut of emotions H’owing tkrouglx me.

Determined not to stare continuously at Shane, |
instead gare across the stadium at af] the assembled
Fartioi‘aaht% and then at the H\ou%hk of fami{’% members
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sitting in the stadium seats around me. ['m trying to figure
out how | rmw% feel about \oa’mg in this ]mr’cioufm crowd,
and | watch to see how other families react to the
oomrwﬁtiom of myﬁmw% retarded and L\am?imrnlad kids.
\/ooLing here and there for gir{’% about my age, ' Ffm%w?
that no one moogmwg me. Curiougflﬁ 3a¢ing at the
spectators, | know that they must all have family
dircumstances simifar to mine. | stif{ feel intensely shy
tkrougl\out most of the everts of the pVauzf.

l bechpy m&g@ff b% mwt?% thot\ilng the Texas Cow\oou&%
coordlinate with hundreds of volurteers and coaches mcwcaring
encouragement and  congratulations o the  Special
DV%m‘oimg as ’cL\a\& cross {iv\is,t\ Vimg. AW the vo{’w\twr%
Seem gamimf% IM”]”W to L\@E‘a with oomFatitors«. | fw?
unsure and amazed at the scene unfolfing before me that
iyxoflw?ag iy DR Mother and %L\me. /}"(\D’Clr\@r, who vo{’w\twrg
tkrougl\ %MM'% %mse’c \/oLWuzf ?TA grou\a, M% even
commented 1o me that hefping vther people as much as she
can makes her Mo\mr than she ever tlxougl\’c ‘OD%%iWe/. A |
watch her work with the %\aaomf D?ltm]amhg, \ WEM \
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haven"t seen Tother this happy since Shane was born.

l (’ooL Jown at the {iau and watch /h’\o‘tl\@r, m(’wm&%
%mi’(mg, L\e{}]a the atl\fatag move between various events,
l«u%mﬂ cach and every one as they move about the foothalf
field Glancing around, Daddy points out the different
events, guoL\ as tl\e %JmMViwg Vong (}WF’ tl\e L\lgl\ (}um‘a,
walking and running races of various distances, races that
include hurdles and velay races, the shot put, or tLrowmg
ternis balls, and, mmng(’%, even an vbstacle course for
kids in wheelchairs.

ht o cortain point in the event, Daddy taps my
shou{der, points toward the end of the field and commands,
Watch, t's Shane in the 10 meter run.” Following his,
Jivection, | focus immediately on where Shane is standing at
the starti ng line and then on where Mother is standing at
the finish fine and ol\wrn«g him on.

%L\ma starts out %trvng. fe's in L\i% best FL\%%M?
shape from weeks of training that Mother's encouraged.
There are about a dozen \oot&% in this event. %l\ma %tmtg in
the midfle of the pack as a couple boys begin v fall
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behind. The crowd is cheering them all on to the finish fine.
Aoout half-way Jclr\rougL\ the race, one boy cfose to Shane
%tum\ofe% and {mW% toward %L\ma. That bovr recovers, bt
Shane instant(y goes Jown hard on his knees.

Almost gimu?t'amoug{}%, Dm%& fieroaf% 3m\o% my arm,
\am]ame to run down to L\@Y\a %L\ma. \ freeze, umbfe to
breathe. fowever, just as Daddy starts moving toward the
aisfe, we see the fast runner in the race cateh up to where
%L\m\e |4V\M/E% oh H\@ tmoL, L\@MV p?owv\. TM% rithiher g’co‘a%
and gontly holds Shane's arm to slowly hefp hir wp
Togatm, they hobble side by side to the finish {ine, the
very fms(t to cross.

Mother, waiti ng there at the finish [ine, grabs Shane
wp in @ L\uge/ lmg, then quickly crouches Jown to examine his
knees. | see Mother fook up in our firection and give us an
DK sign. | hear Daddly fet out a big breath that he's been
hoding the whole time. The boy who hefped Shane stays
o?oga bx& him with L\ig arm around %L\am'g %l\ouuerg.

Tother, after seeing that Shane is not injured badly,

ymLag Shre ‘tl'\wt JCL\@ two bmﬁ get tL\air ribbom for
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oom‘a%mz, the race. %awmf Texas Cowbmﬁ crowd about
Shane and kis new friend, olan«g their achievement Then |
rm(’iw that the %'am/mtor% around e have ULW been
Wa’col'\ihg Iy brother first fall and then recover. When the
two boys proudly hold their ribbons wp in triumph, the
crowd @V@Y%WL@Y@ around me cheers foud and (’m«g. | fook up
at Daddy Hes Wm\g and crying at the same time.
Somehow, | fet out iy oWh Yong s,igL\ as | rub iy {mﬁarg
across my wet eyes. | hadn't realized wrtif then that | was
erying oo,

Two a?mp Va’cer, l'm stunned o see a heWspaper ofi]a'aing
taped b the refrigerator foor in our bitchen. [t is an article
about the successful %\awmf( D?%M\oiw in Austin, Texas. The
article in{udes a {arge photo of Ghane being hefped by his
fellow competitor finish his vace. Mother has never taped
anything 1o our refrigerator before but that picture stays
on display a fong, fong time. Shane often points at it when
he makes his peanwt butter sandwiches in the kitchen. e
also often points 1o the km{’mz scabs on his knees and
anvounces foudly to anyone that migH be near that he foff
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oVoWV\ but |'\?/ ‘ﬁy\i%L\@ﬂP ‘tL\a race. l Can see %Ir\mw'g e#\ortg at
‘t’L\@ %F@omY DEW‘"\”“W VMJ% %ot‘r\@r M\A] DMM\& {@@E S0
Fro!w?. l rww% L\o]aa iy ‘aamhtg are Frolw? oqc me, tov.

Am l gowxeL\ow (}m](oug mc m% broﬂxer for 3@#&1;«3 S0 muoL\
attention? | v\orhmw% a?oh't Want any attention for iy
molr\ieVemaht% because %L\M\a]% isshes make me ‘wa gui?h&.
/l/\ow, as l Wa’coL\ %L\M\@ become S0 (ymﬁu? over L\i% \oio’mm o
‘tlr\a mfrigamtor, ‘ ww?ar ncl am migging ot on not fwging
\o\rolw? mc ML&%(]‘F.
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' mrvougft& sitﬁwg agaiy\ in ’cL\e wmtiv\g room  of

%moléewijge %o%lai‘my. F’ma”%, %L\M\@ Mw“ are m“w? into
/h’\otL\arl% room.
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Timidly, we stand as cose to her as possible, separated
from her \m& the oou mmf vutimf bars of a mi? 'mg around
the narvow l\o%]aimf bed. Her face is 3%0%{7\& \m{’a as she
rmol\esf |r\er {miV, %Mlﬁ'mg L\MJ tlr\rouglr\ Jc|r\a bars. Her MMV
is tigl«t(’% taped o secure the intravenous tubing which is
connected to hanging bags of medicine. She whispers that
she foves us 5o much. She's sorry, but she is very sick. Then
%L\M\a starts on&iwg, and we have +o {’mve her room. Tother
is too weak to Jmmc.

Two hours {ater, Shane and | are stif] Sitting in that
awful, dreadful waiting voom when DM&V% comes from her
room hanging his head. | panic as | recognize Daddy's
Jistressed look. fe tells us that Mother has passed away.
Shane doesn 't understand. ['m just 121 What am | supposed
to 4o withowt Tother?

Who'{[ take care of Shane?77
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First Texas Honda
1301 West Koenig Lane
Austin, TX

~August 10", 1988~

Gas prices had nearly tripled in price over the last eighteen years, going from
just 36 cents in 1970 to 91 cents in 1988, and Harold knew he needed a new
vehicle. He planned to give his Chevy Impala station wagon to Stella, who'd
be leaving for college in a few weeks. He and thirteen year old Shane would
be living alone, just the two of them, and would need a new means of
transportation. Harold thought back to the old red Schwinn Deluxe Tornado
bicycle that was his first form of transportation to and from work at the 'Dillo
when Harold and Mony first moved to Austin. He had been so proud when
they were able to buy their station wagon, and he recalled that Stella’s
favorite place to ride was in the third-row seat facing backwards. Now, with
just Shane and himself to consider, he decided an economic low fuel
consumption model was preferable.

Harold and Shane ended up in the office of Mr. Bryan Hardeman, the
owner of First Texas Honda in Austin, discussing the matter of a 1988 four-

wheel drive Honda Civic Wagon. Bryan—who cheerfully suggested that
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Harold just call him by his first name—explained how his company was the
first Honda dealership in the entire state of Texas, having opened just two
years earlier. He pointed to a framed letter on the wall from Governor Mark
White congratulating him on the grand opening of his dealership. Shane stood
near the wall with the photos, mesmerized by a framed photo that showed
Bryan standing next to his beautiful black Labrador Retriever, who just so
happened to be named “Honda.”

Harold had grown used to the handy storage of a station wagon and found
the Civic model quite appealing. Bryan was very sincere and quite happy to
discuss the economic value of his Honda vehicles. Going through the options,
Harold eventually decided upon a red one with gray interior. Before Harold’s
purchase was finalized, Bryan threw in a dealer-installed CD player at no
cost. The vehicle would be ready in a week, so Harold could pick it up before
Stella left for college. While Harold reviewed and signed the sale contract,
Shane patiently looked through a Honda sales brochure, hoping for more
pictures of Honda the handsome dog.

Harold was quite pleased with the CD player. As far as he knew, the only
vehicle offering a standard manufacturer’s specification, dashboard CD
player in 1988 was the Lincoln Town Car. CD players were not standard
equipment until the 1990s. Although Harold had only a small collection of
music CDs, the new technology was becoming popular and had actually
overtaken vinyl album sales in 1988.

On the way home from vehicle shopping, Harold decided it would be fun
to stop off at Waterloo Records, a local shop on Lamar, and buy a couple of
CDs to play in his new Honda. Waterloo Records opened in 1982 and had
been ranked as the “Best Record Store” in Austin by the Austin Chronicle
nearly every year since their opening. The store was a remarkable place to
shop for music because customers could listen through headphones to any CD

before they purchased it.
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Shane became a little apprehensive at the thought of going inside the
music store. He was aware that people always stared at him when they were
out in public. He coped by walking very slowly so that his limp would not be
as noticeable. He made sure he pushed his left hand deep in his pocket, not
wanting people to stare at his disfigured hand. His missing fingers would
always be something for people to stare at or even bully him about.

Shane was also painfully aware of his mental disabilities. He had trouble
knowing what words to choose to express himself. He found it impossible to
interact with strangers. He was continually frustrated and often on the verge
of anger simply from not knowing how to cope with his life. Shane really
wanted to go home rather than shop for CDs with Harold.

Harold tried to accommodate Shane by being very protective of him in
public. Shane often stood behind him even though he was a teenager. Harold
did not always know the best way to deal with these issues but was always
gentle and patient with Shane. If Shane got very agitated it would often
quickly escalate until he had a temper tantrum or crying spell. Harold kept a
keen eye on Shane and found a way to retreat to calmer situations when
necessary. Once inside, Harold carefully showed Shane how he could listen to
music on headphones located on all CD aisles. Slowly, Shane relaxed,
smiling as he listened to various lively CDs that Harold suggested to him.

After they spent a while listening to different albums, Harold realized that
Shane kept returning to one particular section of the store. Sure enough,
Shane had found a CD that made him smile and laugh every time he put on
the earphones and listened. Harold asked if he might listen to Shane’s
favorite, and sure enough, in just seconds, Harold was smiling and snapping
his fingers. Shane insisted emphatically that this was the CD he wanted to
buy for their new CD collection, so Harold handed Shane a ten dollar bill and
watched as Shane cautiously approached the sales counter to make his own

purchase, which was a first. Harold realized that the CD must be very
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important to Shane, because it instilled a new sense of courage within him. In
Shane’s good right hand was the CD single, “Don't Worry, Be Happy” by
Bobby McFerrin. He held the ten dollar bill tightly between his thumb and
index finger of his left hand, and bravely handed it to the cashier behind the
sales counter.

Harold realized that his son actually possessed a level of thoughtfulness
that he had overlooked before. Shane would be fourteen on his next birthday.
Having overcome lots of disabilities, Shane still had some yet to resolve. He
had just revealed to his father that he was capable of choosing happiness over
anger. Harold made a note to remember this revelation and vowed to play the
CD every time they traveled in their new Honda Civic together. The song, a
celebration that expressed a more carefree attitude about life, promised to
keep a smile on their faces. With pride, Harold put his arm around his son as
they left the store. Shane, with a huge grin on his face, tightly clutched his
new CD.

That night, as Harold gazed at the nighttime sky, he was certain that the
stars were shining brighter than he had noticed in years, reflecting the great
day he and Shane had together. He predicted Shane’s favorite part of their
new car would be the CD player. Harold would make sure that he and Shane
would spend plenty of time together discovering songs that encouraged

happiness.
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Ty birthday is anvther complote disaster. fust when |
think Shane's ife is going as well as possible, tragedy
strikes agm. ﬁa lm% t be YIA%L\@&V o the efnergency Yoo
becanse of a seizure that seems to go on forever, a{}’d\ougl\

DMM\& times it on l\i% W&L't(/L\ and SAYS it Y&L%’t@ﬁ? gugt four

minktes.
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Shane had beon rostloss and angry all morning. Around
roon, he coffapses at Whole Foods when we stop by to pick up
a birthday cake at their defi. Daddy shouts for the e
attendant to mW for an am\ou?moe wwa he {’wm% next to
Shane, Supporting him securely as he shakes and kicks
uncontroflably on the floor. The cake falls to the foor—
simashed, broken, and {orgo’c’mn—dowg with any JcL\ougH of
my birthday celebration—which is best considering the
horrible situation.

Shane isn't released from Brackenridge TR until early
the next mormng,- we are assured \a% Aoctors that ke hasn't
suffored any permanent &wmga. Their a?iagm%i% is that
since Shane has gained significant weight this past year,
his prescribed medication is no (]Dhgar effective. New
oa(’ou?mtiom% \orov'm@ what tl\e\& consider to now be the
worrect dosage of his anti-seizure meds. They suggest that
for the next oou'a(]a of years, Dm%& should make sure to
bring Shane in o see his newroogist every six months in
order o review the accuracy of his meds based on his weight

oLMV Size.
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%\& ten a.m., we re ﬁm%& home ag,a'm after gtv\o\oing to
get Shane's new preseription fifled at the hospital
pharmacy. Daddy seems sad and defeated Shane seems
too quiet and s,?ww. ' just oo 3mft ridfen—! retreat to
iy \ow?room, Wi%t\ihg it were time for iy imminent a()alomtum.
As a{’m\ﬁ, mm{’wﬁwg Wi?t seems to Dechpy iy wl\o(’a %ou?.
| Jesperately want 1 escape, so | can plan for my own [ife.
What about Shane's future? What about mine ?

U'm oxhausted and fighting a severe headache, but |
get busy packing my graduation liggage to foad into the
back of our {owvxi?% station Wagon, the tan and Wua CL\@WD(’@JC
M\mfa, DMM%'% 'arip% and Joy ever since he \oouglxt it back
when | was just two years ofd 1t's still as dean and shiny
as evar—DMM% oomoiayx‘twmf?lg l‘w‘a% it WML\MV and waxed.
Last week, he had all new tires installed because |'m taking
it o ooWage.

Texas Woman s \Lmvmm& (TWW) is focated in Denton,
Texas, which is over 200 miles away from Sunset \/aw%.

M‘C‘r\ougL\ l oouw L\mve ol\ogev\ ’cl\e \/Ly\ivw%ittﬁ mCTamg in
ALL%‘HIA, l made a o?a?ibamta ‘aoih’t of (/L\oogihg a ooWage
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gewm(’ L\ows away from Sunset \/avW@\zr. I'm bow% gtriviwg to
achieve independence and my own identity.

ﬂ\e brww, {’(owing tL\rougL\ ‘tJr\@ open wiMva owc W“Zr
bedroom, ﬁm(’(’x& oL%%e% aw iy frustrations aWay. %L\am
continues to a?aa‘a{’t& %(]@@‘0 in L\i% bedroom Lown the MW. /}’h%
sweet D%&V&V\& offers o L\@?\a me 'mole | know that l'W miss
iy Dm%ﬁ more than | can laos&iw% iymgim. I've mframﬂﬁ
shed ?D’c% of tears tL\in\Liv\g about waiv\g him. fe's not the
person I'm trying 1o distance myself from. That's Shane.
/h’\% brother, when near, seems to oov\gtmtf% Jrain ol iy life
away from me. %@ maluim% S0 mich L\aﬁa and  constant
attention every day just to keep his [ife in order.

Daddy fisappears a moment 1o check on Shane, and
when he returns, he's carrying a brand new, brown {eather
guitar case. | fon't recall ever Seeing this beantiful guitar
case and am quite curious about when Daddy got it and
what's inside.

Gitting down next to me on my duttered bed, Daddy
starts JceWiV\g me about how he origimw% Furolxagw? his,

guitm Wi‘tL\DbL‘t a case. %owlﬁ JCL\@V\, L\e &usﬁc wmrin it across
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his back with 4 guitar strap because he was afso carrying
his bufky sea bag. Ho had just gotten out of the Navy and
was L\itolr\L\iLing o the Woodstock Music Festival

[t seems that Daddy and Mother met and £l in fove
at the wcas’cim(’. \Wcar, when ‘t‘r\alﬁ worked togatlxer with the
%og Farm commune at the Twm lmtarmtiom(’ /h’\ws,io
Festival, they decided get married. Daddy aluays kept
his, guitar along with a fow other Jear keepsakes toga‘clr\ar.
hetually, Daddy stopped playing his acoustic guitar when
Shane was born with such extensive birth defects. Daddy
explains that [ater on, ke Jecided get anice case 1o keep
his guitar protected for the day he would give it to me.

D&Lﬂ?ﬁ?l& s,Mag Ir\is, L\mo() ALYoSS tl\e %mootl\ (’mﬂ\ar
guitar case then sfowly (ifts the i, The case is fined with
soft ‘a{’uglr\, burgundy velvet Inside fies the acoustic guitar
that | remember so well from back when DMM% used o lafou&
for Mother and me. The guitar appears wel[ \oo?ist\MV and
tuned. vaiougg%, Da%& takes very good care of it,
oLM\ougL\ | kaven't keard kim Sing or play his guitar for

Mm(’tzr 160 wrteen years.
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DMM% then pauses to ask me if | know where my nae
comes  from. &aﬂv\g at Dao%&'g g{mmr with  the
\ag%okw%o—omnga, daisy guitar strap attached brings
back a ffood of musical memories that | still hold Lear to iy
heart. Daddy points to the actual brand on the headstock
of his prized guitar. | gasp as | realize that there in
beautiful cursive gold {ettering is my name, Stella Harmony.

DMQ&V% goes on 1o Jescribe how he and Mother shared
50 much Joy over the music that JCL‘@% both foved. te points
and asks if 1've ever noticed the embedded star vver the
%taWaL fogo. %L\m%mg iy %L\ouuer%, l ?i&;tw with
amazement as Daddy explains that Stefla is Latin for
‘Star and mvmf(% that | am the star of L\i% f('nfa, and he
L\oloa% that iy H@ wiw be ﬁWw(’ with music. /h’\% hame, %teWm
Harmony, is my Jostiny.

Daddly has given me his precious guitar and wants me
to take it with me to ooWaga. When I'm fonesome for home, he
suggests that | play some of the songs he used o play
Mother and me. Dm%& Seems Shre that | wi(’? loioL up

guimr FW"% as eagig\(ﬁr a%s l L\&LV@ V@MV\MV to ‘a{’m& ]aiow\o. As
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| touch the worn, woven guitar strap, | try 1o imagine it
n?m]aw(’ across the strong showlders of DaM\&, a young,
kandsome ex-sailor, while he FY@%MV guitar for Mother back
when H\u& were just &Wing oVee\oV% in {ove fong ago.

Wndler D&ﬁ?ﬁ?\&]% guitar lies a pressed and folded
bohemian-style ML(’Q—M?HA skirt, the fabric embroidered
with a row of afe\olmv\’c% with u]ofhacd trunks and a row of
vivid Jawfing la'm“- and omv\ga—bma?w? daisies. DMM%
remarks that its \orobaw% Jugt about iy Size how. \ rwﬂiw,
that this must have belonged 1o Mother. She must have
{’ovw? daisies aw her ?hfe. \/ooLiwg ot iy bedroom window, l
can see pink daisies planted at the base of our maifbox at
the end of the o(’rivawmﬁ. \/ooL—iv\g Jown at the 3ui’mr case
mga‘m, l See the F%\goL\MV@(zio brange Aaisies on the Witm
strap blend togext‘r\ar with the vivid pink-beaded daisies on
Mother's skirt

Wnder Mother's folded skirt, fay its cordinating
peasant blouse afoy\g with a few f(itt{’a-gir{’ odler vutfits
that st have \oafomgw? to m@_{ah% ?ittfa gir? \am’cia%
covered with bnglnt pink daisies and a red niffled swimming
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suit | remember wearing to Barton Springs Pool At the
very bottom of the case, fies a brown-paper, roffed-up kite on
which | had colored beauwtiful birds that Tother drew for me.
Pointing 1o the dove, Daddy remarks that after Woodstock,
Mhother s lved dovs.

l Wrap iy arms tigl\t{]% around Dm%ﬁls« neck and
Squeeze with aw iy migL\t /}"(\mﬁ\aa | am ymlc‘mg a mistake
(’(mvmg Daddy and going off b ovWeg@. Daddy is my
prince. Even H\ouglx we both have tears in our eyes, DnaM%
JceWg e not to worry about {’mving home. te Fromigag he wiW
a?wu&% be here when | want to come home.

Eventually, all my H\ingg are packed. Daddy and |
carry avwﬁtlr\iv\g okt to H\e station mgov\, \ao’clr\ mf LS L\o\oing
it afl will fit | Resitate when Daddy decides the only way
o oad all my stuff efficiently will be o folf Jown the
third-vow passenger seat that has afways been my favorite
\omt of our station wagon, \out of wurse, | won t be u%iwg it
row that ['m driving. I'm a fittle sad but Jecide it is indeed
the best ]ofam for %Uwoe,%%lcuw\& VDMViV\g aff iy {]uggaga.

ﬂ\mlcmg back, | realize that we have never, ever folded
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down that third-row seat Realizing just how sentimental
iy Dm%& is, | come to the concfusion that he must have
a?wm&% Ymct that mtmom\o(’a seat up in lofawa because it
was my favorite place o ride. That seat was my secret
\aYa,oe, among Yot% of other secret \afa,oeg, where | ovuu L@a]a a
?ittfe distance from iy brother %l\ma. l rwfiw ina Wmlr\ of
emotion that Dm(%& brows how | feel about Shane and
actially wderstards. Whenover and wherever we. over had
gone, Shane rufed the second-row bench seat— ugmw% \o\& an
uhlr\alo]o%, angry commotion—as | sat qmt{’% reserved,
isolated, and protected in my third-row seat gazing out
Jclxrougl\ ‘t‘w back window.

ks Daddy pulls the seat wpward o refease it from its
focked position before Yl&'w\g it down flat, | notice somat‘r\ing
that had been hidden, fost in the shadows beneath iy
favorite seat | quickly ask Daddy to wait a minute while |
retrieve whatever is there. My prying fingers carefully
reach beneath the seat and touch what seems o be a string

of beads. ?uWihg them out from their L\'Jﬁ()w, Jark Space

bwmﬁ\ JCL\@ seat, l moognna imtmt?tt, {rom S Vwowu& years
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age, Mother's 3004—{@% ﬁm‘a\o% Buddha beads. Daddy
stands astonished, pondering the ong fost treasure that
we ve (}ust discovered \mff some manner of immense 3009? VML.
%awiuuwf mm? oomeL%MV, l vaVar L\ow %oﬂwlg beow?g
could kave gotten st under my seat. | start to remember
how lmla‘a% those beads afm%% made Mother. | remember her
mWowimg me 1o \a?ou& with them, even as she reminded me o

be extra oarefu{’.ﬂav\ | vemember L\ow sad %o‘clr\ar L\aw? been
when she realized her beads were fost That kad been when
we were both sick in bed with chickenpox.

Dm%& is also silent I”‘”J”"‘Zr the bewiuaring
reappearance of the beads. At Va&t bmoLtraoLing over Vung—
ago events in his memories, he recalls that the last time
Tother actually had her beads was on our trip o Willie
Melson's 4% of July Concert in College Station The beads
must have fallon off iy ?)ab% %im& Dol when we Jrove o
College Station The Happy Buddha beads had been
pationtly waiting, bst in the belly of the station wagon ever

Since.

\ l\ou ‘tLe H’&L‘a\o\& %MML% \owng o?oga oLMV Ligg ‘LJM
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%MM\&L’% ‘M/W% A% \]oV Seen /}"ﬂvﬂxer Ao in the lm%t Then |
{’hct the beads over Daa%&'% L\eMV and ‘a{’aoa them (’ovingf%
around L\ig moL.TLi% IS where H'ala'a% %MMM Mo% nOW.
More than amﬁmg, | want Daddy's fife to be filled with
good fck, eg]aam(’%t since | am going away to ooWaga.

lts time 1o get my ?u%age lbaded aboard the station
wagor. We're soon finished with the task, making sure that
Daddly's treasured guitar case is safely stacked among off
iy fu%age and boxes. The {ast box that DMM% \oringg from
the house has Justin Boots and Tomfinson Feed Store
stamped on the side. | rvealize it contains Mother's
beantiful, daisy-embroidered cowgirl bovts that she never
actually got 1o wear. Daddy says that they now beforg
me.

Daddly goes 1o check on Shane again and finds him just
WLLiy\g wp from his exhausted medicated S;Y@@lo. Share is
%ﬁW n«oving very quiaff% and %{’owf(% as he ﬁmw% g,ats out of
bed. krm in arm, the two of them g?owf% shuffle Jown the
M{’(’wwﬁ and out the front Joor to taW me gowﬂol&a. l mooe\ot
ng\@ gLort Jctxme—wm& L\ug as \oagt We can Mahage it H\ayx
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quickly escape 1o the driver's seat When | turn the key,
the station wagon starts up as refiably as ever. | foef warm
tears %wing Aown iy oL\wlﬁ% as l Arive Jown the oVYiVeWm&
with Iy arp out the window wwingr back at Dm%&. As the
Ariveway Just pours in my window, | feel both exhifarated
mMV Javmtath at ‘LJM same time. %omlxow, I'm mmim?w(’ of
how iy %i{’{’% %wm& agomlaa/p? o the woods one mglot Yomg
ago.

In my rearview mirror, | see DMM% waving g?owf\& as 'm
driving amay. The last Jcl«'mg | see before | turn out onto
Reese Drive s Dao%zf rwwlrxing wp o touch Hﬁm&%
Buddha's bl
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Residence of Harold Walker
Reese Drive,
Sunset Valley, Texas

~August 21, 1988~

Miserable over her departure, Harold paused for a moment while holding the
front door partially open and looked back over his shoulder at the sight of
Stella driving away. He realized then that staring at the horizon would not
bring her back. She was gone, and the dust had already settled, so Harold
stepped inside his house into the coolness that seemed to refresh him only
slightly. Harold sadly, thoughtfully walked through the living room and into
the dining area; Shane sat at the red and chrome dinette table where Harold
and Mony had spent many hours discussing the future of their family.

Now it was just Shane and himself. He felt too worn out for his forty-four
years. He saw ahead an unavoidable, necessary transition for Shane and
himself. It was now just the two of them.

Shane, evidently quite hungry after his long sleep, had prepared his own
favorite snack, a peanut butter sandwich. It was something he had been
tutored on by Mony and now could proudly prepare himself. It was not

unusual for Shane to have a snack at any odd time of the day. Slowly strolling
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over to the kitchen refrigerator, Harold poured a glass of cold milk that he
placed next to Shane’s peanut butter sandwich as he passed by on his way to
the sunroom. Harold glanced over at their smiling family portrait on the wall.
He had no desire to eat just now.

He sat on the piano bench. Just minutes earlier, he and Stella had sat in
her bedroom and reminisced. Now he sat with his head lowered in sadness
and touched the Happy Buddha beads she had placed around his neck. He had
a feeling that he wouldn't ever remove them. Just touching them reminded
him of when he had lovingly placed these beads, in lieu of a wedding ring,
around the delicate neck of his beloved Mony. She had been the light of his
life. Stella, now nearly grown, was the exact stunning image of Mony.

Harold and Mony’s life together had started off as a fantasy, a music-
inspired adventure. Hand in hand, their love had been inspired by the sound
of his fingers strumming the strings of his acoustic guitar that he had now
handed down to his Stella as she ventured off to a new college life.

Stella was a magical part of the first four years of his marriage with
Mony. Stella’s cherub smile accompanied every adventure Harold and Mony
experienced while exploring their new life together in Austin. His favorite
expressions of love were to bring home surprises, and to reveal secret plans
for new adventures for Stella and Mony.

Harold heard the creaking dinette chair legs drag abruptly away from the
table and a plastic glass plunk down on the kitchen counter. The faucet handle
creaked just as water started gushing into the sink. Harold could tell that
Shane was rinsing his glass and then wetting a dishcloth to wipe off the
dinette table. Thankfully, Shane had become a compulsively tidy person.
Without any doubt, Harold knew the red and chrome dinette table was wiped
clean of any sandwich crumbs from Shane’s lunch. Harold remained quiet,
deep in thought, recalling details of how Mony had sacrificed everything to

take care of him and their children.
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Shane’s sad birth had been the single event that reinvented their world,
changing forever the course of Mony’s life, and certainly that of his and
Stella’s. Harold had worked two jobs ever since, partially to avoid the issues,
but also because if he dedicated himself to financial concerns, then Mony
could dedicate herself to their children’s development. Mony had sacrificed
all her personal needs in order to cultivate the best possible world for their
children, which was an undeniably impossible task.

Just as Shane suffered the clearly visible scars of his birth defects, Harold
knew Stella suffered many invisible, internal scars to her personality. But
without Mony, their world would have been many times more devastating.
Mony spent every waking minute trying to mold their existence into the best
possible situation, often doing her regular, routine household chores long into
the night as her children slept.

Shane’s ability to walk independently with only a minimal limp depended
on Mony doing long hours of physical therapy with him. She learned exercise
techniques that included holding Shane’s legs in correct position and then
encouraging and coercing Shane to move, then crawl, then walk, then actually
be able to shuffle-run. His unbalanced limp would remain forever because
one leg was slightly shorter than the other. Because of Mony’s focused
attention on Shane’s disfigured left hand (having only a thumb and one weak
finger), he was eventually able to hold things with that hand and even button
his own shirt.

Mony pursued every medical suggestion that could be tried to improve
Shane’s future. She was fastidious with his seizure medication so that Shane
seldom suffered more than one or two seizures a year. Mony also focused on
Shane’s obvious mental “retardation” a term she hated that his doctors used to
diagnose Shane’s disability. She also hated similar terms she heard in public
places and found even more derogatory like idiot, moron and imbecile.

Mony offered her sullen, often angry Shane countless opportunities to
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challenge his thinking and language skills. Since Shane couldn't function
intellectually anywhere near normal, it wasn't long before the school also put
Shane in the category of “mentally retarded.” The school records used exact
terminology that defined children with disabilities with labels based on results
of a comprehensive individual assessment. The results made by an
Admission, Review, and Dismissal (ARD) committee placed Shane
immediately in special education. The exact terminology used in Shane’s
records included mentally retarded, multiple handicaps including
multisensory behavior disorder, orthopedically handicapped with a clubfoot,
absence of fingers and significant muscle impairments, motor deficiencies,
developmental lags in cognitive ability, communication deficiencies, and
possible autism. It was officially determined that he could not be adequately
educated in the regular classes of public schools without the provision of
special services. It was noted that Shane should be monitored for possibly
becoming a targeting for bullying from other classmates due to his multiple
“differences.”

Minimizing Shane’s disfigurements and physical impairments had been
Mony’s primary objective so that Shane might be accepted by the public and
not be shunned or bullied as much when he approached school age. Mony
was also anxious for Stella, who was always frightened by the public’s
reactions to Shane. Mony had often expressed to Harold how much Stella’s
love for music had been a blessing that made her proud of how much their
daughter was like him. Music seemed to be a balm to sooth Stella’s sadness.
Her peppy, jazzy, leg-swinging style was a magical tonic that helped soothe
Stella’s problems with her brother.

As Harold sat there now in his nearly empty house and caressed Mony’s
Happy Buddha beads around his neck, he wiped tears from his cheeks. He
cried in silence, not wanting Shane in the next room to hear his misery. Mony

had worked herself to exhaustion day after day. He knew she did not allow
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herself many comforts and did not take care of her own needs even when she
fell ill. The dark circles under her eyes became a permanent part of her facial
features. She had trouble sleeping, just as he did, almost every night after
Shane was born. Her own immunity suffered silently until it was obvious that
something was terribly wrong.

Harold recalled when she finally shared with him that she was diagnosed
with stage three breast cancer. Mony worked valiantly to rid herself of the
aggressive disease. She yearned to be healthy again so that she could continue
to raise her children who had so many challenges yet ahead of them. For
months and months, she endured any treatment that might possibly save her
—surgery, chemo, radiation. She never mentioned any discomfort or pain
during her struggles. She always had a smile for Stella and Shane. Harold
wished constantly that he could take her cancer himself if only she could be
cured.

Of course, nothing could be done. Weak and frail, Mony eventually spent
her last few painful days in Brackenridge hospital. Their doomed fate once
again suffered heart-breaking devastation there. Mony, silently sensing
Harold’s fears, constantly urged him to leave his frustrations behind for the
good of their children. Finally, Mony requested Stella and Shane to come into
her hospital room. Weakly reaching toward for her children, Mony began
talking with gentle, loving expressions about how much she loved them. With
her last bit of courage, she smiled and told them not to be too sad, to help
Daddy and each other, and most important, to always remember the happy
times they had together. Then, after touching their cheeks one last time, she
asked them to go out to the waiting room for just a little while so she might
rest.

It was just a few hours later that Harold sat and held Mony’s hand as she
smiled weakly up at him. He told her that he couldn't live without her and she

told him that he must. She reminded him of the song, “I Got You Babe” that
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he sang to her on their wedding night. She reminded him that whenever he
witnessed a beautiful Texas sunset, he should think of the spectacular sunset
that had served as the backdrop of their wedding ceremony. She promised she
would always be with him in his heart forever.

Mony smiled weakly with just one last whispered request on her lips—
please take the very best care of their children. Without hesitation, Harold
promised and leaned forward to kiss her lips softly, but at that very moment,
he knew she was gone. He remained hugging Mony for as long as he could,
never wanting to leave her.

The on-duty nurse eventually came in and reminded him of what now
needed to be done and that his children were waiting anxiously for him in the
waiting room. He stood up with his shoulders drooping low, searching for
strength enough to place one foot in front of the other as he forlornly left
Mony’s hospital room. Apprehensively, he approached the waiting room; he
saw Shane impatiently, noisily paging through a National Geographic. He
saw Stella patiently, noiselessly waiting and watching for him with fear and
bewilderment etched on her face. He didn't know how to tell them that Mony
was forever gone.

How they ever made it through that time was bewildering to Harold. All
of Mony’s extraordinary efforts with Shane had to be rearranged and divided
between him and Stella. Harold took charge of all medical and therapy issues.
Stella, because there were no other available options, was appointed to
oversee her brother at home after school until Harold could get home from his
job. Stella really had really no personal life except when Harold got home
from work; then, she retreated to the sunroom to play her piano, often for
long hours into the night. If he encouraged her to spend time with friends,
Stella always declined. Harold quit his second job at the 'Dillo, now only
working days for the Austin Park and Wildlife Department as supervisor of a

work crew.
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Several well-meaning individuals had even candidly remarked to Harold
that Shane should live at the Austin State School, a mental retardation facility
in Austin. At that facility, 550 residents with more severe mental retardation
that required intensive supervision lived full time. This school consistently
complied with the standards of ACDD (Accreditation Council on
Developmental Disability) originally part of the Joint Council for
Accreditation of Hospitals. It was a reputable facility, a safe place, but Harold
was actually sickened by the thought that Shane would not live at home. He
knew Mony would have never, ever considered that arrangement. Harold felt
Shane didn't deserve to be institutionalized. He deserved to be a real part of

their community.
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Texas Woman'’s University
304 Administration Drive
Denton, Texas

~November 23, 1989~

During the Thanksgiving holidays, Stella and her new room mate, Dana
Stevens, were among a very few of the 9,850 total students enrolled in the fall
semester who remained on campus.

“I just can't take time off to travel back home to lowa for Thanksgiving,”
Dana explained to Stella as they watched students leaving their dorm loaded
down with luggage. “It's such a long drive and I'm pretty overwhelmed with
all my courses. I'm really trying to improve my grades.”

“I understand completely,” responded Stella casually. “I'm not planning
on going home either. It only takes me about four hours to drive home, but I
really need to concentrate on my studies, too.” Stella had outstanding grades
but found coursework an perfect excuse to avoid a trip back home which
would probably rekindle all the guilt she felt over Shane’s life. She had never
shared any information about her family life to anyone on campus.

“We don't have to spend every minute in our dorm room studying. Since

the campus will be nearly abandoned, let's take a little break tomorrow and
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tour some parts of campus we don't normally get to see. I'm a sophomore, and
I still haven't taken time to see the Little Chapel-in-the-Woods. I've heard the
stained glass windows are stunning,” recommended Dana.

“Sounds ideal,” commented Stella. She didn't really relish the thought of
staying in their dorm the whole Thanksgiving break. “I've heard that it's one
of the highlights of the whole 270 acre campus. It was built over fifty years
ago and was even dedicated by Eleanor Roosevelt.”

The next day, after they achieved their individual study goals, Stella and
Dana took some time to stroll around campus. They paused at the Little
Chapel-in-the-Woods and read campus literature that described the small
chapel that could seat 110 people.

Designed by architect O'Neil Ford, the Little Chapel-in-the-Woods was
designated one of Texas’ 20 most outstanding architectural achievements by
the Texas Society of Architects. The building’s stained glass windows,
lighting, woodwork, and flooring were designed and created by TWU
students. The theme of the stained glass scenes depict women ministering to
others in different fields such as nursing, teaching, speech, literature, dance,
and music.

Stella paused a long time in front of the last stained glass that showed
various music endeavors of women. Rays from the typical, vivid Texas sunset
outside hit the stained glass at just the right angle to reflect a luminescent
glow around the deep purple and blue tones that beautifully highlighted the
image before her.

“I've always loved listening to peppy, happy music because it always
helped me to feel happy myself. It's the reason I loved to take piano lessons
when I was younger,” revealed Stella somewhat shyly. “I know how music
can be so soothing to me, but I've never stopped to consider how my music
might affect anyone else. My music might actually be soothing to someone

122

else and provide the same relief that it does for me
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“Let me assure you, whenever I hear you play piano or guitar, your music
definitely makes me feel peaceful, content and relaxed,” complemented Dana
truthfully.

That was actually the first moment when Stella considered music as a gift
to be used to minister to others. She had always been compelled to play music
just to soothe her own emotional issues. She knew that her music untangled
the messes in her life, made her feel protected, and unlocked the door to her
own spirituality. Now she also realized that her gift of music to others could
offer healing to them as well as a blessing to herself. This realization seemed
to activate within Stella a powerful passion to aim her music career directly at
providing service to others. “I think I'm going to look into the music therapy
program here at TWU,” commented Stella as she gazed one more time up at
the inspiring stained glass window before her.

Dana nodded in agreement. Both Stella and Dana had been undecided
about their exact choice of majors. They sat in the empty chapel and talked
once again about their futures. What gave Stella and her room-mate comfort
was the well-known fact that TWU had a proven track record of educating a
diverse community of students who went on to lead fulfilling lives both
personally and professionally.

The impressive list of graduates from TWU who had had stunning careers
included several famous people. Helen Gurley Brown (writer of Sex and the
Single Girl, an international best seller published in 1962 and Editor-in-Chief
of Cosmopolitan since 1965) attended TWU in 1939-41. Ann Williams
(creator in 1976 of the Dallas Black Dance Theatre, a modern dance company
of young black dancers) graduated with a master’s degree in Dance in 1965.
Louise Ritter (Olympic gold medal athlete at the 1988 summer games in
Seoul, South Korea, who set a record in the high jump of 6' 8") graduated
from TWU in 1982.

Stella and Dana also hadn't chosen TWU because it was an exclusive
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woman’s college; it was well known that since 1972 men had been accepted
into the health sciences graduate school, although their percentage
represented much less than ten percent of the population. Stella secretly didn't
mind that the social struggle of meeting guys and dating them wasn't much of
a concern here. She preferred to concentrate exclusively on maintaining her
outstanding performance in academics and music. This effectively proved her
self-worth and calmed her inner demons.

As they talked about their ambitions, they strolled around the campus and
passed by the Margo Jones Performance Hall, the primary performance
facility for the Department of Music, which was currently closed for
renovations. It was ten times larger than the beautiful chapel they had just
explored. Stella and Dana wondered aloud if the Performance Hall would
have its renovation construction completed in time for them to perform in
recital there before they graduated. The hall had been built in the 1920s and
was known as the premier theater in North Texas. The Performance Hall had
actually been closed since 1987 for a $3.5 million renovation.

“I dearly hope that we get to perform in a concert on stage here,” sighed
Dana wistfully as they looked at the blueprints posted in front of the
Performance Hall.

“It's a dream of mine, too. Hey, maybe we can even play a piano duet!
The renovation is supposed to include upgrading some concert grand pianos,”
speculated Stella. They shared their dreams together about what a fabulous
experience performing on stage there would be.

It was not just a happy coincidence that roommates Stella and Dana were
both primarily interested in attaining degrees from the Department of Music.
Dr. Nancy Hadsell, a professor of music who had only been teaching at TWU
since 1984, was extremely well liked by her students, among who were Stella
and Dana. She taught them both in Keyboard Musicianship and also in Guitar

class. Both girls were immensely gifted pianists in multiple styles, able to
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perform the most intricate sheet music with beautiful technique and exquisite
expression. Stella, completely devoted to her guitar lessons, was just
beginning to learn that instrument. Dana, on the other hand, was as
accomplished on guitar as on piano. After working well together on a piano
duet for keyboard musicianship class, both students were interviewed by Dr.
Hadsell about their ambitions and also about their personal backgrounds and
music history. She then suggested that it might be advantageous for both girls
to become roommates.

Over the last couple of months, that pairing had been a great success, even
though they hadn't yet learned much about each other personally. The
studious pair supported each other’s studies, and Stella was very pleased
about the extra instruction she received from her new roommate in playing
guitar. Many nights, the entire 24™ floor of the John A. Guinn Hall was
enhanced by the delightful music of two acoustic guitars and two beautiful
voices in duet flowing from the room at the end of the hall occupied by Stella
and Dana.

Stella became very fond of Dana’s capacity for immense generosity and
support. She was even more appreciative of their growing friendship. She
learned that Dana was Catholic, and it pleasantly reminded her of Mony when
Dana touched her black opal rosary beads while saying her evening prayers.
Stella began to pleasantly realize that Dana was her first real friend. Dana
described to Stella how she first got involved with musical performance by
singing in a church choir at a very young age. Dana shared how music was
able to move her soul and fill her heart with peace. Stella also knew the magic
of music, which had the same ability to settle her restless, anxious, guilty
heart. Their trusted friendship seemed to have the power to awaken and

nurture Stella’s self protected, closed-off heart.
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Grinn Ragio?wae %mw \/iv'mg Room

T@M% V\/ommlg \Lm\/ergit\& Cam‘oug
Dav\’cw\, T@Xmg

Jﬁam%wg Movember 14, 1189-

After r'mVing the Gruinn p?vrmiton& a{’waﬁcor faiwm{’% Aown
14 flhors from the top foor +o groum? lovel its doors
slowly open to reveal an wnexpected reality on the first-
floor public Fivmg room. My smile immediately vanishes,
replaced by ishelief and shock that are noticeable to any
casual onfookers. Aeross the room near the front doors

gtmw?% Dam, 3\@%% WL%JC %umm a.alowwg tv be L\u
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Fmi?%. She and | kave ‘afmg to meet up at the Commons,
which connect Guinn and Stark Residence Halls on the
Twl campus, and provide space for recreational activities
and study. Trom there we intend o go o the (-Store that
sells convenient food, health, and beauty items. We're going
to foad up on snacks for our casual ’ﬂxmlcs,givmg meal and
then spend time studying Music and World Cultures, o
Aass that we are both envofled in this semester.

Dana, giggling with exuberart joy, stands with her
parents, and they embrace in a spontaneous group hug This
encohnter is o\oviomfl& a %urlari%a Visit, ow? Dana appears
happier than |'ve ever seen her |t isn't, however, the family
reunion that |'m witm%%ing that |r\w>} erased iy gmi{’a and
omgw? my Jumb{owﬁd stare. /VLD, wl\aﬁc paises me aLMV
immy\tm stiffens iy \aogwm IS the %igH of a young girf,
obviousfy Dana’s sibling, in wheelchair just behind Dana
and her parents. Dana mfm%% L\use(’{ from her rwuraV\JC%’
embrace mm?, an\aiIAg witL\ (}ot&, 5mbg tL\e arms mC L\w
sister's wheelchair and spins around with her as if in a

WL\'WV'IV\Z vm(hw. ﬂ\a entire {am?% i {}mgL\iV\g and Eoolﬂg

177



Judy K Johnson

aXJthLa(]\Z( F(’mgw? to be Jcogetl\er, 'nC eveh {or a %L\v\r’c 0?&\&
visit. l g?av\oe about, I(ooléiv\g for a quioli Way to o?igﬂv\o\omr—
Farl\w]a% even, 'nc umotiowﬂ %ta'alaiy\g back into ‘tl\@ a?awﬁcor
to retreati g back up to the /LLM ﬂ’vw in the o{’ow?g.

Jl‘hywwar, Dana notices Iy presence ma? I/MLYWKEL& gmif(a%
toward me even as %lr\a continkes her gloivmiwg Jance with her
sister. T\r%iv\g not to gawlc at %i%’c&r'% o\ovioug L\aho(]im]og, l
manage to compose va\&%a” and veturn a proper, aftl\ouglr\
oovdtrivw?, gmi{’e bowl‘ to m% roommate. l m]o\ormoL\ Dam‘g
{amif%, o\ovioug?xﬁ more gL\% than ugmf in their presence.
Dana f;?owg her s,ig/car'% wlr\w(’ol\mr to a gﬁco]a as 9|r\a
ivﬁcrop?uwg me as L\er basﬁc—war roommate. lm?ew?, l\er
\amu\tg \OD‘tL\ ih%‘kahf?l&, gmoiousj\& giva me a Sincere embrace
aX\aEm hi ng that Dana L\wi( Jcou them S0 many 300&? and kind
tlr\'w\gg about me since we became roommates. Fw?iv\g an
ingistent ’m‘a\aing oy {’oww \moL, | +turn around to see
Dmm'g Sister \om%(w? u.a o?oga bel&im? me in L\ar WL\%M\MY.
%L\e .orooew?% to Wg@v\’c{’\& qug on iy sweater gfwva, ’ceWiv\g
me how much s,lr\e, ?ovw me, too.

Dam ivﬁcro%uwg me to L\u sister, DM?@, as %L\e
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carcfully backs her wp a bit and gently peels back her
sister's fingers that are tightly grasped on the sleeve of
iy Sweater. %l\e givw her sister a kiss on the cheek and
reminds her that gl\e gL\ouUV\'t \ouW on other ‘aeo'a{’a'g
sweaters in ]ou\ofio. Dana stoops to her knees to be on eye
?eve? with Dm?a and lorooaw(’% to Jcaw her how much %lr\e
misses seeing her every day. Dana and Darla obviously
seem to have a magical relationship, and I'm amased by this
public show of affection

Dana's parerts invite me to have Jinner with them.
They explain that they know Dana is too busy o travel
home for a fong weekend, 5o they decided to travel here for a
quick visit and take her out for a good meal They ve Jecided
to try 4 great barbeque place, Prairie fouse Restaurant,
located about nine miles east of campus on US-230W. |
hesitate, but not wanting to appear unfriendly, timidly
accept—actually {w?‘mg a surprising, unfamifiar tiny bit
of pleasure.

The restaurant is a {’og and stone bmun«g with a metal

roof. u,'aoll\ ob\o'armol\ing the entrance, | can %YM/W their
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%IMOI‘@\&, \oow\ow[lw pit, which makes me realize how Mv\gn& l
trufy am. ndoors, intriguing antique artifacts and old signs
are oVi%\o{}a%wV oh viwmga wooden interior WJ(V%.

During our finner date with Dana’s family, | carefully
study the relationship between Dana and Darla, who, {ike
my brother Shane, stands out as fifferent.” What is most
amazing is the fact that Dana foesn't seem to pay a bit
of attention to anyone vther than her family. Unfike me, she
seens totally unaware of strangers at other tables staring
or M\is,\amy\g behind her back. She only advises her sister
once about not creating DV@Y{’% loud vuthbursts —outbursts
which afso happen o be quite joyful

We ] order off the menw from choices such as
mesquite- 3riWwV steaks, baby-back ribs, buffalo burgers,
and chicken-fried rlbeyes. Dwmg our meal Dana and her
\mmnt% often pause Xe?ibem’wfkﬁ to wait on comments or
malmgt% from Dm{’m.ﬂ\m& Jon't try to finish her sentences
or te{{ her not +o %\om‘eﬂ\e\& Jon't show concern when Darla
uses her fork to knock vver the vase of artificial flowers in
the conter of the table. They just move the unwanted
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centerpiece off to the side. [t turns out that Darle £id it
becanse gl\e Was L\mviy\g troubfe gwn«g me acrvss the mefa.

When the waiter evertually appears to take our fessert
order, he describes the deficious choices: cobbler of the day
with ice cream, vanilla ice cream with L\Iwwa\oarrl& sauce,
root beer float, chocolate cake, banana pudding, or a fried
cheesecake burrito,

Darla thinks for the fongest time before she finally
{’ouﬂ% announhces, (e cream, FEML%@—\OWC no L\uol‘{]a/\o@rr%
sauce. When the waiter asks if %l\e wvuu m(’go (’iLa Some
oLlo\oIZ@ oo\owar, %L\a nods her |rxww? amFL\oﬁcimW% yes and
{’mgtxg even {ouder. At that moment, the whole {amif% {’mgL\%
rigl«t along with Darla. &s Dana reaches over with her
vapkin to romove smidges. of barbeque sauce from Darlu's
face, %L\a Jce”% me that Dar(’a @b%o(’uta{’% adbores ﬂ\a'o(]@
cobbler and vanilla ice cream. %w]origmg?%, Im actually
able o chuckle out foud myself. Instantly, | have flecting
tL\ougH about how much %L\mm {’oveg L\ig me’c butter
%MVMQL\@%.

't gw]aring JCL%H {ee? S0 oom{ormwa around Dam'g
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family. Prior to this experience, | fidn't know that such a
pleasant, sbviously rewarding family relationship could exist
with a giwihg who has such obvious social and physical
L\am?im‘a%. As we me the restawrant, | can MJCMW% Say
that I'm no longer concerned about what vther people migl\t
be tl\inLing or %l&iy\g about Dm?a. l smifa as We mﬂ‘ a{’m«g
toge’clr\w to the parking fot with Darla raci ng ahead in her
wheelchair.

When we get back to Guinn Residence Hall, | say iy
goodbyes to Dana's fanily, tL\anlciv\g them for this
eX\aariaV\oa that Jclw& have no way of Lnowing has made such
a L\uge impact on me. Before Lam?ing toward the elevator, |
go over to Dana's sister, an? Hown before her wl\eaM\air at
a courteous eye fevel, and tell her how happy [ am o have
met her toﬂ(’m&. | ask her Farmi%&iw to giva her a Mg.
Smiling from ear to ear, she strongly grabs and tugs on my
sweater once again This time | fean forward, and as we
mictually hug, | plant a big kiss on her smiling cheeks. | have
trvu\ofa mo?er%tm%ng iy instantaneous, new amotiom?

reaction but it fw(’g 3009?.
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Riding up in the efovator, | ponder this new, amazing
wonderment, but as | step out on the 24 floor, it iy\%my\tm
evaporates into famifiar, readed 3th shadowed by sadhess
when | realize that ['ve never been able to easily feel such
obvious \mo& of iy OWn qcmwi(’\& in Fuwio, ever!

As, \ it JOM in iy a?orm room, l \oegm migging iy fm
awayy Dmﬂ% 50 Jca,rri\af(u& iy heart aches for him and tears
rofl down my cheeks. Wi%L\iyxg | could just feel his Img
tonight, | reach for his precious Stella Harmony acoustic
guitar and sing a recent song by Bette Midler, Wind
Beneath /Y‘m& Wiwg%.l/‘ﬂ\i% song is a favorite of mine and one
of the first Songs I've mastered on my guitar. | krnow that
DM&V\& a?wm&% L\a% and mfwm&% wi” be iy L\aro, the heart
and source of my Vovmg fmmifl& life.

ks | sit softly playing and singing, Dana quietly
enters our form room and poins in beautiful harmony on the
final chorus. /h’\tzr H\ouglxtg are on Dm%&, my ohe trusted
support. Ves, he Jcmf% makes me feef fike | can ﬂ’% L\igkw
than an aag?a and encourages e o soar toward My oWn

\mggion mc music.
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D enton, T@X as

~Rammiwg MNovember 15, 1737-

Faoiv\g, @aoL\ otL\ar as We remain tuoLMV in owr twin Jorm
LJMV%, Dana mw? l \wgiy\ an intimate, m‘cl\er %L\la, Xigou%ion
about our giwmg% that L\m been ivw\ooewc?% avvided since we
became roommates. V\/Ir\@tl\ar We Were ]arotao’ciwg owg@{’veg or
cach otl\er, We ve never a’ctamlatwﬂ w’ci{’ noW, any to\aio about
\orivafm {ami?% matters. l gmgg meeti hg L\@r {amiy%

%agt&rp?mk& L\a% \oroLav\ ‘tlr\@ ice.
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Dana quietly initiates our conversation. She begins by
explaining that she warts me to better understand Darla—
about how mich %L\e (’ovw and misses her gixtwn—%em—ou
sister. Mesmerized again by the soft melodic affection in
her voice and the glowing expression on her face, | clearfy
understand that Dara adores Dm?w lt's extmm(’\ﬁ
important to her that | understand. Swaddled tightly in my
pink daisy, striped comforter, | fisten in oom‘a?m silence
from iy bed careful V\& L\oinéa, back my emotions.

Dm?a was born Mv'mg a very I(ow birth migl\t and
failure o thrive; she suffered from a condlition known as
Williams Syndrome, a rare birth defoct in which just 20 out
of 25,000 genes in the brain are missing—enough to cause
severe disability. [ts quite common that people with
Williams Syndrome Xe,vdola astounding musical talent even
tlr\ougL\ tl\e\& have FYOWCDM\&V mertal disabilities. Dana
Jescribes how Darfa can remember hundreds of song fyrics
that she Sings in perfect pitch but still can't add siv plus
two. lf Dmr{’a wanders away from her famif\ﬁ, even wlr\i?a in

L\er WL\aa{}oL\m\c %L\alg oomﬂe’wf% (’osﬁc in minutes and umb?a
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to find her way back mga'w\. Doctors described Dmr{’m a5
having significant mertal retardation, & torm | shudder at—
' Waw used to L\amihg itin ragm&(’ to iy brother %L\ma.
Dana continues in a soft voice. Kids with Williams
Syndrome often have wnusual off-like facial features such
as a wide wwutlr\, a %WWLW u\atwma(’ hose with a broad ‘ti]a
and {ow nasal bridge, a long philtrum (which is the inderted
area \ae?vw your m%a), wi&fx& g]aoww? ’cwtl\, {uw fi]a%, I(ow—
set ears, a poirted chin, and puffiness around the eyes.
They often have an inward bend of their pinkie finger
mmw Dm?m'% umgmf way of L\D(’o?ing her {vrlA), %L\ort
stature, tooth problems [ike defoctive tooth enamel, fow
muscle tone, gross motor skifls, I«Wammva reactions to
LigL\ ‘chl!wm% sound or when fearful and {mcluwt troub| ing
car infections and constipation. They are befow average in
L@igkt and wmgktﬂ«m | R is usually in the bDs, but they
have outyoing, very talkative social skills. When around
strangers, they Jon't have any sense of their own handicap.
In wcawt, %tmnger% are mCJceV\ ovwwlw(’mw? \mﬁ tL\air outgoing

{riwﬂims& constant %mi(’it«g, and V\DV\%’tD‘a conversation.
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Her description reminds me of my initia meeting with
Darla. She goes on to proudly describe in detail two short
%\;fm‘al\ome% that Dar’(av oom]aos«w() avﬁcimftgf \0% memory before
she was thirteen years ofd. Dana mentions that |'4
mooghna them because gL\@ often '0?4\&% them a?w'mg lomlno
\amotioa when she misses her sister.

Sadly, she goes on o Jescribe Darla's vther medical
conditions, which Dana fears may affect her sister in the
future: inguinal hernia, cardiac problems, narrowing of major
Woon? vegge{’g, \afooX pressure ‘aro\afewxg, abo?omimg ]mm,
fiverticulitis, hyperthyroidism, and even fiabetes. She
concludes by saying that this syrdrome affects just | in
10,000 births.

| remain sifert and immobife, still burrowed Jeep within
iy comforter. | had no idea that Dana and | kave so much
more in common than Just our shared interests. We've each
grown up with a sibfing with severe Jisabilities. Realizing
that Dara might interpret my profonged silence as
witwmm{’ oy ji%ﬂ\a\orom?, | soon find m&%” %tammring,
then weeping. | sob that we actually have similar famifies. |
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blurt out that my brother was born with fots of severe
medlical \aro\ofemg. | grew up Worrying and {w{’ing 50 gui{’h&
that | w\iglr\t have Jore %DWLe/JCL\iIAg to cause his birth
Jefects. Before Shane was born, Tother told me that |
would get a la@\mcaot \m\ox{f brother or sister. %om’tlr\ing went
rmw% wrong wl\w iy brotlr\er, g;lr\ma, was born.

Just as Dana has shared with me, | proceed to give her
a Jetailed description of my brother's appearance and his
medical  and  intellectual  disabilities. She  nods in
understanding as | go on o reveal for the first time ever
what its been fiLa for me. l ory as l mvm? o her many of
my discoveries that |'f kept hidden wntil now. For example, |
never reafized that Shane and | have the same feop hasel-
green ou{’orw? eles ILV\JCiE he 3ot L\i% Mge eye. l OLVVML%% (}u%t
stared uncortrollably at his badly scared {eft eye, never at
his good rigl\t eye Hfis false eye was painted to match his
good eye, and only then £id | Jiscover that our eyes fook
(}ugt am‘@. l Was %w\oriWV to mm{’in then that we Ao Yoolﬁ
quite a bit fike cach other, and | became prevcoupied with
the tLougl«t that people will identify Shane as my brother
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We %.aavw? the rest of the morning in the private, secure
cocoon of our form room just Jm(/ng Jcogafclr\w about our fives
before ooWage. Neither one of us have ever had friends with
Stch ammﬂ% simifar family circumstances.

l %L\mm L\ow l]Va meﬁ% Eovw() iy %olr\oof( @X‘aariahoe%. l
know that | Was a(]m\&% witme and ‘te/rriw% s(lmﬁ, but at
school, | could escape the suffocati ng guilt dbout my
brother that | folt at home. | studied hard and proved that
| was a smart, aLOODWL\oV igL\MV student in order to make iy
paronts proud of me. | never had any close Friends besause |
was worried that they would find out about Share and make
fun of me. | got worried again when Share was of4 emuglx to
start school | worried if | Jidn't continue to get good
grades, l miglr\t be called retarded and then get bullied just
fike Shane. | afso feared that one day at school, ['f possibly
be going o class and run into my brother l«avmg 4 seizure
in the %olr\oo? Ir\mqu&.

l eX\oEaiy\ to Dana how fate %ta'olowV in and rw\rmv\gw(]
my school experience. | Jidn't have to explain Shane to my
friends because the very year Shane started kindergarten,
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| was transferred to anvther school in one of Austin's black
neighborhoods due to the mandatory schoof desegregation in
A.l.%.b. tlmt year. From ’clxw oh, a4 l wvrlcw? Iy Way
tkrougl\ L\igL\ schoof, | afwm&% L\a\orwmp? to attend a
Jifferent schoof then Shane.

Tow, in meg about Dana and Darla's experience, l
begin to realize that maybe my schoof situation wasn t the
best after all It enabled me to continue my denial of
accepting  my brother's Jisabilities. &t the time, |
considered m%%fwf fuola% togo toa Jifforent school, but now
l rm?iw iy {ami{’% ‘arowmg Were hever m%o{’vw().

| to{l ker that growing up, | felt compelled o appear
perfect in order to please both my parents. | tL\ouglr\tl could
avoid  the shame, pain, and  critical judgmerts that
swrrobnded %l\ma. l was afraid that Sbimedne wwu rmfiw/
that | was not perfect and fook Jown on me. Trying to be
perfect was the way | tried to provect myself and remain
unseen and wnknown \o% vthers. AW this rmw% did was to
nimb Iy emotions, which | sﬁci” have trvu\ofa w'am%%ing

Jcmt”uw%. l oouu not 6LWDW w&%” to be vu?mm\o(e and
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accept reality.

Again, | sob in pain | tell Dana afl about Mother
J%ing. l (}u%t ’cl\ougL\t l Mﬁ? a MroV time Wxaumgmg y
emotions when /h’\ott\u Was a(ive and gFu\t %M her time
caring for Shane. But when Mother died, | %MMM\?% got
very, very angry. | can't figum it out. How is it ]ao%%ibfe l
can be so mad at Mother? | fovw? her S0 mich. | never even
told her that | was so very sorry that | fidn't draw Shane
in iy fami(’\& \aortmit for %olxoof.

| continue my cathartic confession to Dana. | explain
that after Mother died, | kave trouble %{’w‘aing. £ 1 think
aooict afl my secret anger when I'm in bed at mg,Lt its
mpossible to fall asleep. [t's inevitable that when | 4o
%I(@e\a, iy Mgl\t terrors return and a seary, \mfe 3|r\o$/c
MM bars appears in the corner of Iy room and %ﬂ(%
reaches out to try and touch me.

Often during my sleepless nights, | hear Shane foudly
erying out for Mother. Then ] hear Dm%{% footsteps
%EOWV% go'mg Jown the MW to %L\me'% bedroom. l]cl Yis«tw
very o?o%a(’\&, | kear DMM\& L\ummmg Mother's EME(’A/J% o
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%L\M\@, who avu\tmm %Jco'a% or%ing.‘ﬂ\ig IS the m«?x& time,
I've L\@MX DMM% giv\g Since %l\m\a was born. l wonder WL\%
DMM% no ](ohgar %’mg% to me. |'m Jmfr““gr to be %uol\ a 3DWV
gir? and vt complain, but my heart is breaking for Daddy
To im’tww? come to e, L\ug me, m&? %ing onfx& to me agmih.

| ask Dana what she 4id to survive the bad times while
3rowiy\g up with a gi\afit«g w|r\o'§ Mw?im‘a]awﬂ %lr\@ panses
for a moment and then tl\ouglr\’mcuwt& mg\oon&. She has ?o’t%
of L\mlo\o% memories of grwv\&?ing time with her Jear 3mmﬂm
when Jckmg% got rea] bad at home. Yer gmmﬂvxa a?vm\&% had
special Bible verses o explain fifficult times, {ike this one

wl\iol\ D&LIML recites {or me:

Don't worry about anything, instead, pray about
@vu%tmg.TaW bod what you need, and thank him
for all he has done. Then you will experience God's
peace, w|r\io|r\ an@w?g M\L&’ct\iy\g We can uv\oVarg’va.
%i% peace wi{”( 3%1@? your l\mrt% and minds as Yyou
five in Christ fesus. (Phifippians 4:6-1)
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Dana fovingly describes how holidays at her grandma’s
L\ouga Were afwu&g extra g]oeom(’. Evan& year, Dana 3o’c to
%\oevJ 2 whole oVouzf L\a?\oihﬂ Grandma set kp her Xafiglr\hcu(’,
miniature, (iZ,LmV Christinas Horitage \/i?(’aga Co{lection
near (randma's Veautiful Christmas tree. At the end of
tL\a 0?@%, as t‘r\al& sat in ‘m(}mm %ila\a'mg cups of L\ot
olxooofaﬁce, Dara and her gmv\}n«m Wmtolr\d Jc'wuﬁ, \origl\tft&
cofored Eigl\tg tuinkfing from the miniature winfows of every
oothiW& ‘ai@oe. Dana's time with her very %‘awmf
3mm(7rm Was aJ( ways ymgimf.

Dana goes on to ax]afmn that once Dmfa Was MJCMW%
Jiagnosed, everyone in the family seemed to understand the
reality of their situation better. They cearly understond
her existing health Frob{’am and what t‘r\a% could Jo for her
now and what to expect in the future This knowfedge hefped
re?ie\/e them of constant worry over any L\iMw Situation
that might become an unexpected erisis.

h shocking new idea ignites within me. Has Shane's
birth Jefects ever been fiagrosed? I'm in the dark about
what %L\am'% future w\iéarl\t \oring and how it wiw affect me.

193



Judy K Johnson

ls Shane's condition inherited? [ | have children one day,
will they be born {ike Shane? Will Shane have vther medical
crises as he aga%? Who will take care of Shane when
DMM% can't?

AW ’clxe% tL\ougL\’c% em]a‘t %\oov\mmomf\& and canse me
to L\mti(’\ﬁ bagm (Zi%ting My oWh A)@%‘aamw, Fergom?
questions about my brother 4t this very moment, |
\aw\oo%a{’\& start a journal, Motes To Self in one of iy
wnriled composition books about significant events | vecall
about my past and how it affects my feelings for Shane. |
L\olae to w‘a?ore iy oW immense, amotiom( ﬁ?i{’mmw& about
accepting Shane's disabilities. [t's crucial that | begin to
o?avrhct& and resolve Iy m?aﬁciomkiy with iy brother.

Dana ard | feel our wnique {rim}gl\i\a deepen as we
glwwa oy mugm?, fami(’% l\ig’coriag. We have S0 mich more in
common than (}usﬁc oy (}ow of music. l wcw{’ gm’mcuf( for the
tremendous impact her wisdom has on iy OWh emotionaf
healing just as her ongoing efforts have hefped me Jiscover
and continue to nurture iy abundant ‘ow\;%ion for Iy chosen

career in mhsic Jct\am]a%.
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Dana's friendship reveals to me an understanding of
emlawtl\\&. When o recognize the true souf of someone efse,
then you are o&zfe to rmf ize that you a{’%v have a true %vuf
within yourse{f. When these two soufs connect, blessings of
love swrround you, \oe%towing iwgigL\t wisdom, and passion
that then expands to provide mmmg{u? interactions with
vthers in your community. | fidn't understand at the time,
but now I'm beginning o sense that the empathy that
connected Mother and Share empowered her fesire o
improve his {ife and filled her with deep passion.

/Y‘f\tg tkougl\t% yearn for a ‘mtjr\m% that | can {ma?m&
follow tomward my own peaceful inspiring desting. lts cfear
that | must remove one Mg@ radblock that has the power 1o
(’imit any chance for a {u%Wing ?'nca. | can o (’ohgar o?am& my
ma(it\&. | must accept and embrace my oWh life. | must
accept and embrace avw&ﬂ\mg that has L\a\a]awwV iy
past Like Dana, | hope t receive bountiful souf-folt
blessings that are reafized by embracing the reafity of my
gi\afimg. Like iy memories mc/h’\o’cl\er %W@at{’% L\umming a%s %lr\a
rocked %L\ma, \ Jcm?\& want to  hear iy %ou? giwg\. '
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Residence of Harold Walker

Reese Drive,
Sunset Valley, Texas

~January 1%, 1990~

Harold sat silently on Stella's observation bench just minutes before sunrise
on this first day of the new decade. He had not slept throughout the night and
was weary beyond description. The chirping of early-rising redbirds signaling
sunrise had enticed him outdoors to seek the typical Texas cool-morning
breeze that was encouraging Mony’s old wind chimes to ring. His body felt
heavy with the burdens that he had been carrying on his shoulders since 1974
and expected to carry forever into the future. It felt like a densely packed
Navy sea bag he could never lay down to rest.

He was somehow drawn to sit on the low, sturdy observation bench he
had built for his daughter and that had been decorated by Mony and Stella.
The palms of his hands softly rested on his knees and his head leaned forward
from the bleak weariness he felt within him. Initially, his thoughts rambled
through well-worn paths in his mind, rethinking mostly sad events that he

now realized he kept re-creating every time he relived them. He sternly forced
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himself to remember the good times, which at first brought peace to his soul
but quickly seemed to evaporate and vanish when he found himself missing
his wife and his daughter. In desperation, he searched for a way to clear all
thoughts—good and bad—from his mind for just a short time.

A shy peacefulness arose within his mind, although the first attempt to
clear his crowded mind was fleeting. He paused for a moment, and then tried
once again to recover the peace by clearing all thoughts from his mind. He
closed his eyes and inwardly attempted to feel relaxing comfort throughout
his weary body. He found he was serenely listening to the reassuring sound of
his own breath, which let him dwell a little longer within this peaceful zone.
Deliberately, he slowed his breathing in and out—not wanting to lose this
feeling of peace. His soul seemed to whisper to him that he was going to be
all right.

As Harold relaxed, he allowed himself to hear the pleasant sounds around
him. He found himself grateful for each sound softly approaching him—first
birds cheerfully calling one another, then soft tingling sounds of wind chimes
at the far end of his garden. He began to be aware of even the most minute
sounds, like branches softly brushing rustling leaves together as they swayed
softly in the same cool breeze that he enjoyed upon his cheek. He heard the
slightest swish of some creatures moving through the rows of cabbage,
spinach and kale in his winter garden. In his imagination, he pictured several
wild rabbits hop into the expanse of the yard beyond the garden. The thought
reminded Harold of Stella, and he smiled.

Harold began to enjoy an awareness within that seemed to be observing
the world from a quiet, undisturbed place. He even started feeling sensations
from his own body, which amazed him because lately he had only been able
to feel headaches brought on by old worry and familiar feelings of
inadequacy. He felt an itch on the bottom of his bare foot that he noted but

did not react to by scratching. He became aware of tight, twisted muscles in
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his shoulders that he did directly address by consciously relaxing them. He
felt his stomach softly rumble in hunger, which made him smile again.

He felt amazing peace followed by a calm reassurance that he could care
for his weary soul by returning to this nurturing, meditative pose in the future.
He continued to listen to his slow deep breathing while he simply observed
fleeting thoughts that began to feel as if they were merely light, floating
clouds moving above him. He began to realize that he was a human being
intentionally doing the very best he could in all circumstances. He finally
forgave himself for the heavy guilt he always carried in his back pocket. The
thought arose in his mind that he needed to trust his instincts. His deep,
natural internal self was good, and he was not at fault for the events that
caused such intense sadness in his life.

Harold slowly opened his eyes just in time to observe what he distinctly
felt was his first peaceful observance since Shane’s birth—the pure coral-pink
sky just moments before the rising sun. The florescent color was like a
watercolor wash of vivid pastel across dark low floating clouds above. Within
minutes, the sky was flooded with brilliance as a breathtaking, bright golden
sun rose entirely into view and instantly became too intense to gaze upon. He
knew then that he would find a healthy path to freedom from guilt and
sadness. Harold had no way of knowing it, but Stella, with her nose pressed
against the east-facing window of her room in Guinn Residence Hall, was
witnessing the same brilliant sunrise and feeling the same effects from the
magnificent dawn sky.

Harold made a commitment going forward into this brand new decade. He
would not condemn himself to painful, reoccurring guilt but instead find new
awareness of his own human self. He would accept the life ahead of him
instead of mourn the life he and Mony had planned together. He wanted to
embrace his family just as it was and would be in the future. This self-

awareness was the best gift of the new year. Harold felt the day’s revelation
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had been a gift from his wife Mony, whom he now considered heaven’s most
precious angel. He would think of her now with only love, not sadness.
Deliberately for the sake of his remaining family, he would leave behind the
pain of her much-too-early death. Harold lifted his fingers to softly touch his
Happy Buddha beads around his neck and felt as if somehow Mony’s delicate
hand had magically touched his heart.

Harold had one last thought before he rose from Stella’s observation
bench. Perhaps he could enlighten Shane with similar self-acceptance and
awareness of all life around him. This was his second commitment for the
new decade. For now, he looked forward to just going inside and preparing
breakfast for himself and Shane.

As Harold opened the back door to the house, he knew Shane was already
awake but still in his bedroom playing his favorite CDs on the new CD player
he received for Christmas. Harold softly chuckled as he heard the whistling
intro to “Don't Worry, Be Happy,” which was Shane’s favorite CD. It was
apparent that Shane was already choosing happiness over other choices.
Harold got an idea that they might go to Waterloo Records for another
adventure soon.

Shane became excited about a trip to buy some more CDs when Harold
suggested the idea. When they arrived a few days later, they thoroughly
explored all the rows of different genre displays in the music store. Bob
Dylan’s CD album “Oh Mercy” immediately attracted Harold’s attention. He
read the list of tracks and noticed one title, “Shooting Star.” As Harold
previewed it on headphones, he felt the strumming of the opening acoustic
guitar remind him of when he used to play guitar. One line of the song was,
“Seen a shooting star tonight. And I thought of you.” Instantly, Harold
thought of his Mony. Whenever Harold became preoccupied gazing at stars in
the sky, he always felt close to Mony’s sweet love. Since Mony’s passing,

when he looked skyward at night, the first visible star reminded him of her
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promise to always be with him and indeed he always seemed to feel her
presence. Another line in the lyrics that touched Harold was “if I ever became
what you wanted me to be?” His renewed commitment on New Year's Day
left him confident that he could go forward in self-awareness, discarding old
guilt and remorse. He would go forward caring for his children the way Mony
had intended in her final words. He wanted his family to feel comfortable
with one another and also comfortable within their local community.

Harold and Shane ended up purchasing a few Bob Dylan CDs, and Harold
especially looked forward to enjoying the “Oh Mercy” CD album, which was
highly recommended by the salesperson at the counter. They chatted about
wishing they could play such fine music themselves.

Lately, Harold had increasingly realized that both he and Shane were
missing Stella’s piano music flowing throughout the house. Obviously, he
had somewhat addressed this predicament by investing in a large music CD
collection. Now, he wondered if he might even get Shane somehow involved
in learning to play a musical instrument and fill their house once more with
Shane’s own melodies.

As Harold and Shane walked toward the exit at Waterloo Records,
another store clerk who had heard the comment about wanting to play music
like Bob Dylan remarked that one of the songs on the CD album featured an
electronic Suzuki Omnichord, which was essentially an electronic autoharp
with buttons that changed chords while you played. He assured them that
anyone could play an Omnichord with just a little practice. When Harold
remarked that he had never heard of an electronic autoharp, the store clerk
advised him to inquire at Strait Music Company. Feeling Mony’s guidance,
Harold resolved that he would stop by the music store soon to see if this
musical instrument would be appropriate for Shane.

Within a week, Harold visited Strait Music Company and placed an order

with the Suzuki Musical Instrument Corporation U.S. Distribution center in
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San Diego, California, for the Omnichord OM200M. Upon its arrival, Harold
kept the instrument a secret until he had practiced with it himself. He was
pleased that, just as the store clerk at Waterloo Records had suggested, the

Omnichord was very easy to play.

OETPNETNRNST
PIHOS0INENNN
SEONENEODENS

Buttons were located in three rows on the front of the Omnichord, and
each played a different chord. Music was played by holding down a chord
button with the left hand while sliding fingers of the right hand across the
strum plate. Since most songs are made up of three or four chords played in
rotation, Harold devised a plan to put tiny felt stickers labeled 1,2, 3, and 4 on
the chord buttons used in a song. Then he as he called out the number for the
correct chord, Shane could hold down that button with his left index finger
and strum with his right hand.

As Harold worked out the chords to Shane’s favorite CDs, he was sure
that Shane would be thrilled playing music all by himself. The first song
Harold planned to show Shane was “Don't Worry, Be Happy”. The Walker
residence was once again filled with music. Shane became very proud of his
new musical self expression. He was not even bashful about using his
disfigured left hand to hold down the chord buttons. Harold helped him learn
the proper chord buttons to play on every song, so it became a partnership

that fostered confidence and the love of music.
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As Harold worked with Shane playing music on the Omnichord, he
started remembering all the chords and lyrics for songs that in the distant past
he sang for Mony and Stella. He realized that Shane had never heard these
songs before—he had not played his guitar since Shane was born with all his
disabilities. Shane was soon just as delighted as Stella and Mony had been
with all of Harold’s music, which now flowed easily out of his memory as if
he had never stopped playing.

Just like Stella used to played her piano continuously, Shane often spent
hours practicing his Omnichord nearly every day. The heart of the Walker
residence was once more alive with the rhythm of heartfelt music. Shane even
began singing many simple choruses along with Harold, who then began to
sing in harmony as a duet. Harold realized that their souls continued to heal as

their voices blended together.
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Pots & Plants Garden Center
Bee Cave Road & Loop 360
Austin, Texas

~December 2, 1990~

Harold and Shane strolled among flamingos at the Pots & Plants Garden
Center. The pleasant weather in Texas that day encouraged the Walker father
and son to roam outdoors and spend their day exploring the area for
adventure. Driving by Bee Cave Road on the Loop, Shane hollered out at the
top of his lungs while bouncing wildly on the passenger seat of their red
Honda Civic Wagon 4WD and pointing at the nearby hillside covered with
literally hundreds of flamingos. Harold, in search of a fun-filled day for the
two of them, took the next exit and routed their station wagon back to this
amazing spectacle.

Shane dashed ahead of Harold to the edge of the field of plastic lawn
ornament flamingos, where he stood mystified by the arrangement before
him. On his left were maroon-colored flamingos lying on their sides flat on
the ground. On his right stood upright orange-colored flamingos all facing the
fallen maroon flamingos. In a moment, Harold burst out laughing because

Shane appeared very puzzled by the strange scene before him.
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Eventually, Harold’s laughter subsided, allowing him to explain the
symbolism of the fallen maroon and the standing orange flamingos. The
previous day, the Big 12 conference football game between the Texas A&M
Aggies and the Texas Longhorns had taken place in Austin. The whole city
had celebrated the victory of the Longhorns over the Aggies; the breathtaking
game’s final score was 28 over 27. Harold pointed out that the fallen maroon
flamingos represented the Aggies, and the standing orange flamingos
represented the Longhorns. Finally, Shane seemed to understand and joined
in with Harold’s jovial laughter.

Harold happily enticed Shane over to the pink flamingo display near the
potted plant sales, suggesting that Shane pick out a pair of flamingos to place
in their yard at home. Shane remembered that Stella’s observation bench was
decorated in white doves and pink flamingos although he wasn't quite sure
just how or why the bench had been built.

Shane himself carried the carefully selected pair of pink flamingos over to
the checkout counter. As he stood in line behind a number of customers
holding various plants, garden supplies, and flamingos, he became distracted
by a tiny whimpering sound coming from under the outdoor table where the
cash register was placed. Harold took charge of the flamingos as Shane
twisted and turned, trying to peer around the other store customers ahead of
him. At last, as they moved to the head of the line, Shane dropped to his
knees on the ground and stared into the cool shade beneath the table. Harold,
himself, bent over to investigate the source of Shane’s unwavering attention
and saw his son softly petting a cute, bright-eyed White German Shepherd
puppy with a shiny black nose.

Harold glanced over at the cashier to discern if she approved of his son
petting the friendly puppy beneath the table. He was relieved to see an
immense smile on her face as they exchanged greetings. The cashier laughed

and introduced herself as Pat Swanson, the owner of the garden center, and
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assured Harold that lots of kids disappeared beneath the counter when they
reached the front of the checkout line. Harold returned his gaze to his son,
who was now embracing the puppy and cooing a soft melody to the puppy
that reminded him of Mony's lullaby. For a brief moment, Harold felt as if
Mony was tickling his memory and sending a suggestion to his heart.

Harold looked back at Pat and asked where she had acquired the precious
puppy. Smiling again with a look of understanding, Pat replied that this
puppy was one of a litter that had been rescued and was currently up for
adoption at the Central Texas SPCA, where she had picked up her puppy just
last week. Then, as Pat hand handed Harold his receipt for the pair of pink
flamingos, she winked and suggested that if he hurried to the rescue center,
there might just be a few puppies left for adoption. Harold asked her for
directions for the easiest route there from the garden center. Harold eagerly
shook Pat’s hand and advised Shane, now reluctant to leave the puppy’s side,
that they needed to leave.

Harold reminded Shane to put on his seat belt as he hurriedly started up
their station wagon. Harold turned turned on the CD player on the dash and
the currently inserted CD started playing “Don't Worry, Be Happy.” Shane
finally joined in on the whistling introduction to the song, and Harold reached
his hand up to touch Mony’s Happy Buddha beads around his neck, smiling
as he turned the red Honda Civic Wagon 4WD in the direction that Pat had
indicated.

Harold continued up Loop 360 until he reached the Hwy 183 North exit.
He continued on through Cedar Park until he reached Leander, Texas, where
he found Baghdad Road. The trip was about thirty miles but took 45 minutes
because of traffic. He was in a little bit of a hurry because Pat had also said
that Central Texas SPCA was open on Sundays but only from noon until 5
p.m.

Harold stayed quiet about their destination, even when Shane became
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quite irritated and wanted to go home and find a place in the yard to put his
pink flamingos. He thought they would look nice among the pink daisies his
Mother loved. Harold didn't want to get Shane’s hopes up that there might be
some White German Shepherd puppies left from the litter at the shelter.

As they entered the lobby, a receptionist at the counter looked up from a
notebook and asked if they were the customers from the Pots & Plants Garden
Center. Harold was a little surprised but grinned as the receptionist explained
that he had received a call from Pat recommending them as good prospects
for adoption of a puppy. The receptionist introduced Harold and Shane to an
official adoption counselor who interviewed Harold and Shane about the
requirements and responsibilities of dog adoption.

Shane seemed curious but didn't quite grasp the idea that they might
actually leave with a puppy. Finally, the staff at the rescue center seemed
satisfied with all the arrangements, and Harold signed paperwork about
obligations he promised to meet for the puppy. Shane and Harold were then
led over to a doorway that opened to reveal a large outdoor dog run. A few
steps later, Shane realized that he was in an enclosure that contained many
dogs running and playing in an area that included water pools, lots of toys,
and resting areas. He paused, glancing all around and then glancing back at
Harold with a look on his face that could not be described. Harold knew its
significance because it made his heart leap for joy.

Harold caught up to Shane on the ground reaching his hand out to one
special, cute, bright-eyed white puppy with a shiny black nose. There was no
further deliberation to be made. Three similar puppies remained from this
rescued litter, but the one that stood out to Shane was the one who ran over to
meet him with his shiny black nose poking out to sniff his disfigured hand
which he immediately started to lick in excitement. In seconds, Shane’s own
nose was being licked with equal joyful abandon.

The puppy, instantly named Sarge by Shane (as if he and the puppy had
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always known each other), rode on Shane’s lap the whole way home. They
stopped only momentarily at a new Tomlinson’s Pets Cedar Park in the HEB
shopping center to pick up a puppy collar, leash, dog food, and dog crate so
Sarge could sleep next to Shane’s bed while he was being house-trained.

Shane and Sarge ran, romped, and wrestled in the backyard until sunset.
Harold sat on his observation bench thinking about how Mony would be
smiling down on them. Eventually, Harold led a sleepy, staggering Shane
carrying a sleepy Sarge in his arms to Shane’s bedroom. It was only minutes
until both were sound asleep, Sarge in the dog crate and Shane under his bed
covers. Before Shane nodded off, Harold heard him humming his “Mony”
lullaby again to his own best friend puppy, Sarge. Harold stood looking over
these new buddies and realized that new dogs don't instantly fill an empty
place in one’s heart, but they do fill the empty place in one’s house.

This was just the beginning of a beautiful boy and dog friendship. In the
upcoming weeks, months, and years, boy and dog would seldom be
separated; they were always side by side, simply completely happy with each
other. Shane grew to become quite comfortable in public with Sarge because
it became obvious to him that people stopped staring at him and instead
admired his beautiful White German Shepherd. It was just as obvious to these
people that Sarge adored and protected Shane more than any other human,
never leaving his side. If Sarge ever sensed any frustration in Shane, he
responded by leaning against Shane’s legs and licking his fingers. Shane
would then pause, look down at Sarge, and always grin at his best friend.
Shane began to learn that he did not need to be concerned with things that
upset him. He could choose to look at his dog and enjoy how happy Sarge
made him feel.

Both father and son were making choices to follow more pleasant

pathways through life.
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R@%ia?@v\oa 01C ﬁmuu V\/am%r
?\w%a Driva,
Sunset \/.//LW el Ta/mg

~Doouw\u\ﬁng December 1%, 1790~

Dow%gf'% ?e‘c’m about %L\mm'% new plppy entices me home
o from ooW@ge for one of my imcmcluwt Visits. The Same
overpowering internal guift that forced me to fee off to
wollege now forces me 1o return home for a short visit to
reconnect with Daddy and Shane. Uearly, Share and his

new V\/'r\ito/ &wmm %l{\a]al\am() ‘aulola\& are im@‘mm\ofa.
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Even tL\ougl\ %mge IS %JciW (}ugt a puppy, its thﬂhg
how he seems to monitor Shane's moods at afl times. When
%L\am becomes Vwooﬁ(}t& Orangry over even a %imlaVa
happenstance, such as an empty peanst butter jar, Sarge
will immediately press wp against Shane's body, licking
whatever he can reach—Shane's cheeks or his hands—
especially his disfigured two-fingered hand. Shane will
quickly dissolve into giggles and wrap his arms around
%arg@lg \aooﬂ&. %mrga‘% il wil] sweep wioM% with amuglx
momentum to also Shing his body from side to side in pure
Migkt | can see that %argal% interactions are tremendous
‘tl\em\a% 1Cvr %L\am—a?%o, a big oovmcvrt {vr DMM%.

D&Lﬂ?ﬁ?‘& and Shane have also Ffm«v\w? an Omnichord
moimf for me Lpon my mrimf. l Vwm\ to y amazement that
Shane's favorite CD {ately has been "Don't Worry, Be
Happy, " which ke plays whenever he has the chance. Daddy
tefls me about sitting down with Shane's Dmnichord and
ﬁgwimg ot tl\a’c tlr\m@ gim‘a{’a oL\ong, D, 9 minor, auw? &,
FE@%MV in the Safme sequence over and over, are aLW that are

needed to \o?au(ﬂr JcL\is( 5ong.
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They practiced together every day feaming the
transitions correctly. Daddy describes how Sarge eagerly
Sits watching their practice sessions. Every time they get
o the wlxigt?mg part, Sarge will jump wpo and {ick Shane's
face while wildly Swinging his tail. Daddy tells me about
nmLing Wp an easy verse for Shane to sing a?ong with the
wlms,t?m? refrain that he already accomplishes with ease.

%\Zf %arga and | are a?wm&% tbg@‘tt\w,
W@IW be V@Hﬁ beg‘t {ri@v\o(]g {omvar,
/VLD Worries, Walm L\a\a\o%\

(whistle, whisHe, whisHe...)

g;lmhal% moi‘tﬂv(’ takes \a(]awa in tlr\a SWhiroom where iy DM
‘a'mv\o Sits %i?@v\t Wmi‘t’mg to be FV&%@X. WL\@V\ %L\m«@ ﬁhi%l{\@%
L\ig song, l %uggegt we 4o it avw over mga'm S that | can F?ou&
m?ov\g on iy ‘aw\o. As | \o?m& olr\ong to \o(’am? a?w\g with
%L\M\al% Dmmolr\omV, D&L&Vﬂ?\& (}oim in %iwgiv\g %\m\a'g owh
g\oaomg verse. %arga (}va\og {rom person to person, {}iolcmg
oL\ng at the l’\ét\olal& WL\i%’chv\g \omt
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It seems when we ot our gmm? down and {orgat e
3m(”c or Worries, We ’cm{’% seem 1 realize natural {ami(’%
instincts. After Shane's Dmnichord concert, a brief moment
of awwomng( rw(’imﬁon bvercomes iy 3m{’t and | mgl\ to iy
brother, tl\rowing Iy arins about his neck in an eager heart-
wcaft L\ug. A (’hcaﬁm of {mr{u(], ivﬁcarm{] instincts that have
prevented me from ‘tolwlr\ing him seems to meft away in an
instant. Somewhat startfed at my very first Mg offort,
%L\M\a gmv\g?% ]auf{’s away from me, {’vo'ﬂihg up at me with a
confused, suspicious expression on his face. ?ugl\m? iy arin
away with his oVi%ﬂguer Ymct L\avw(), he o?aﬁmt’(x& oVw(’amg
that | Jon't fove him {ike his Tama 4id. Shocked beyord
words, | realize he th?f(% carries the same o?ea\of\&
embedded \m'm as | Ao, and L\alg tmgimw% aware that
gom’&\mg Jifferent about him ugmw prevents me from
mnt‘w\g o be Jo%a o him.

| vealize that afl this time, his entire {ifetime, he's feft
the lommfu(] distance | 'aw]oo%a?% \out between us to ‘aroteo‘l?
W\%%e/”. %arge, in%tithiw?t& worried for L\ig master, turns
L\ig L\@MK wL\imv\g at me witL\ ktmost concern. A Stream mf
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tears shows on D&L&Vﬂ?\&]% cheeks. How migL\t we afl heal from
our past’

l promise Shane that we will have fots of gvoaV times in
the future. We wiw me to fow, cach vther Ei‘% Mother Eovw?
us. Refieved but sl protecting Shane, Sarge starts
s}fow@f vm%'mg L\ig Jmi? wlr\i?e %l\m«e Mg% him with \m%%ion. \
wonder wl\% | {w{’ S0 waou% of the L\ug S0 fraa{’% 3ivev\ to
Sarge.

Shane's instant a\oifit& with %mge o ]au%k forward
through frustration becomes an instant blessing to my fong
wounded heart tiny %\omL of em]mt%& for my brother
flashes at that woment. |'m able, for a selit second, 1o
realize how, in the future, our relationship mgl«t possibly
become the W@%%ihg of a lomomcuf heart at fong last.

That mglr\t wnable to faf a%?@a'o in Iy owh bedroom, |
tiptoe down the halfuay 1o fook in on Shane. Ruietly opening
the Joor, | can see %owga]% head immdimw% pop up from
the pillow suspiciously watching 1 see who's entering his
mw;,tar's room. Ha'g (’%ing w?o, \m& s,’m(’a witl\ %L\ma, L\i% \mw
resting softly across Shane's back. Cventualll satisfied

214



Hear My Soul Sing

that | mean no harm, %mga gfow{’% fowers his head back Jown
and, at peace, m}ib&& %igL\g. Shane will have no need to ever
worry in the night:

EMV% the next mwning, | fooL out the kitchen window to
watch Sarge and Shane, now 16 years ofd, play roly-poly in
the back Ww(’. Dm%& sits near the %r&(’w'% MVg@ on my
ofd bench, which ke sentimentally stil calls an observation
bench. |'m pleased 1o see him relaxed and content as he oo
gares upon Shane and Sarge's antics. for that moment, our
wwu is at peace.

Then | remember tWVm&l% Austin American-Statesman
dutched in my hand, which | just picked up from the counter
h front-page story has caught my immediate attention,
and | want to read it \arimtaf(% \oal&ow(’ the %igl\t of DMM\&
and Shane. The headfine reads \\%igm: Don't eat the fish.
Markers warn of chfordane a?mger. '

The newspaper Jescribes how permanent signs are b@ihg
erected around Town Lake that m\omt a L\mf‘clr\ wmv\img
against eating fish %uglmt in the {ake. Tests by focal and
state health officials show that neary all the species of
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fish in Town Lake contain various fevels of the banned
pesticide chlordane The newspaper refers to a news release
from the Texas De\ommwt of P(m(’tk The TDH aw?vifi«owr
reinforces a simifar alert issued by foca health officials
tl\ma years ago. MtL\ougL\ ‘tL\e, wwfiar mfert warned of
contamination in some ﬁ%lr\ %‘aeoie&, tes«tiwg of ﬁ%l\ from ‘t‘r\e/
lake since 1187 shows that unsafe concentrations of
chlordane have actuafly been Momuf(mtmg in Town Lake
since the 105 and persist in nearly all species tosted.

CM’DMV@M, ohee wmmwf«ﬁ used for termite oov\tro(’, Was
banned in 1187 when the chemical was found o be a possible
cancer-causing agent similar © DDT Chlordane is not
easify soluble in water Therefore it can be expected to be
detected in M‘@ sediments for years o come. At ’cl\ig time
it is thought to be 4 possible cause of cortain birth Jefects
and even cancer.

| krow [ want 4o investigate this information further,
\oro\m\o{’% at the TWW %V“gg Jrhw% \/ibmn&. The rewspaper
mt’wfe sends ol\iws, up Iy g\aim, and | kave troub(’a ‘%e\oihg
m%ga?f calm for the rest of iy weekend at home. Birth
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o?m%ot? Cancer? l% oworo?mw, the cause of aw iy wcoumifia%
ctastrophes? Daddy never wants o talk about bad
memories.

Memories %oo? iy ’cL\ougL\ch about the wunt{’a%% ﬁ%kmg
trips Tother and Daddy took me o as a happy toddler. |t
was a {moluentft& becurting adventure for years. Mother
(’ovw? to ﬁglx and we went many times a week Jown o Town
Lake. %L\e wWas a guooaggfu(’ ﬁgl\ermm aww? m{’wmﬁg Mrriw?
home 1o cook her catch of the day. We all ate her fried
omfigk oy %umciglx, but Mother a?wmﬁ consumed the most \o%
far. She tasted as she fried, ate her fair share at our tiny
Jiring table, and finally finished off any remaining lefoovers
cach and every time. DMM% teased her about her Vova of
%ing?a—hdaﬂ% mtolx'mg and mfmg most of the ﬂ%L‘ in
Town Lake. e often Just stayed on the blanket at the MVge
of the [ake playing fove songs for me on his acoustic guitar.
Mother ate a ton of ﬁ%L\\.

Concerned about the dreadful krowledge | might uncover
soon, | hurriedly give Mgs, and kisses to all three, Shane,
Daddy, ard Sarge, and give a fictitious excuse to rush
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baolﬁ toTamg Womm\'g \M\ivugi‘t\& @&YY\& %um?m(ﬂr mCJcarvwov\. l
p?riva y\oy\%h)\o o Del/\‘tbl/\ aLV\ﬂV gv 9Jtmig|r\‘lt o %Emgg HM,\&
\/i\amnt; l s(tau& WaW \mg’c jar‘s %i’cﬁng at a Xiw\(’% (’it Vong,
nArrow %tuj% tab@,hear the ?ﬁo%g%thajuaﬁ section with
mav?iom? rmcamma \oooL'-% %’moL—MV L\lgl\ mroum? me, szf tirw?
eyes ]awring tjr\rouglr\ bhe page after mot‘r\ar.

‘ﬂ\ega are some of ’tl\a many notes | make WL\iI(@ jviv\g

Y@%@&LYOL\:

| Chlordane was used extensivelly as an insecticide in
the WS from 1747 wntil the 11805, [+ was widely used for
termite oovﬁcro( in the %DM‘H\MV\ WS, |+ Was a?s«o used to Li(”(
insects and weeds in crops, gardens, and turf. 15 use on
food crops was out{awed in 1979 \o% the EPA. |t was tvle&
banned in 1183

L. CMordane can remain in soifs for over twenty years
and carvied by water vun-off into rivers and lakebeds where
fish feed. Chlordane can build wp and accumufate in the fat
tissue o{'ﬁ%k that have %va% in contaminated bodies of

water.
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2. About 2-4% of live-born children have congenita]
birth Jefects. Environmental agents are an important risk
factor. Pesticides may alter the growiJv\ and development of
rormal organ function. Studies of maternal exposire to
certain ’Oﬂa@% of Fa%tioiv?a% Iy ]ao%iw% canse mm]olm@f,
deft palate, {inh malformations, biliary atresia, heart
Jefects, and facial or eye deformartions.

4. Some reports show that chlordane exposure migkt be
finked to cancer. Chlordane can build up in human breast fat
where it may act fke estrogen. Chlordane increases the rate
mC agtrogw beraVown in tl\a ?i\/er, wl\iolr\ mmzf be cancer
promoting. Tore studies are needed o further investigate
whether Ligl\er body lovels of chlordane and its breakdown
profucts are associated with an increased risk of o?eve(]o]aw\g
breast cancer.

S. CMOMVM\@ may cause \oeL\mvivmg disorders in infants
@X\OO%@&? \M/‘FDW, ‘t)ir‘tl\.

I'm &ugt about mMV\& to WLW ita V\iglr\t when my gaze

{aW% Lpon 4 rwrioo?im( amwg tL\oge I've %JmoLMV hear me.
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There's an artidle that caught my eye about Chafrers
Courts in Austin, Texas, Summarizing \aro\o{’amg {ao’mg ‘auww
L\ougmg_ It seems that PY\LD turned Jown a\o\ofimtiom for
funds to mbuiu the o?e\/e?o]ammt where my ‘amu\t% and |
L\MV fivw? before %L\me was born. Clr\afmr Cuwt%, buif’c in
1121, has m?ti\a[(e laro\o(’em that b not meet cwode such as
sewer, plumbing, lr\mtiy\g and efectrical systems that are
impossible 1o repair since they are embedded in concrete
1%0\(9, oaifingg, and Iasonry WavW%. Removiwg fem?—\mgw?
paint and ashestos flor tile, sinks, and wall terture is
eXJCthaE\ﬁ expensive and virtumw% iyn]oo%%ibfa to wpdate.

Further time-consuming research provides details about
how {ead causes \ao%i\aV@ birth defects such as muro?ogimf
damage, &V@V@YUFW\M\‘ULE Ma%g, skin mmLihg (idmmg skin
tags), and slowed Fo%tmmf newrobehavioral p(’evafolamwt |
cannot find any information on asbestos causing birth
o?a{wtg. \Jc i, L\owwer, a known canse mC Yw\g cancer.

%\& the time | ﬁmm got back to iy Jorm room, Dana
IS vi%iwx& worried about iy ‘aro](ongej absence. %l\e remaing

oonoemw? WL\@V\ %L\a SeeS ymff oWwh wwriMV ax'am%ion. We Sit
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up even {ater discussing the information | 've uncovered,

l 1%@(’ very fortunate to have Dana as %ual\ a g,ow()
ﬁiam?. %L\e gamroug&& glmrag l\er oWh a)(‘oeriavwe/% awwV very
pationty fistens when | try 1o explain all my efforts o
discover the cause of Ghane's birth defects. After we go
over Iy hotes and  also oma{uw% review the Austin
American-Statesman hewspaper I've gmu%(’w(’ from L\DM@,
%L\e guggegtg a Way for me o become more orgm\nw? in iy
gwwol\. %L\e'g W@W aware of the oow«tfegg Foggi\oi?iﬁeg o be
explored when reviewing cavses of birth Jefects.

Dana w%agw that | start b\ﬁ fi%ﬁng iy (}owm? aLW
the krown medical conditions in Shane's history. Keeping
myself aware of aff kis unique fisabifities will hefp me stay
focused. She also recommends that | mglwc take 4 genetics
dass or even counse| with a genetios professor at TWW
after I've discovered mW | can on iy oW

Dana's goft—%‘aoby\ advice veminds me of her \omoeﬁtf
wature, There's o way that vorey and fear can changs
l\i%tvnz(. /Y‘m& rmf (}owm% is for mefw?ga and aww‘atow\oe.
TM’C (}ourm% is best udermlﬁw wiﬂx a m?m, Sihcere,
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mooa\aﬁv\g heart. With her wungagihg, I'm aw@ to mJZoLX and
become pV@‘tarmiMX o %‘tou& orgmnw(] ouw? rqu@otive. TIM%
\m%t WeeLaM(), | have witnessed that iy {M\i% is at
\omgmt g@‘tﬁhg afong (}ugt ﬁm. %L\am mw? Dm%& L\a\/(i/
J@V@PDFMV an Mmﬂng, serene Ir\om environment now
\ao]aufatw() with an ao%tiom? ‘Fowwi’(\ﬁ Man«\aar, %Mga.
’(V\ow(’w@e of %L\M\e'% birth Aefects MW 'orimmri?% \ariv\g
inorw&w? awareness of ways to move more %uooas&{uﬁ% into
‘tL\e ‘FWUM’?/.

%o Fio“ihg -tl\nmglr\ Wu& WX memories, l start JCL\ig Eigt mf
%L\amls wa?im? oovw()i’dom at \oirtL\ wi‘c‘o comiments about

ob\mgeg as he grew o? ev:

| /h’mfti'a{’a, red, sore fesions or scabs across the side of
%L\M\al% fmc’c cheek.

1. s [eft eye is very smafl and deformed mg?e%
sideways, with a white fifim covering afwost his entire eye.
Later it's determined that he is actually blind in that eye

and he is fitted with a %Jem( gl\ew.
5. Hi% Vmct arm and L%MV LWLV@ Some %WDW&V\, red /Agwﬁ—
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gMow? sores fike his cheek. He has trouble moving this arm,
which i ngW@r and weaker than L\ig rigL\t arm.

4 His feft hand has small stibs in place of three
missing fingers; onfy the thmb and opposing index finger
are fully formed

S. His [eft feg has more searring. It is shorter and
thinner than |M% riglr\‘t (’ag,- the ?moc fag a?%o M% a Ju\mﬁoo’c
that required [ong-term bracing. e has motor skills issues
with H\i% Yag.

b. When he is a fow months ofd, he starts Mv’mg
seizures that are somewhat controfled by medication and
have {essened as ke grows o/ fer.

T He often has emotiona] outhursts of anger that may
be caused \o\ﬁ ‘aaw\ or mfmtw? to lammfuf Jigagﬁw isShes.
Mother often tafked about Shane's bad tumiey aches.

3. He is slow at acquiring speech. 4s he grows ofer, it
is determined that he is a shw fearner and categorized as
mentally retarded at schoo|

1. ks he grows up, he still has %tmngﬂ\ issues, but
after L\ig Jub{oo’c [ ’crmtw?, and witL\ years of %oﬂxwlg
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o?mi?\& exercises, Iw, i oLW@ to WaJ(L arnd run but witL\ a
V\o‘tioaa\o{’e ?iM\o. %@ (]aoLg coordination wi‘tL\ L\i% arms but can

write L\is, name and %WF(]@ words with l\i% rigl\’c L\M\&V.

%mLmz H\i% Yi%’t makes me rmf‘lw aw that %lr\ma L\a%
L\M’ to a?m? with growing up and IM% %O‘UMLW% awoa]ath with
good humor at this stage of his [ife. Ty journey o discover
the cause of Share's birth defects has become more
realistic and much fess intimidating. Dana offers to join my
search and M(F% me examine information in a L\mftlr\% way,
rot owt of my usual 3ui?t or worry about proving my worth.

This journey of discovery wifl take some time if I'm 1o
examine every part of my &wvxi?lﬁ and my past. | intend +o
a)(\afom fl the resources at %Ya% Pﬂw% \Abmn& which can
lead me to somehow discover the source of iy brother's
Aisabilities and how they mgl\t affect my own future. While
| continue my search, |'m starting 1o reafize that | 4o really
care for iy \orotL\w more tL\m\ | ever tL\ouglr\’c \ao%iwa.

Kt this point in my oollege carcer, my experiences with
my music H\am\m& studies also mtmm?{’% reinforce the
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power of music 1o open one's souf and fill it with empathy. |
fee ooM\oeWwV o mefen{’% integrate my miusical passion
into my familly, my career, and my future. | start o imagine
the many  different types of songs | will sing and
instrments l wiW \0?4\&.

| think about %erting a %L\eet muSic wWaoﬁow of various
styles and tempos of music Then | think about starting a
eoffection of afl sorts of musical instruments from cymbals +o
fltes 1 xylophones 1o drums to share with my future
dients. | realize that, unfike the past now | easily wear a
big %mi{’a on iy face most of the Jcim—ealoaom% whenever
these future career dreams fill iy tL\ougL\Jc%.
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Blagg Huey Library
Texas Woman'’s University
Denton, TX

~ August 20, 1991~

Sitting at her usual spot at the far end of a long study table beside a never-
ending row of bookshelves, Stella poured over her worksheet for the Bachelor
of Science, music therapy major study courses, which detailed 133-145 hours
of study in required courses for credit toward her degree plan. Blagg Huey
Library was one of her favorite study hangouts. The shelves held over
500,000 books at her disposal for study both personal and academic.

Her personal study involved searching through volumes and volumes of
medical textbooks and periodicals, looking for any clues to solving the
mystery of her brother’s disabilities and in order to discover what his medical
future might include. Also, excelling in academia had always been a great
source of comfort that sustained Stella’s self-worth. Her recent years of stellar
academic success at Texas Woman’s University had pretty much fulfilled the
state core courses requirement, which totaled 42 hours of credit from her
communication, philosophy, American history, government, mathematics,

biology, creative arts (music and world cultures), and behavioral science
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classes, plus an elective class of music wellness.

In her music therapy track courses, she had already taken Music
Keyboard 1021, 1031, and 2061. Her love of piano made these courses seem
easy, and the courses were a source of pure enjoyment. She had already also
completed Music 3301, Guitar Class. She enrolled in at least one piano or
guitar class every semester and smiled as she thought of her favorite music
professor, Dr. Hadsell. Now she was ready to start working through her
remaining music major requirements, and she was anxious to get started on
her preferred choices. Stella had become progressively more confident of her
future career in music therapy, which, as time went by, was clearly becoming
an immense passion and source of fulfillment.

Stella’s remaining course choices included many advanced psychology,
biology, and music therapy courses: developmental psychology, abnormal
psychology, human biology, introduction to music therapy, music skills for
therapy and recreation, psychology of music, and advanced music therapy
practicum. And of course, the most important of all, music therapy internship
taken when all other coursework is satisfactorily completed.

MT internship was a six month, full-time work experience under the
direct supervision of a qualified music therapist. Stella already had attained
the proficiency requirements for two instruments, piano and guitar, which was
actually twice the level required before she could complete her practicum and
internship. Once she completed her undergraduate program, Stella would be
eligible to be certified by taking a board exam in music therapy through the
Certification Board for Music Therapists (CBMT).

However, at this moment, Stella also had an ulterior motive in searching
through the college handbook of courses offered. She circled BIOL 4013,
Human Genetics, and was delighted to find that the course was being offered
this semester. With Dana’s help and encouragement, Stella had created her

journal list of details concerning Shane’s lifetime of disabilities. She was
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ready to proceed with her journey to uncover the source of his disabilities and
to determine how they would affect their future lives. Did she have real
reason to fear having children who might have Shane’s handicaps? Would she
be able to fix relationship problems with Shane? She was on a journey to
discover the answer to why she felt so guilty about Shane’s last remark to her,
“You don't love me like my Mama did!”

As always, academia was a resource that calmed and settled Stella’s fears
and guilt. Through long hours of study in the library, Stella compiled a list of
categories that she researched whenever she had any free time from her
classes. After previously reading the Austin American Statesman newspaper
on unsafe chlordane levels in Town Lake, Stella realized that birth defects
might not be exclusively a result of genetic disorders that have the potential to
get passed on to any children Stella might have in the future. Dana helped her
put together categories of teratogenic (nongenetic) causes of birth defects—
Toxic Metals, Chemical Exposure, Radiation Exposure, Maternal Conditions,
and Fetal Virus Infections.

As Stella accumulated information and documented case histories on
possible sources for Shane’s birth defects, she added them to her categories.
She included lead and mercury poisoning under toxic metals; Toluene, PCBs,
and chlordane under chemical exposure; iodine deficiency, folic acid
deficiency, smoking, anti-nausea medication, and accutane medication under
maternal conditions; and the polio virus and syphilis under fetal virus
infections. Her collection of lists swelled with previously unknown symptoms
that never quite fully identified Shane’s situation.

Stella knew she would have to pursue a similar investigation into genetic
possibilities. These lists were even more extensive, often with multiple
similar characteristics shared by many genetic or inherited factors. She hoped
that eventually there would be a most probable scenario revealed by medical

textbooks available for her scrutiny. She was eager to begin BIOL 4013,
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Human Genetics, to focus on possible causes of Shane’s birth defects.

Stella was also developing a huge appreciation for the multitude of
parents who never had the cause and treatment of their child’s birth defect
clearly defined. Without a diagnosis, parents felt they lacked support or
knowledge to help their child, and they just struggled to find other similar
conditions that might offer a clue to possible treatment or a solution one tiny
step at a time. It fit the expression of impossibly trying to find “a needle in a
haystack.”

Even if her own personal search was not yet conclusive, she began to
realize that insights she gained from her own intellectual pursuit would help
her understand and appreciate future clients’ circumstances when she worked
with them through music therapy. She thoughtfully pondered her memory of
Shane, Harold, and herself playing their family rendition of “Don't Worry, Be
Happy.” Her first clarified insight at that moment was her increasing respect
for people with disabilities and their families who are struggling to have a
meaningful life. Living in a family with disabilities is a lifetime adjustment
that has to be considered, appreciated, and supported every day of one’s life.

Stella, however, was still hoping she would stumble upon some insight
into Shane’s disabilities. She had questioned her father sometime after the
death of her mother about Shane’s birth defects. Harold had simply shrugged
and with a sad expression on his face, similar to the face she remembers in
her night terror-memories.

“Doctors just told us Shane’s birth defects were possibly unrelated and at
the time of his birth undiagnosed. They told us to focus on immediately
treating his skin lesions, which were miserably painful but not life
threatening, then on trying to improve his clubfoot as much as possible. As he
grew up, we were to focus on therapy for muscular weakness and
coordination. They warned about blindness in his bad eye but never

mentioned the possibility of mental retardation. We pretty much had to
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discover things as time went by, like when his seizures started. Actually, your
mother always figured out better ways to treat him than the recommendations
that his doctors made at his checkups. It was most frustrating for Mony, but
she never gave up on Shane,” Harold replied forlornly.

Harold’s last sentence played over and over in Stella’s mind. Even as time
went by, whenever she tried to relax or fall to sleep, she often heard it replay
once again.

Stella’s genetic class turned out to be quite interesting. She had the gift of
an analytic mind which often allowed her to uniquely solve dilemmas of
undiagnosed birth defects, but her personal efforts to understand her own
brother’s condition continued to elude her. She realized that she had to learn a
whole foreign language of medical terms in order to be accurate in her search.
Medical terms for Shane’s conditions read like a litany of entries in the
national spelling bee: intrauterine growth retardation, microcephaly,
cicatricial bullous lesions with dermatomal distribution, hypertrophic scars,
limb and finger hypoplasia, neurological abnormalities, clubfoot, eye
abnormalities  (chorioretinitis and chorioretinal scarring or ocular
abnormalities such as cataracts or unilateral or bilateral microphthalmia),
gastrointestinal malformations, psychomotor retardation, mental retardation,
sympathetic nerve fiber abnormalities controlling involuntary functions, and
intermittent myoclonic seizures.

Along with her course textbooks for her Human Genetics course, she
researched books in the Blagg Huey Library with such titles as: Reproductive
Risks and Prenatal Diagnosis;, The Year Book of Neonatal and Perinatal
Medicine; Neonatal and Perinatal Medicine; Fetal And Neonatal Pathology,
Before We Are Born—Essentials Of Embryology And Birth Defects;
Environmental Causes Of Human Birth Defects; and Children with
Handicaps—A Medical Primer. Her eyes grew weary as she poured through

literally thousands of pages of medical textbooks.

231



Judy K Johnson

It seemed the more she poured through textbooks, the more she added
hundreds of pieces to the ever-growing jigsaw puzzle she was trying to solve.
She felt defeated in her quest. She hadn't been able to determine with any
certainty the real cause of Shane’s birth defects. She greatly feared she would
never know the real truth. Slowly, by the end of the semester, she came to the
same resolution as Harold. Even if they never knew the origin of Shane’s
birth defects they still had to continue to search out the best support for him
as his life continued.

Stella became more clearly focused in supporting her family for the
future. For her, the primary source of resolving her personal problems was
her increasing music therapy skills coupled with her expanding ability to
reach out with feeling of empathy to those engulfed and struggling in a world

of disabilities.
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Margo Jones Performance Hall
Texas Woman'’s University
Denton, Texas

~ November 12, 1993~

They chose to sit in the second-floor balcony, which contained seating for
300 of the nearly 1,100 attendees at the Fall Senior Recital. It was expected to
be a full house. Harold and Shane arrived early (leaving Sunset Valley before
noon that day) so that Shane would have plenty of time to look all around and
have time to relax in his surroundings. Harold guided Shane to the first row of

the balcony so that they could look down over the railing and closely observe

the entire auditorium below them.

Shane wasn't quite sure if he even wanted to go and visit his sister, but
he'd never been to such an elaborate performance theater. Harold, who had
described it to Shane on their drive to Denton, suggested it would be amazing,.
True to his character, Shane was mesmerized looking at all the details of the
distant stage below. Harold had advised Shane to carry along his old but
favorite June 1991 Sesame Street magazine, which was neatly folded
vertically and stuffed into his back pocket. The cover showed Bert asking the

question, “Who can you be?” and Ernie answering, “Let your imagination
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fly!” The magazine was a backup plan to divert Shane’s attention should he
became restless. Shane had matured gradually into a more socially acceptable
young man. He learned skills to handle his frustration, growing into a
reserved, polite teenager though he seldom spoke in public. He was always
curious about his surroundings, even though his reading capability remained
at a third-grade level.

Actually, the magazine wasn't necessary to preoccupy Shane, who eagerly
looked all about the auditorium and among all the people attending. Harold
looked carefully through his program, which on the back page highlighted
facts about the facility. Artists such as John Phillip Sousa, Isaac Stern,
Vladimir Horowitz, Lily Pons, Robert Frost, Yehudi Menuhin, and others had
come to Texas Woman’s University to perform there. In 1987, the Hall had
been closed for a $3.5 million renovation that was completed in April 1990.
Renovated features of the Hall included new lighting, motorized rigging, new
sound systems, and a stage floor constructed on a cushioned rubber mounting.
This information was quite interesting, but Harold was searching for
something else as he turned to the center section of his program where his
eyes tracked downward through the long list of performers.

In the dozen recital performances listed in the program, Harold was
pleased to see Stella was listed twice, which meant to him that she must be
considered quite accomplished if she had been chosen to play in two separate
musical performances in the recital. He had promised Shane that they would
meet up with Stella today but had kept her participation in the performances a
secret.

The large stage below was set up for the first performance, a quartet.
Shane commented on the huge concert harp already located at center stage.
Harold told Shane that it sounded a little bit like his own Omnichord. The
auditorium seemed completely filled with eager audience members. Then the

lights lowered for a moment, and the auditorium became completely quiet.
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Shane sat up straight and paid attention to what began unfolding on stage.
Four students entered from backstage and took their place before the crowd.
Three carried instruments, a violin, an oboe, and a bass cello. Shane was
mesmerized and eager to hear what sounds these instruments would make. He
had inherited his father’s obvious love for music.

The auditorium’s excellent acoustics and sound system quality was
amazing. The quartet started off with the softest pianissimo of running playful
notes, but Harold and Shane could hear every minute detail of the musical
score. The music sifted from playful to intense with the cello’s bow being
pulled slowly and sternly across the strings of the cello creating fortissimo
moody melody. The harpist’s fingers ran from the short high strings to the
long low strings flowing in circular patterns across the harp. The oboe kept
rhythm with steady low and intermediate tones often punctuated with
secondary runs throughout the score of music. Shane was quite curious about
the combination of sounds flowing from these unusual instruments. Even in
the dim lighting, Harold observed his son connect to the tempo and emotion
flowing from the quartet.

The applause reverberated in the auditorium as the lights came up and the
musicians took several bows on stage. Shane clapped with enthusiasm with
everyone else until once again, a moment later the lights dimmed, signaling
the audience to wait in silence for the second performance. Harold was
eagerly leaning forward watching stagehands roll performance platforms
containing two large concert grand pianos on stage. The program listed them
as a Bosendorfer and a Steinway concert grand piano. However, what really
caught Harold’s attention were the names of the student performers, Stella
Harmony Walker and Dana Stevens. Shane was already peering at the
placement of the two large grand pianos on stage. They were staged so that
the two performers were looking straight at one other. The curved arches of

the piano bodies seemed to fit together like puzzle pieces. From the balcony,
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Shane could see the long piano strings exposed beneath the raised lids. Harold
whispered to Shane to notice the student performers now walking across the
stage.

Shane’s mouth dropped open, and without thinking, he stood in
excitement and pointed down toward his sister when she walked across the
stage. Harold reached out to tap his son’s elbow to get his attention and
advise him that he should remain seated and listen carefully to the music
Stella was about to perform. Harold and Shane leaned together with shoulders
touching and waited for Stella to begin.

The musical piano duet was breathtaking. It seemed at times as if an
entire orchestra was playing while at others, a single note hung in the air. The
tempo started slow and meandered through calm musical passages then
jumped into quick, playful staccato movements. During one beautiful section,
the music seemed almost like a lullaby. Shane and Harold looked at each
other in disbelief. It was Mony’s lullaby woven into the duet. Within minutes,
Dana’s family, seated in ground level first row seats, experienced a similar
reaction as the composition presented a section of Darla’s own creation.

The program listed this music as an original number composed by Stella
and Dana for their music major requirements. The mood of the music led the
audience on to yet another section of resounding joyful and grand melody.
The audience could see that at times, the performance was supported by just
one of the students, and at other times, both students moved in conjunction
with one another so that it was impossible to differentiate between the two
musicians. The sound of the concert grand pianos kept the entire audience
enthralled with the development of the varying moods of their symphony.

There was not one split second between the end of the piano duet and the
onset of applause, which was instantly deafening. The two students grinned
with pleasure at each other as they approached the center of the stage and

hugged before they bowed to the audience’s standing ovation. In the balcony,
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Shane was shouting out his sister’s name and Harold’s heart burst with pride
and joy at Stella’s performance. This time, Shane could shout without
restraint because the rest of the audience and Harold were cheering as well.

Finally, the lights dimmed again. Harold and Shane sat down, as did the
rest of the audience. The rest of the program continued featuring several
musical performances that were all amazing. They ranged from improvised
jazz to short, intense Beethoven motifs. Since each performance was vastly
different from the one before, Shane stayed interested throughout the recital.
Harold suggested to him that he might see his sister one more time on the
stage, so Shane closely watched all the student performers as they entered the
stage.

The final performance was listed as a vocal performance self-
accompanied by acoustic guitar and vocally assisted in duet. The program
listing read “Stella Harmony Walker to be joined by Dana Stevens.” As Stella
entered the stage, Harold’s eyes instantly filled with tears. Stella, usually
known for wearing drab, colorless outfits was wearing Mony’s vibrant,
radiantly colorful bohemian wedding skirt with the peasant blouse and
carrying Harold’s Stella Harmony acoustic guitar for which his daughter was
named. Looking down from the balcony, he could see the psychedelic orange
daisies on the guitar strap just as Mony had noticed them back at Woodstock
when they first met. Harold felt his heart skip a beat and knew that Mony
must be looking down from heaven in delight, just as he was looking down
from the balcony.

Stella’s guitar performance was a medley of folk tunes from the last three
decades. Harold recalled that many of them he had played himself for Mony
and Stella years ago. Stella started her medley of songs alone on the stage.
The final section of her performance featured “Love Can Build a Bridge,”
which had been recorded the previous year by The Judd’s family duo and had

become a Top 5 country hit. As she progressed to the closing duet section,
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Dana entered from side stage. She joined her voice with Stella’s in an
audience-pleasing duet on the chorus. Holding hands, they sang the last verse
acapella, and then Stella strummed her guitar as they sang the final chorus
together. Harold was sure that he was hearing his daughter sing from the
depths of her soul. The lyrics emphatically proclaimed that it was time to
stand together, and that, with love, the heart’s desires can be accomplished.
Harold hoped that Stella was prophesying the future of his family.

The last chorus was not even over before the audience rose to their feet
without hesitation feeling pure, intense, love as Stella played and sang with
Dana. The audience swayed in unison until the recital’s final performance
completed. When it ended, they clapped and cheered. Harold realized how far
his daughter had come in the two decades since hearing him sing his final
heartbreaking song, “Bridge Over Troubled Water” until now at her first
public performance of this medley of songs.

As the clapping and cheering continued, he smiled and reached up to
touch Mony’s Happy Buddha beads that he always wore unseen under his
shirt collar to remember and honor her in joy. As he and Shane looked down
to the stage below, all the student performers reassembled on the stage for
final bows. After the final applause ended, he and Shane hurried down the
stairs to meet Stella at their predesignated meeting place, the entrance to the
Little Chapel-in-the-Woods on campus. They stopped at their vehicle in the
parking lot only long enough to retrieve a bouquet of pink daisies brought to
congratulate Stella on her recital performance.

As they waited, Shane, on the lookout for his sister, suddenly raised his
hand and pointed. Harold noticed Stella and Dana with their arms wrapped
around each other approaching with what appeared to be her parents and
sister. The sister moved forward in a wheelchair in front of them as they all
quickly headed toward the chapel. What caught Harold’s immediate attention

was that Stella was laughing loudly without concern for any attention they
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were getting from bystanders. His withdrawn, cautious daughter seemed to
have come out of her shell even when it involved being in public with
someone in a wheelchair.

After introductions, Stella wanted to show Harold the stained-glass
windows in the Little Chapel-in-the-Woods. She held his hand as she led him
to the very last panel that portrayed women ministering to human needs
through various musical endeavors. At night, the window was lighted by a
small spotlight aimed at the intense, deeply colored glass, causing the
depicted scene to appear as if it sparkled with diamonds. The tears peeking at
the corners of Stella’s eyes appeared to sparkle with the same intensity.

“Daddy, this will always be a very special place for me. This is the very
spot where I realized that music was a gift that could be shared with others to
provide blessings to them, as well as, to myself. That started me thinking
about a career in music therapy,” Stella shared to a smiling, yet thoughtful
Harold. “Now that I've nearly completed my studies, I feel an even greater
commitment to be of service to those struggling with disabilities or special
needs.”

Harold had been so amazed over Stella’s awe-inspiring performance in
the music recital, but now he was about to explode with parental pride. Stella
had found her own strength in music and now showed her determination to
share this strength with those who could really benefit from her gift of music.

“Stella, sweetheart, you make me so proud and happy. You are the best
daughter anyone could ever hope to have,” Harold whispered in Stella's ear.

Stella witnessed the pride that Harold felt by observing his loving gaze
toward her. She went on to explain further, “Daddy, you know how much my
life changed when I started playing music on my second-hand piano in the
sunroom. Thanks to you and Mother, when I learned to express my feelings
through music, it changed my whole outlook on life.”

Stella glanced over toward Shane and then back at Harold who
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understood the meaning of her glance. He nodded his head in agreement.
Music had an epic influence on his heart as well.

“Now that I'm studying the therapeutic approach used in music therapy,”
Stella continued, “I have learned that music can transform and heal those with
special needs. I feel so grateful that my heart has been healed through music
and I want to be able to help heal others as well. I am beginning to understand
the role of empathy in my life. By opening up my heart to love others, I can
appreciate their precious souls. This really seems to fill my life with amazing
blessings.”

Glistening diamond tears sparkled on many of the cheeks of those
standing near witnessing Stella express her commitment to music therapy.
Shane expressed his own unexpected appreciation for the beautiful, glowing,
stained-glass windows by waving his hand through the spotlight beams to
create whirling shadows dancing across the stained glass. This Little Chapel-
in-the-Woods would be well remembered by the entire Walker family.

Harold hugged Stella tightly for a long time. His hand lovingly stroked
her shoulder, touching the soft fabric of her peasant blouse which he had last
seen worn by Mony. Stella, reading her father’s mind, squeezed his shoulders
tightly before she leaned forward and lifted the hem of her skirt just high
enough for him to see the turquoise leather, braided daisy- and ivy-
embroidered western boots beneath. The tall cowgirl boot shafts still revealed
soft, well-oiled new leather attractively conforming to Stella’s slender legs.
Harold’s heart glowed warmly in his chest, and a smile beamed on his face.

The two families decided to go out to celebrate the evening by enjoying
barbeque at their favorite Prairie House Restaurant. Shane was intrigued by
Darla’s skillful wheelchair handling; as she raced ahead of everyone, he, quite
unbalanced, skipped along behind her to observe her maneuvers (both quite
unconcerned by the stares of onlookers). Harold felt his heart sigh in peace.

He and Stella walked arm in arm behind Dana and her parents. Stella talked
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non-stop about her career in music therapy.

During all the conversation at their barbeque feast, Dana and Stella
promised each other that they would always stay in touch when they moved
on with their lives after graduation. Harold felt satisfied that Mony was
looking down on them with a smile on her face. His family was healing and
moving forward, finding support from a family with similar circumstances.
Darla and Shane sat side by side talking and laughing during their meal, even
enjoying apple cobbler and ice cream (without huckleberry sauce) for dessert.
Life was getting easier and happier. Later, as Harold and Shane said good
night to Stella before they headed back to Sunset Valley, Shane pulled on
Stella’s arm and without hesitation remarked, “You look pretty, just like
Mama.”

What a monumental event this had been!
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Austin State Hospital
4110 Guadalupe Street
Austin, Texas

~June 1, 1994~

Stella was still running nonstop. When she went off to college, she'd been
running away from home to start her own individual life. That had changed.
She had evolved and was now embracing the community of those with
special needs. However, she was still running just as hard as always, she was
no longer running to escape something; instead she was running toward the
finish line in her attempt to acquire her degree in music therapy. She had not
taken a break from her studies since she started.

Her course load was always well above the required hours. Her life had
always centered on proving herself intellectually. She was now also eager to
learn as much as she could about proven music therapy methods to transform
clients who had special needs. In a great state of optimism, she had arrived at
the point in her studies where an internship was required. The internship
would allow her to direct her energies toward her degree, but also allow her a
brief sabbatical from the classroom in order to provide a challenging

experience in the real world.
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The Austin State Hospital (ASH) facilities, formerly the old Texas State
Lunatic Asylum, resided in the third oldest standing public building in Texas.
Located in the lush countryside north of Austin, the hospital, built in 1861,
stood as a beacon of hope and tolerance for the treatment of mental illness.

During the seventeenth and early eighteenth century, the asylum
movement in the United States and Europe reflected the belief that people
with mental ailments could regain their sanity in an idealized environment
free from the stress of everyday life. Asylums intended to provide a healthy
diet, exercise, fresh air, adequate rest, a strict daily routine, social contact, and
a kind but firm approach. This humanitarian philosophy replaced earlier
Draconian theories that suggested that mental illness stemmed from demonic
possession and that prescribed treatments such as flogging and cold water to
drive out the demons.

The lunatic asylum offered patients the most modern treatments of the
time, including art, music, and recreational therapy. It provided state-of-the-
art medical care, such as psychiatric drugs, hydrotherapy, electroconvulsive
shock treatment, or on rare occasions, surgical lobotomy.

The asylum functioned as a self-supporting village with artesian wells,
gardens, a dairy, an ice factory, and a sewing/tailor shop. Those historic
structures were eventually destroyed by fire or demolished to make way for
newer buildings. Early residents of Austin’s nearby Hyde Park were drawn to
the expansive, landscaped asylum grounds, taking carriage rides on the 700
acres of graveled drives and enjoying picnics under the live oak trees and
along the banks of lily ponds. Children explored the Japanese-style gardens
and paddled small boats to the tiny islands dotting the large lake on the
southeastern corner of the property.

While a sense of timelessness pervaded the beautiful fenced grounds, the
hospital nonetheless felt the impact of the passing years. So many attendants

fell ill or fled with fear during the devastating 1918 influenza epidemic that
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patients had to run the wards. World War II brought personnel and food
shortages. Racial integration began in 1958, ending the practice of separating
black patients into inferior quarters. The new emphasis on personal freedom
championed by the civil rights movement helped fuel the community care
movement, eventually emptying the beds of the Austin State Hospital and
other institutions.

In 1968, the average daily census comprised 3,313 patients. With
decentralization and services transferred to county community health centers
around the state, in 1992-93, patients had decreased to 450, and Mental
Health Mental Retardation Service (MHMR) centers across the state served
9,000. The ASH mission was “partnering to find solutions toward wellness.”

The population of inpatients whom interns were assigned to ranged in age
from infants and children to mature seniors, with diagnoses that included
schizophrenia, major depression, Alzheimer’s/dementia, behavior disorder,
developmentally disabled, hearing impaired, mental health, physically
disabled, and substance abuse. Along with music therapy, other effective
therapeutic  modalities included recreation therapy, art therapy,
dance/movement education, special education programs, and psychiatric
substance abuse disorder classes—all with a goal of establishing maximum
independence for community living and patient reintegration into community
living.

Needless to say, this facility, with all its history, seemed an unusual
choice for Stella’s music therapy internship, but it was based entirely on the
premise that she could live at home during her six-month competency
training. She was yearning to reconnect with her family’s reality in a positive
way. She wasn't, however, expecting any insightful, stunning revelation that
might reveal answers to her deep-seated life questions.

During her internship at the Inpatient Psychiatric Unit at ASH, Stella

would be supervised by two music therapists with extensive psychiatric music
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therapy experience and professional level music skills. Her internship would
begin with an orientation to training and competency and observations of
music therapy and other therapeutic disciplines such as art therapy,
dance/movement therapy, and recreation therapy. Under guidance of the
Internship Director and Clinical Supervisors, Stella would collaborate on, co-
lead, and lead sessions as well as provide one-on-one referral services in
music therapy.

Stella would be expected to maintain a work schedule similar to the
regular staff schedule of the Education/Rehabilitation Department, working
from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. Monday through Friday. Stella also was required to
work one evening shift and a Saturday shift once a month to mirror the
schedule of the Internship Director. She would work within populations of
infants, children, preteens, teens, young adults, adults, mature adults, and
seniors. Stella felt that having an opportunity to relate her music therapy skills
to such a huge community would make or break her budding passion.

Filled with a nervous anticipation about her summer internship duties and
her six-month reunion with her family, Stella packed up her bags, including
her collection of thoughtfully chosen musical instruments and her beloved
Stella Harmony acoustic guitar, once more into her old, roomy, beloved
station wagon and headed south back home to Sunset Valley.

Stella’s first week as a music therapy intern flew by quickly during her
orientation in Adult Psychiatric Services (APS), which included people
diagnosed with schizophrenia, bipolar disorder, and major depression who
resided in seven acute units and had an average length stay of 20 days or less.
The following week she was orientated in the Specialty Services (SS) unit of
adults, who had issues like chronic psychiatric symptoms, geriatrics,
deafness/hearing impairments, blindness/visual impairments, developmental
disabilities, and traumatic brain injuries. Her last week of orientation centered

on her favorite field—child and adolescent psychiatric services (CAPS)—
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which provided treatment and therapy to children diagnosed with mood
disorders, psychotic disorders, post-traumatic stress disorders, attention
deficit/hyperactive disorders, autism disorders, mental retardation disorders,
impulse control disorders, and other behavioral disorders. During all the
weeks of orientation, Stella observed under the guidance of the Internship
Director and clinical supervisors how music therapy actually was applied to
so many various situations within ASH. Soon she was co-leading,
collaborating, and even leading group sessions or one-on-one sessions. Stella
worked long hours but soon discovered that her tiredness was compensated
by such a successful feeling of making a difference by utilizing her
musicianship and creativity.

Her first directing assignment was in the CAPS department leading group
music therapy sessions with a group of 6- to 8-year-old hyperactive, learning-
disabled children under the guidance of Raymond Baldwin, her CAPS
adviser, who observed all her music therapy sessions, advised her in moments
of indecision, and counseled her during appraisal sessions in his office. Her
goal was to engage the children in interactive play and to develop intimacy
and cohesion within the group so that they became more adept in interacting
with their piers. Her instruments, props, and songs served to encourage and
control their actions and feelings. Her goal was to provide a framework for
anticipating and planning group interactions and to evaluate individual
progress. Her categories for evaluation included four dimensions: interaction,
leadership, rule following, and development of feelings of achievement. She
compiled histories and participation notes on all the children in her group,

which are as follows:

Child #1 (Amy) had attended a special needs preschool and then
entered a classroom completely dependent on a special aide in order

to complete any assigned class tasks. She had no reading skills and
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an obvious expressive and receptive language disability so severe
that auditory aphasia was being considered as a diagnosis. Amy
learned visually. She had motor skills disabilities that were apparent

as she shuffled around the therapy room.

Child #2 (Danny) had a history of depression and low self-esteem.

His interactions showed he had ability and confidence musically.

Child #3 (Mary) was moody and sulked a lot. Because of her lack of
boundaries, she felt threatened by others in the group. Her voice was

often raised in complaint.

Child #4 (Sam) was dependent and passive and had been encouraged
by his parents to be that way. He was medicated with Phenobarbital,
which slowed down his physical movements. He was not able to
verbalize his feelings, which often led to violent outbursts. He was

overweight and lacked physical flexibility.

Child #5 (Steven) came to the group after being hospitalized for
depression and suicidal expressions. He was on anti-depression
medication. He was very intelligent and quickly was recognized as
having the highest academic ability in the group. He read at a level

two years above his age group.

Stella had hour-long music therapy sessions with this group three times a

week. The music room, though small, contained numerous musical

instruments, including an upright piano in the corner. Her adviser Raymond

Baldwin was always in attendance at the sessions. He often shared his

expertise on issues like managing explosive behaviors and approved of
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Stella’s “time-outs” for negative reactions and “class acknowledgment” for
positive behavior. Stella was also required to hold individual counseling and
family counseling, which were also monitored by her supervisors. Needless to
say, Stella was a very, very busy intern.

During group sessions, Stella needed to reorient the children toward group
awareness, intimacy, bonding, and cooperation and address problems of ego
support and ego defense. The goal was for the children to build trust in each
other and to stimulate self-expression, peer acceptance, and self confidence
individually.

One day, Stella had her group calmly seated in a circle when Raymond
entered the room with his own vintage guitar strapped across his back. Taking
a place in the circle, he swung the guitar around to his lap and Stella noticed a
well-faded artisan painting of a white dove on the red background of the face
of his guitar. Instantly, she recognized the outline of the dove as the same
image Mony had drawn for Stella to color so many, many times in the past.
Amazed, she found herself smiling and then blushing as she caught herself
staring at his guitar.

Reminding herself to get back to her planned session, Stella casually
started by singing a song she had improvised that used the children’s names in
a thyming chorus. It was intended to identify and acknowledge all the
children in the group, but the song ended prematurely when Danny objected
to hearing his own name, got up, and left the circle. He simply did not have
enough self-confidence to identify with a group. Sam’s name brought teasing
from the other children about his size. Fear and anxiety spread throughout the
entire group as they ran haphazardly throughout the room. Steven raced to
Raymond and stood behind him, afraid of the reactions of the rest of the
group.

Stella instantly understood that this group was not ready for sharing.

Stella carefully coaxed the children back to the circle. Much to her relief,
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Raymond started fingerpicking the “La-Ti-Da” song, a lively, friendly, silly
song that Stella instantly recognized as being the first song she had ever heard
Marcia Ball play at the Willie Nelson concert so many years earlier. It
brought back her own feelings of bouncing joy, which were ideal for
encouraging the anxious children to cautiously smile and then even laugh.

When Raymond finished the final verse on his guitar, Stella was ready to
take charge of the music therapy session by singing her own song that she had
composed at college, “My Billy Bunny.” She moved around the room,
smiling as she sang, even though she did not look directly into the face of any
of the children, who then seemed to relax and begin to laugh at the silly antics
of the bunny in her song. Stella realized that this song did not require
interaction, and it gave the group a chance to start to trust her. As she
continued to improvise new verses, she handed out paper and colors to the
kids, who began to draw their versions of their own make-believe bunny.

After this first session ended, Raymond stayed behind while attendants
ushered the children back to a waiting room filled with their parents. Stella
apologized for starting the class off badly; she admitted she had lots to learn
from her internship. Raymond smiled and reassured her that he had had
similar experiences when he first started out just a few years earlier. He was
sure she would catch on quickly.

Shyly blushing again, Stella admired the painted dove on his guitar.
Grinning easily, he admitted his guitar was a hand-me-down from his father,
who had actually taken him (at the tender age of 4) and his mother to the
Woodstock Festival in 1969. He wished he could remember more details
about Woodstock, but his memories were sketchy at best. One thing he did
remember was a puppet theater set up on the free stage to amuse the kids. He
remembered lots of nervous amateur singers performing on the free stage.
Raymond commented that his hand-me-down guitar seemed to get better with

age, and he wouldn't trade it for anything. Stella grinned, nodding her head in
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agreement. She noticed her cheeks felt slightly warm as she identified with
her own precious guitar’s family history.

Within a few weeks, the children in Stella’s music therapy group were no
longer avoiding contact but were showing confidence in their participation in
the group. Stella planned songs that included rules for taking turns and self
control. She introduced creativity by helping the children design their own
musical instruments like kazoos, drums, and wind chimes. The children were
soon allowed more control and free expression over their choices of music.

Eventually, the children began to use the group session to try out new
group behaviors. Some were ready to risk taking a chance at becoming a
leader. Even when one child was not able to play by the rules, the whole
group would not fall apart. The children wanted others to know them and
began to show intimate feelings through their playing of instruments and
through their comments to other children. The children were eventually urged
to make rules for the group, to be leaders, and to share their ideas with each
other. Raymond was well pleased with Stella’s initiative and progress with the
group.

A favorite activity for the group was Stella’s “Boom-Boom™ song and
dance, which encouraged movement and self expression. The children got to
take turns choosing various outrageous hats. Stella played her guitar and
created different verses with different moods that the children were allowed to
interpret. Each child got his chance at his own verse. Stella, watching the
expressions of the child, interpreted the correct music style to accompany
each dance. The chorus was always the same “Boom-Boom” and helped
refocus the group.

It was apparent to Stella that each child used the song to interpret his or
her own feelings. Amy wore a cowboy hat and showed that she could dance
backwards. Sam didn't want to take a turn at first, fearing that he might be

ridiculed for being fat, but on his second turn, he put on an army hat and
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marched in and out of the circle, which earned a few positive comments from
the rest of the group. Danny refused to dance but drummed his own
accompaniment throughout the song, bouncing in rthythm to his drum playing.
Mary chose to wear the rabbit ears and hop around each child in the group.
Steven put on the feathered clown hat and did somersaults in and out of the
circle while all the children laughed with him. Each child seemed to discover
something new about him or herself and was supported in that expression by
the music and the group.

Three months later at the end of her CAPS group, the children enjoyed a
number of games that required cooperation, interaction, and skill. Music kept
the action going and to bonded the group together while lessening the anxiety
some still displayed. The group even created a drama about the song “Old
McDonald Had a Farm” which was a highpoint in their cooperation with one
another. Each child chose a part and danced the action using props they
designed. Even though there were a few arguments about how the farm
animals would act out in the play, they were able to negotiate a solution that
pleased everyone. Each child was able to try out new behaviors during the
play and enjoyed new feelings of self-worth and self-expression.

Stella felt proud of the improvements of the children. She also thoroughly
enjoyed the recordkeeping involved with her internship and felt her
communication with the parents was very rewarding and offered hope that all
the children might improve their individual situations. Her adviser, Raymond,
had nothing but good comments on her performance review for his
department.

The final month of her internship involved Stella’s participation in
another area of Austin State Hospital, the Special Services (SS) unit. As with
the CAPS group, Stella observed client sessions for several days with another
very experienced supervisor before she was assigned to a case. Her previous

success with the children had thoroughly impressed her supervisors, and they
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felt she was ready for the more challenging test of dealing with an older
patient’s chronic issues. Consequently, Stella observed several such sessions
while she provided notes and documentation for patient files.

Days into this training, as Stella sat at a table with her supervisor in the
assigned session room, she found herself staring in disbelief as a man who
appeared to be about forty entered the room for his music therapy session.

As instructed by her supervisor, Stella had carefully reviewed the current
plan of care portion of the patient medical file for Frankie Williams before
she observed this session. However, upon seeing Frankie, she immediately
reopened the large file covering his entire life at ASH and quickly, yet
intensely, searched through additional sections of family history, patient
medical history, initial symptoms, and then hastily turned to the form that
listed the original diagnosis at birth. Her supervisor, noticing Stella’s intense
review of the whole medical file, momentarily engaged in pleasant talk with
the patient’s attendant. Stella sadly noted that Frankie had been given up to
the state by his mother at birth on October 12, 1953. Since that time, Frankie
had been a ward of the state, living at ASH even in spite of its current
decentralization policy. He had only attended educational classes at ASH
because of extreme mental retardation.

As Stella cautiously looked up from the medical file, it felt like everything
began moving in extreme slow motion. For what seemed like an eternity,
Stella stared at an old, faded zigzag scar etched across Frankie’s face and at
others that lined his arms. One arm was shorter and lacked any muscle tone.

Stella’s gaze moved downward studying Frankie’s hand, permanently
clenched in a relentless, tight fist that he was unable to relax. She could hear
and feel him slowly, loudly pounding his grossly misshapen foot in frustration
against the leg of the table where they all sat together.

Finally, Stella’s disbelieving eyes rested on his tiny, misshapen left eye,

which showed hideous deformity and an obvious cataract. She was unable to
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look away. Apparently irritated that Stella seemed to be staring at him,
Frankie angrily stood up; his bad eye rolled backwards in its socket as his
eyelid pinched shut—thus ending Stella’s slow-motion review.

Frankie hastily stomped with a pronounced, painful limp to the closed
door of the session room. He loudly banged his strong arm solidly against the
doorframe, letting out an outrageous, animal-like sound and shaking his head
in extreme agitation while turning and kicking his strong leg toward the table
where Stella sat.

Tripping as he stumbled over his malformed foot, he fell to the floor and
rolled himself up into a fetal position. This loud, threatening outburst was just
as intensely terrifying to Stella as her first experience of seeing her baby
brother, Shane. Thankfully, her supervisors, quite familiar with Frankie’s
behavior issues, approached him with soothing voices and eventually coaxed
him back into his chair.

By this time Stella, applying all her powers of self control, had composed
herself; she became more professionally presentable to Frankie and put a
soothing smile on her face. Unseen beneath the tabletop, her own legs
trembled in sheer panic.

Instinctively, Stella cautiously reached for the autoharp she had earlier
placed on the center of the table. Careful not to reveal her fright to this wild
creature seated across the table, she took a long, deep breath and tried to
compose herself.

Wanting to express peacefulness and sincerity, she casually started
playing a familiar three-chord introduction for the song she had learned from
Mony, Shane’s lullaby. She softly hummed like Mony always had, in a low,
calm voice with a slow, soothing tempo.

To calm her own anxieties, Stella imagined Mony rocking and humming
this lullaby to her baby brother. As Stella tried to channel the feelings of love

and compassion that were always in Mony’s heart, the walls of the therapy
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room seemed to fade away. Stella felt surrounded by the warm glow of her
mother’s love. She could feel passion ignite and arise from within her as if
Mony’s soul were actually accompanying her. The never-before-heard lyrics
for Shane’s lullaby rose from deep with Stella’s soul. In this moment, as
chaos surrounded Frankie, it was as if Mony provided nurturing words to
express profound empathy as Stella sang them for the very first time. These

lyrics would be forever etched upon Stella’s heart.

As you cry out to me dear, darling child,
I'll kiss all your tears away soon, by and by.
Feel my devotion now and forever.

I feel your heartbeat, I hear your soul sing.

As I embrace you my dear, darling child,
Hugs and sweet kisses with my lullabies.
Together forever, with unending love,

To me you're so precious, now hear my soul sing.

Frankie’s breathing eventually slowed. He stopped clinching his eyelids
shut and eventually started hugging himself, slowing rocking back and forth
in his chair. Stella observed Frankie’s bushy dark brows droop downward as
tears from both his bad, cataract-covered, tiny, misshapen unseeing eye and
his good, handsomely speckled, deep chestnut-brown eye flowed down his
puffy cheeks.

Finally, though still weeping, Frankie no longer seemed agitated or
showed any more tendency for violence. He leaned forward, resting his

forehead on the table. Stella noticed his thick, wavy, dark chocolate hair was

254



Hear My Soul Sing

already showing strands of graying hair from all the stress he must have been
exposed to over the course of his life..

Frankie’s attendant placed her hand on his back and slowly stroked his
tensely bowed back and shoulders. Eventually, she commented that his
muscles were beginning to relax. Stella continued singing her lullaby three
times in succession, then she immediately progressed to her second song in a
slower than normal tempo, “Don't Worry, Be Happy.”

The chorus included whistling, which Stella did in a soft, cheerful,
carefree sound. She sang all the verses of the song, then started all over again
because Frankie finally, slowly lifted his head. There was a soft smile on his
face, which reappeared whenever the whistle chorus repeated. Stella picked
up the tempo of the song and saw that Frankie smiled again.

Frankie didn't often speak because of his extreme mental retardation and
lack of meaningful vocabulary, but his attendant and also Stella’s supervisor,
both very familiar with Frankie’s case, knew that he was more relaxed then he
had been in months. He didn't react well to meeting new people, and they had
expected him to become quite agitated or even aggressive upon meeting
Stella.

In their opinions, this session successfully created a quite favorable
impression of Stella’s apparently instinctual ability for implementing
effective responses and for redirecting hostile emotions of such an agitated,
potentially violent patient. Her choice of a soothing lullaby had miraculously
calmed this irate, defensive 40-year-old man.

After the session was over, Stella was mentally, physically, and
emotionally exhausted, still in shock over the events of the past hour. With
her supervisor’s approval, she excused herself to a study room in order to
write up the results of this eventful music therapy session. There, Stella pored
over Frankie’s medical file word by word.

Her gaze nervously jumped from section to section throughout the entire
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medical report of Frankie Williams, forward and back, until all the hundreds
of puzzle pieces at last fit together. First, she reviewed the list of clinical
features of malformations noted at birth: intrauterine growth retardation; skin
abnormalities consisting of thickened, hypertrophic cicatrix scar tissue,
surrounding skin abnormally indurate, red and inflamed erythema appearing
on face, arms, and legs; left side malformed, hypoplastic and abnormally
shortened reduction deformities of arm and leg; incomplete development of
left hand with fingers clutched; left-side clubfoot; head microcephaly;
cataract of left eye; unilateral microphthalmia; inflammation and scarring of
eye membranes (chorioretinitis and shorioretinal scarring); and
gastrointestinal malformation resulting in difficult, painful digestion.

New developmental medical problems were added at various stages of
Frankie’s life, including extreme mental retardation, seizures, and hyperactive
disorder or possible impulse control disorder. Stella reviewed the entire
treatment phase of Frankie’s medical problems based primarily on drug
treatments that were evaluated as being only slightly effective for his
situation. Within the last ten years, Frankie seemed to have only partially
benefited from various therapies. His clubfoot, initially treated with surgical
techniques, appeared at first to be effectively healing, but over time, it
permanently twisted into an unnatural angle, resulting in an obvious limp
with significant pain while walking.

Then Stella returned to the familial history of Frankie’s medical file.
Frankie’s mother was herself a runaway juvenile, only 15 years old when she
gave birth to Frankie. She was horrified by the birth defects of her new baby
boy—even after receiving counseling (as noted in the records)}—and because
she had no means to even support herself, she immediately gave him up to the
care of the state and returned home to her parents.

Authorities placed Frankie under the care of Austin State Hospital, where

he had lived his entire life. The history on Frankie’s mother revealed that she
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had an isolated, rural upbringing and had no memory of any family medical
crisis in her short life prior to Frankie’s birth. She had no recollection of
anyone in either of her parents’ families having any kind of birth defect, let
alone any of the symptoms in Frankie’s birth. She had been attending her
local high school when she discovered she was pregnant. She could not state
the actual date of conception.

There were only brief notes on the health background of the mother. The
only illnesses she remembered having were what she considered normal
because all her close friends also experienced them—whooping cough in first
grade, and then, most recently, chickenpox, the silly, spotted rash illness that
she and all her girlfriends came down with just a month before she realized
that her swollen belly meant she was pregnant.

Stella went on to read the diagnostic conclusion written and signed by
attending physicians: Congenital Varicella Syndrome, due to maternal history
of having chickenpox virus during her first 20 weeks of pregnancy.
Recommendations: Observe and treat wounds and/or developing medical
conditions as they present themselves.

As Stella closed Frankie’s medical file shut, she reentered that surrealistic
world of slow motion. She felt like her body was floating as she slowly crept
to the door of the study room. The latch clacked loudly as she locked the
door. When she clicked the light switch downward, the room became stufty,
dense, and dark.

Collapsing to the floor, Stella began sobbing the flood of tears she had
kept dammed up in her heart her entire life. Her sorrowful teardrops splashed
down on the closed file she clenched tightly in her fist. Was she awake or was
she in the midst of another night terror? She wasn't completely sure of her
immediate reality. Finally, all the tears behind her emotional dam drained
away. Her sobbing slowed as she cowered in the room engulfed in empty,

black silence.
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Then, thoughts of her mother smiling rays of love down on her, releasing
her from all guilt, eventually instilled a calmness and peace that she knew she
would feel forever going forward with her life. The room she hid in became
brighter and fresher without her touching the switch or turning the lock to
open the door. She was able to compose her thoughts. She knew that she had
just been given the answer that she had searched for her entire life. Clearly,
Frankie and Shane had both suffered identical birth defects as a result of
Congenital Varicella Syndrome.

She now knew Shane’s birth defects were not genetic and wouldn't affect
her future family. Shane’s birth defects were also not caused by anything she
had done. The real cause of Shane’s birth defects was simply the result of an
untimely family weekend trip she need not feel any guilt over. Her family just
happened to be at the 1974 Willie Nelson 4™ of July Picnic, and, as a result,
they were all exposed to chickenpox.

Eventually, Stella, after smoothing her rumpled clothing and repositioning
her tear-dampened hair off her wet cheeks, opened the door and finally
escaped from all her demons, feeling forever free. When she got home from
work at ASH that day, Stella opened her journal and made a beautiful,
prominent entry on the inside back cover. She created carefully hand-drawn
sheet music with lyrics for “Hear My Soul Sing,” a gift of love and
confirmation that she acknowledged as coming from Mony’s spirit singing
through her own.

Later upon further, intense study of CVS, Stella contacted the National
Organization for Rare Disorders and documented that when a woman has a
varicella infection (chickenpox) during the first 20 weeks of pregnancy, there
is a 2% chance that the baby will have a group of defects called Congenital

Varicella Syndrome.
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C@M’zr Fo r /y'ﬂ Ui oﬂam‘a Y
Augti n, T@X as

~Dooumw’civ\g /}"’lm& 7, 1795~

I sitting in the parking [ot of the Center For Music
Therapy. ['ve arrive earfy, cager for my pob interview. | pause
to Yovmgf% laaﬁc the o?a%L\ of iy DM CL\G/V\@, lmFafa station
vmgon, wL\ioL\ L\m been my gtm%cmﬂt Jcmm]aormtion ever
since | feft home for colfege. | consider the idea that if | get
’tl\i% (}o\o, l miglr\’c retire my DM station Wagon and start off

WL\& career witl\ a \omMV new V@L\io?e.
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I'i anvions to submit my reswme and (}o\a mrJ]aVioaJcioy\ in
consideration for @MF(’D\&W&@V\J& I've aotm{’f% %’CD\o\aeﬂV b% oh iy
way home to Sunset Valley from Texas Woman's Wniversity.
Ty eollege years are wver, and ['ve graduated with l«igl\
honors, carrying a Fouble major in music education and music
tL\amm. I've even guwa%ﬁﬁ’% Fa%%w? board certification
exams in music therapy and ['m cager to find employment as
a music therapist close to home. | Jefiberately pavse o
eolfect my thoughts before my intervien.

' aware that one of the questions founder Hope Joung
is sure to ask is why | chose music therapy as a career. |
eX\oV&Lm how iy oW famif% eX\ouimoag transformed me from
guilt and withfrawal to acceptance and empathy—
u?tiwﬁce?% l\e(’]o‘mg me Jiscover %ML\ rich Wa%iwg% from
gl«uimg iy own oy, iy own La-Ti-Da’ experience, just (ike
my ‘oimho-‘a{’m&ihg inspiration, Tarcia Ball

Ty college studies and internship have nurtured my
understanding that music has tremendous abifity to connect
poople and overcome Jivisions of fear and gm{’t while
encouraging acceptance and l\m?mg. Tusic therapy is not
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just a job choice for me. | trufy befieve it is & commitment to
\orovio()iv\g l\m{’iy\g o\o\ao\r’cw\itiag. l'va ax'a@riey\ow() ‘tl\is,
L\m’(mg IM%%@E{ oww() now, witl\ \mg&im«, l strive to oﬁcer it to
o’ct\arg.

The Center For /h’\ugio—ﬂ\em]o% i growiyxg and owmv\ﬂlﬁ
mmiwg an amF(’ot&mw\t o]a\oortumt\& ad in the Aus tin
American-Statesman that offers “Qomg-’c@rm Jmm(’ careers
as tl\e center continkes tv meet tlr\a o?awww? for muSic
Jcl\em\a% and its m{’mtw? guvioeg.ll ' -tLriWMV WH‘I’\ H\e idea
of WOrLiv\g with Jiev\tg from diverse owtfe‘tg filéa area %ol\oo{’%,
\ariva‘ca ]arogmw\%, mMV even oor\oomﬁom. Anﬁoi\mﬁhg
emla?oxzfmwt in Augﬁm, I'm a?go eager to Farmment{’%
rw%mbfigl\ Wuﬁ fmmi?xﬁ ties o Dm%ﬁ mw? %L\ma.

A% I'm givw\ a tour of tlr\a thar for %ugio—ﬂ\em'm&, l
pakse to Yoo‘é inon a yolng Ji@v\’c ina ’clr\em\m& oo, %o]oa
yolmg @X‘o{’aiyxs i"r\a omgoiv\g session. & \amu’dm aiglr\’c—k&mr-
DM \am& MMMV %Mw—bfim? {rom birﬂ\, V\onvu\m{’, M\X WH‘I'\
iv\’ceWeo’cm? and motor %Lin isSShes—is gtouw?img ﬁuite stiff
too nervous and unsire to move an inch forward on the

g{}igk’cf\z( mg?wﬂ %V}C—Faoing Jcmm?miw. %@ oa(”(@, owt ?ouﬂ\&—
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worried about his sad situation and not tristing u\ougtx o
take anvther step. The scene seems o be at a standstill

Then the clever therapist begins her magic She feans
Joga o reasshre L\'m« of L\er %ula‘aort l wi(’a as l L\mr H\a
music ’clxam\ai%’c \oegiv\ gweﬂuﬁ, oL\wY{MW% gmging a Viw,(’\&
tune: Ore fitte, two litte, three {ittle ndians; four {ittle,
five [itHe, six {itte [ndians...”

In less than a minute, the music magically olr\amge% the
outlook of this adorable child. He relaxes and starts smifing
ard fapping o the music. By the second verse, the
tjv\em\oigt encokrages Kim o take (}ua’c ohe %JC@F {orwmoV, and
before fong, he starts Stepping in wnison to the beat of her
(’iw?ng 5ong. l ma{’iw that the 5ong i %uooa%%wcu%& ra]amth
five times, adding wp o a hundred steps on the treadiill
lt's obvious o me that the Migl«m? boy and his cfever
musical ‘tL\e/mFi%t both feef Frcw? and @IMFDW@VMV. | can see
the fook of trust on Blake's face as ke reaches his arms
u'owwV to okaer{um Mg the neck of L\ig music f'r\@ra\ai%t l
find myself happily anticipating the beginning of my new

cavyeery.
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The interview continues 1 go very well. Hope Young
understands my heartfelt commitment 1o music therapy She
even shares her own famify experience of going o work with
her mom at Kansas State School for the Deaf in the bDs
where she ]a(’ou&w? with kids who had L\amrihg bosses and where
s,L\e ?mmw() Some gign fmgmge.

Feeling confident as | foave the Center for Music
Therapy, | glance at my watch, Ir\o]aiv\g | won't be fate for a
date 've planned with Daddly and Shane. We're heading o
Texas Memorial Stadinm tvmgL\Jc o the Cagles’ concert
oa{’ebmta my Sunset \/a{’{’al& l\omwmimg with a L\a\alo% heart
aww? Vm& mmwMV fomi?\& commitment to Dm%ﬁ aLMV %L\ma.

We drive o the concert in Daddly's new station wagon.
%L\am l\w;, {irm(’% a%mWis}l\wV Ir\isf Farmmwt Fo%itim« in the
front passenger seat | slide into the back bench seat
positioning  myself Jirectly behind  Daddy. From this
vantage point, | can easily observe Shane's  facia]
expressions. | chuckle whife recalling my rear-facing, third-
row seat in DM&V%I% first station Wagon—hol mine. | no

{’ov\gu L\owe any desire to fooL awaly from iy {mmiw owt TL‘@
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back wionow.Tome&, | want to be ab(’a, to see mW of %L\mm'g
expressions and be ready to join any conversation.

On our way to the Eagfes}l concert, %L\me gfmw%
toward DMM\& and imlmm% about how the Emg?a% got their
rame. Daddy loves this conversation because he is, of
Lourse, an aut‘r\orit\& on OM MuSic groups. te te(]f% %lr\ma the
name owf ’c|r\e \mvw? Was {i rst %u%egtw? \m& Bernie \/w%m dhe
of the band's original members. While on a group outing in
the Mojave Desert, Bernie recalled reading about the Hopi
Indians' reverence for the cagle

The name of tomgl«t'g concert is the Hell Freezes Dver”
concert, so called because of a 113D quote from Don H@V\E@%
(om of iJr\e origimf {ovw?ar% a,MV a oo—fww()er of ’cL\a \MMV).
After \Oamg asked b% a m\aortw if the band wwM ever FV&L%
togother again, b ropled, Whan hell freeses over”
A]o]mrwt?t&, hell froze over in 1174, because after a
fowtwy\—%mr break wp, the Eag(]a% have reformed their
band. Before beginning the tour, tl«a,% give 4 live
\aencormmoe for MWV that tka% m?wae as an a?\oum. TL\i%
second {ive afbum \oxzf the E&Lg{}e%, released in 1774, is
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awrrently Mo 1 on the Biffboard charts. The album proves
be as successful as the tour, sefling over six miffion copies.
Two of the %imgfeg, "Get Dver [+ and "Love Wil Kw‘a Ws
Mive,” make it into the Top 40 This Eagles” tour, which
started gl\orﬂ% after the MV F@YWCOYW\M\W, wiW contine for
two years.

_ﬂ\ig %’con& Seeims very %L&m\aofio o me. Our fmmi&& glr\meg
a similar experience. Looking back, when | {eft home for
eollege, my original intention was o never, ever five at home
again but instead find a career and have ey own {ife
%e\mmte {row\ iy \orot‘r\ar. /VLow, Iy wcarvmt wi%lr\ is to get
iy {ami(’x& back ’cogetkw agm.

Texas Memorial Stadium has been notoriously anti-
concert after a 1714 Labor Day tear-all by 77 Top when
the fans got aom‘o(’a’c@f% owt of oow’crof. TL\@L& aotlm”&zf
carved a shape of the state of Texas vut of the brand-new
Astrolurf from the 4D-yard to the S0-yard {ine. Coach
Darrell RD\&%E swore there would never be anvther concert
held in his stadium. Today's Eﬂgf@%’ show is the first
concert here since then. The {ast time 've been to the
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stadium was in April 1130 when Shane competed in the
Special Dlympics with Mother's hefy.

Mow Daddy, Shane, and | stand together watching the
orvw?g aroum? kS aLMV tL\e concert sﬁmga \oa{}ow kS. %I'\aLM,
stands between Daddy and me Ye's a little nervous bei ng
in guol\ a \oig crowd withowt %arga, wl\o's} fmit”uw% wmt'mg
for him at home. The noise fevel is quite L\igl\ and this
increases Shane's nervousness. fowever, when the Eag?eg
start playing, the crowd goes quiet, and a big grin appears
on Shane's face, which both Daddy and | sbserve bofore we
3%0@ at each ovther wearing our own broad smifes. This
concert is a rewnion for the Bagles, but it's also a rewnion
for our {mxif% oh 4 heW Y@V@E of fom, aooalo‘tm\oa, and
tremendous (}mﬁ.

Ty favorite song of the night is “Love Will Keep Us
Alive." The fyrics seem to be written just for Shane and me.
One f’ww, The woru IS olwmgiwg rigtﬁc before Your a\gf@%,ll
seens to clarify our renewed family togetherness. Then the
line | was standing all along against the world outside’

mmiMVs( me of wugr oWi axlazriww mC \oa'mg aLEDIA@, s(wwoL\iV\g {or
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answers to my (ife issues. Another fine, “You were searching
for a place +o hide,” fits Shane's {ife of nonacceptance by
the ]ou\o{}io because of L\i% Jeformities. Fimw% togaﬂ\er, We
row understand and %M]a'aort the %owg,'% fi mf (’im, Love wiw
keep us livel”

Dm%& and | Wrap our armms togeﬂ\ar behind Shane, and
We m” sWay togatL\@r tl\rouglr\ouﬁc the entire Song. Mm«m\g
over at DMM% again, | see him grinning from ear to ear, and
l vaw, {’il‘@ me, L\e'% Jcl\iv\“ing about L\ow %ow%'% ﬂmf wi%L\
for a L\m\o‘a\& fawxif\& L\m become rm{’it\&. Our {mmi?% {imw%
feels completely secure JcogeﬁcL\ar.

At last, there is no further need for me to record
Motes To Self” in this unrufed composition journal in order
to Vi%t iy Worries over %lmm. That misSion is ODWL‘G(’WC@Y%
resoved. For my final notation, | tum one {ast time to the
inside back cover where ['ve afready ovingly inscribed
/}'Hvtlxer'% V%rios to %L\M\@l% {’uwa\o%, “ﬁmr %\Zf %ou(’ %ing.”
I've decided to embellich them with a sketch of Mother's
favorite Woodstock image—a dove.
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SUNSETVALLEY

CONSERVATION
RANGERS

Home of Harold and Shane
Reese Drive
Sunset Valley, Texas

~May 30, 1996~

What is life like after public school graduation for someone like Shane, who
faces obvious intellectual challenges? Harold had pondered this question on
and off ever since Stella left for college. His beautiful, brilliant, musically
gifted daughter left home for college with such ambition and drive to build
her own life. After that, it was just the two of them, father and son. Together,
they restructured their relationship without the presence of Stella and Mony.
In the beginning, it was tremendously grueling to lay the groundwork of trust.
But as time went by, with consistent day-to-day reinforcement, they
eventually learned to depend on each other and enjoy spending time together.

After college, Stella had unexpectedly, happily returned home to Sunset
Valley with refreshing determination to rebuild a united family structure.
Now, once again, more challenges affected their family. Shane had reached
the age of 22 and no longer fell into the eligible age requirement for public
schooling. School was over for Shane.

As with any schoolchild labeled “significantly mentally retarded” by his
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or her school system, most day-to-day support for learning even basic life
skills was dependent upon his or her experiences in classes at school. Shane’s
environment of people he worked well with was made up of only a few
favorite teachers, some (but not all) of the classmates from his special
education classes, and his father. Thus, Harold, like parents in similar
situations, was perplexed and at a complete loss when anticipating what
would happen to Shane once his school days were over. They were obviously
entering a new family phase that would once again redefine their family life
together.

Shane was not capable of undertaking independent employment unless the
job was specifically structured to his minimal intellect and compromised
motor skills. He definitely would need constant adult supervision. Harold
hoped for a routine that would allow Shane to enjoy new adult experiences
but struggled with doubts about what could possibly be arranged for Shane.
Above all, Harold wanted Shane to be able to continue to live at home
successfully.

In the past, when just Harold and Shane lived at home, they enjoyed
working nearly every evening in their backyard garden, which had become a
sanctuary to both of them and to Sarge, Shane’s companion dog. Harold
enjoyed explaining different plants and tools to Shane even though he might
have to repeat the discussions many times. Sarge steadfastly stood near Shane
wherever he moved throughout the yard. He interrupted Shane from time to
time by bringing his ball to play fetch for a few minutes. If Shane started to
get angry at any task, Sarge would lean against him or lick his arms to change
Shane’s focus from anger to pleasure. Sarge cleverly knew how to initiate a
diversion which would encourage Shane to calm himself.

Harold was now often able to relax on his observation bench and just
observe Shane, with Sarge at his side, picking green beans or squash

unassisted. Eventually, Shane learned the skills of how to shop for new plants

272



Hear My Soul Sing

or buy seeds at the nursery. Shane even began advising Harold when he
thought the garden needed watering or weeding. Shane earned allowance
money based on the completion of tasks, which helped establish his self
worth. He was proud when he had his own money to buy his favorite CDs.

Clearly, working in the garden became the central theme of the home life
for father and son. They even started mowing and weeding Valley Creek Park
across the street from their house on Reese Drive. While they worked there,
Harold liked to remember that first family picnic when Mony and he came to
show Stella their new home. People in Sunset Valley became accustomed to
seeing Harold, Shane, and Sarge volunteering to maintain the park and later
other public areas. Harold hoped he could use this starting point to build more
skills and responsibility in Shane.

Harold noticed that the Sunset Valley PTA members who had been friends
with Mony were often involved in improving the landscaping at Sunset Valley
Elementary. Several of them often offered to let Shane (and Sarge) work at
their houses doing odd jobs if Harold might occasionally have to work late.
He approached the PTA about volunteering weekends to help plant bushes
and trees in areas around the school buildings. The PTA members were very
receptive—they remembered how much effort Mony had given to the PTA,
and they remembered the tremendous loss Harold and Shane suffered when
Mony died.

As Shane’s graduation grew near, Harold decided to have a talk with his
human resources adviser about his state employment pension benefits and see
if early retirement was a possible option. There was a tiny idea budding in his
mind, but he wanted to check out all his options carefully. Harold’s idea burst
into full bloom when he realized that he was indeed eligible for ecarly
retirement from the Texas Parks and Wildlife Department. He was told that he
was already vested in his retirement plan because he had worked over 26

years and was 54 years old. (The state employment plan formula was that
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years of service plus actual age must be equal to or greater than 80.) He
actually qualified for both early retirement and continuing health insurance
benefits.

On the day of Shane’s high school graduation, Harold and Stella could see
that when Shane put on his cap and gown for the ceremony, he displayed a
high level of pride and accomplishment. Though still limping as he walked in
the line of graduates, they could sense Shane’s confidence when he crossed
the stage to shake the hand of the school principal and accept his diploma. He
graduated even though his disabilities were still severe and would remain so
the rest of his life. It was now up to Harold to figure out a continuing plan for
Shane’s adult life.

Harold’s cleverly designed plan for their future began to take shape—
father and son would simply continue their gardening/landscaping skills
together full time. The Walkers would start up their own company, the Sunset
Valley Gardening Crew.

The plan was an amazing success. Harold, now retired from Texas Parks
and Wildlife Department, and Shane (with Sarge at his side) worked
landscaping or gardening jobs in their community. Shane proved an eager
worker, curious to learn all he could about the gardening business, and Harold
was dedicated to providing the very best landscaping services. Shane
specialized in raking leavings, cleaning tools, or watering bushes. He was
quite proud of their landscaping jobs and would comment whenever riding
through the area with Harold. He often asked Harold if they could take photos
of plants when they were in bloom. Harold sensed that this work would be a
stable foundation for his son. Both gardening and music had been what
calmed Harold’s grief when Mony had died. He could easily see that he and
Shane had very much in common.

Mony was evidently still watching out for Shane from above. A few days

after graduation, three of the members of the PTA landscaping committee
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approached Harold with a proposition to contract Sunset Valley Gardening
Crew for landscaping services at Sunset Valley ISD. They understood about
Shane’s relationship with Sarge and approved the use of his companion dog
on school grounds while Harold and Shane worked. The committee knew that
with Sarge at his side, Shane was receptive to all requests and was very
productive. They realized that they could help build a good career for Shane’s
continued well-being after graduation.

This whole situation worked for everyone involved. As time went by,
many Sunset Valley residents observed Harold and Shane working throughout
the community. Eventually, it was common for the phone to ring at Harold’s
house every evening with people requesting help from the Sunset Valley
Gardening Crew and making sure that Shane and Sarge were included. Their
business grew rapidly. The best part of the business for Harold was working
side by side with his son. They also stayed actively involved with
volunteering.

Out of the 683 acres of land that made up Sunset valley, 200 of them were
devoted to green space. Residents there put extremely high value in
conserving and protecting their natural resources. In 1996, the community
created a volunteer team to maintain their green space. Harold needn't have
worried about continuously cultivating Shane’s life passion because it was
destined that Shane would become a dedicated, lifelong Sunset Valley
Conservation Ranger. The job description read, “Rangers help monitor the
special needs of Sunset Valley green space and trails acreage by monitoring,
documenting, and reporting to public works. In addition to constant informal
patrolling, they will hold periodic cleanups of the trails, open spaces, and
creeks that run through them.” Both Shane and Sarge became well known,
frequently observed, and respected volunteers walking the trails, each with

their own Conservation Ranger badge displayed for all to see.
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Home of Harold, Shane, Sarge, Stella and Raymond

Reese Drive
Sunset Valley, TX

January 1%, 2000

The first morning of the turn of the century is sunny and clear with a soft,
refreshing, intermittent breeze. Stella and Raymond sit meditating together on
the well-worn observation bench. Its faded images of doves and daisies still
remind Stella of the day she and Mother decorated her bench together.

Stella smiles as she revisits her pleasant memory and reaches to smooth
her maternity blouse over her round, bulging belly, which has been rapidly
expanding these last few weeks as the birth of her first child approaches. Her
husband of less than a year, Raymond Baldwin, has just finished reading
Stella’s handwritten “Notes To Self” unruled composition book that recalls
her memories about the deep darkness she fell into when Shane was born with
such horrifying birth defects. Stella wanted Raymond to read it before she
packs it away forever, a part of the past that has absolutely no power to hurt
her ever again. Stella’s guilt is gone; her night terrors no longer plague her.

Raymond lovingly looks into Stella’s deep hazel-green eyes shaded by her

dark, thick lashes and observes that the intense hidden pain he read about in
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her journal is no longer reflected. In this moment of pure bliss, Stella leans
toward Raymond. Tenderly bringing his hand close to her face, she kisses his
wedding band, which like her own is engraved with the words “Hear My Soul
Sing.”

Then, reaching for his own hand-me-down guitar with the iconic, hippie-
painted Woodstock dove on its faded red face, Raymond serenades her with “I
Wanna Hold Your Hand” (a song he remembers from Woodstock, where he, a
spunky four-year-old, freckled, sunburned kid hanging out at the free stage
with other kids, saw it performed by an ex-sailor in dungarees who, when he
finished the song, saluted the crowd). Stella blushes now just as Mony had
when Harold sang it.

Shane, now 25 and very content at heart, stands next to the old rabbit
hutch where he's just repositioned the pink flamingos he and Harold
purchased together on an adventure years ago. It's their annual New Year’s
custom to move the flamingos to a new spot in the yard. This year, the
flamingos are positioned as if they are looking into the hutch, which once
again is occupied by rabbits—not just one—but a mother rabbit and her litter
of three floppy-eared bunnies. Harold, while hoeing winter weeds from the
garden, had found the wild rabbit’s nest and moved it to the rabbit hutch to
protect the litter. The rabbits are now quite tame due to Shane’s frequent
offerings of salad greens from the refrigerator. Now, Shane softly tickles one
of the baby bunnies with his left index finger and thumb, as he's grown quite
accustomed to doing.

Stella picks up her own namesake acoustic guitar, and, although it's
difficult to hold due to her bulging belly, she plays background chords as
Raymond fingerpicks their favorite family song. Sarge, chomping on a ball
clinched in his mouth, leaps alongside Shane, who's cheerfully whistling the
chorus after singing his favorite words, “Don't worry, be happy.”

Sarge wants to initiate a lively game of fetch with Shane, who happily
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starts their routine—an endless game that lasts until they both fall to the
ground exhausted and out of breath. Sarge is still Shane’s constant companion
and constant support for his now infrequent frustrations and even less
frequent seizures. Shane realizes with intense pride that Sarge is filled with
more joy and enthusiasm for him than for anyone else.

Stella has only pleasant thoughts about her baby’s approaching arrival.
She and Raymond are confident that together they are ready to nurture their
child. Stella positively knows their child will not be born with Congenital
Varicella Syndrome like Shane. The medical case she witnessed during her
internship at ASH resolved that fear. Shane’s CVS was due to Mony having
chickenpox in the first twenty weeks of pregnancy. This syndrome no longer
holds any threat over Stella’s head. It isn't passed genetically. Stella is
optimistic about her family’s future.

Stella hasn't forgotten Frankie, now nearly 50 and still living at ASH, and
she continues to donate many hours of music therapy for his well being. The
entire family, including Sarge, frequently visit Frankie. Their ongoing
friendship mutually benefits them all.

This pleasant morning, Harold fondly remembers happy memories as he
putters in their garden planting extra rows of lettuce for the rabbits. His
Austin Planting Guide indicates January is also a good month to plant
strawberries. He's going to start some pink daisies from seed in flats he'll put
in the window of the sunroom. In a few months, he'll transplant the seedlings
to create Mony’s usual pink daisy garden border. Pausing to stand up and
stretch his back, aching from being bent over too long, Harold looks across
the back yard as if to inventory his happy family. Harold grins as he notices
his ever-thoughtful son-in-law gently patting Stella’s big baby belly while she
contentedly gazes across the yard toward inseparable Shane and Sarge.

Harold, looking more youthful than ever, reaches up to caress the well

worn, smooth Happy Buddha beads still always on his neck. Just then a cool
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fresh breeze delicately caresses his cheek before flowing on to lightly strum
the nearby wind chimes—as if Mony, in approval, is playing the delicate,
opening chord of “Hear My Soul Sing, Shane’s Lullaby.” Seconds later, these
same comforting wind chime notes reach Shane, casually stretched out on the
well-groomed lawn next to Sarge who protectively lays his paw over Shane’s
side while eagerly licking and tickling Shane’s neck.

Inspired by both the musical chord of Mony's wind chimes and the loving
affection of Sarge, Shane joyfully shouts out, “EVERYBODY LISTEN! I

know everyone loves me as much as Mama! Even Sarge!”
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THE END
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How the Writing of This Book Evolved

This novel is a work of historical fiction. The fictional characters and fictional
scenes within the story blend among actual historical locations, events, and
real people in order to create a true-to-life story that embraces authentic, well-
researched social issues.

Several references on the topic of sibling issues were extensively
researched in order to accurately corroborate the fictional content of the novel
with the most accurate, researched details available. Those references,
recommended for reader research, are as follows:

Hames, Annette, and McCaffry, Monica. Special Brothers and Sisters:
Stories and Tips for Siblings of Children with Special Needs, Disability or
Serious Illness. Jessica Kingsley Publishers, 2005.

Safer, Jeanne. The Normal One: Life With a Difficult or Damaged Sibling.
Free Press, 2007.

Strohm, Kate. Siblings: Brothers and Sisters of Children with Special
Needs: Stories of Everyday Life with Children Who Are Different. David
Fulton Publishers, 2014.

This section is meant to provide documented resources for each chapter in
order to provide credibility and additional information for those especially
interested in these topics. In some chapters, the descriptions of events,
characters, or locations are enhanced for the purpose of the story, though I
remain careful not to oppose the actual historical record. These notes are
provided at the conclusion of the novel in order not to detract from the flow
of the story and are logistically presented in an orderly collection by chapter
reference.

Music is a vital component of the story, and references are given to all
songs utilized in the novel, with notes on composers and lyrics as they apply
to the story mood and inspiration. Online video references are provided so
that the reader can actually listen to song performances that are depicted in
the story. Sketches are provided to add visual details to topics.
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Chapter 1

Nightmare symptoms, documented causes, stages, demographics, symptoms
and diagnosis are detailed in the online resource:

Encyclopedia of Children's Health
http://www.healthofchildren.com/N-O/Nightmares.html

Baby Brother Tender Love is a reference to the 1972 Mattel Baby Brother
Tender love doll, 12" tall, white or black doll, anatomically correct doll,
marked with a date 1972 on neck and body is pictured on the online resource:

Mattel Dolls 1970s
http://dollreference.com/mattel dolls1970s.html

"Bridge over Troubled Water” is the fifth and final studio album by
American folk rock duo Simon & Garfunkel, released in January 1970 on
Columbia Records. The song won five awards at the Thirteen Annual
Grammy Awards in 1971, including Grammy Award for Record of the Year
and Song of the Year. The song became Simon & Garfunkel's biggest hit
single, often considered their signature song. It was a number one hit on the
Billboard Hot 100, eventually selling over six million copies worldwide. It
became one of the most performed songs of the 20th century. Detailed
Information found at the online source:

Bridge over Troubled Water (song) - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bridge over Troubled Water (song)

A video of this song can be found on following online source:

Simon and Garfunkel — Bridge Over Troubled Water - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H_a46WJ1viA.html

Chapter 2
A Stella Harmony H929 Acoustic Guitar manufactured in 1969 cost $37.50.
The Stella Harmony is still popular and available today. See information and

photos at the following online sources:

Stella H927 Guitar - Made by Harmony - Harmony Database
http://harmony.demont.net/model/237.html
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Antebellum Instruments: c.1960 Harmony-Made ‘Stella’ H929
Guitar
http://antebelluminstruments.blogspot.com/2012/04/¢1960-harmony-
made-stella-h929-guitar.html

To see and hear the new acoustic guitar Harold purchased on his way to
Woodstock, watch the online YouTube video referenced below:

Vintage STELLA Acoustic Demo - Harmony Parlor Guitar - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jfD_KqejDIo.html

Dungarees were the junior enlisted (E1-E-6) working uniform worn from
1913 through the 1990s. Dungarees consisted of a short or long-sleeve blue
chambray shirt, white T-shirt, and boot-cut denim jeans (the jeans in question
had heptagonal "patch" pockets sewn on the front of the pant-legs rather than
the traditional "slash" pockets often seen on civilian-worn jeans). Head gear
was the white "dixie cup" cover for men and an early form of the black
garrison cap or a black beret for women; after graduation from boot camp, the
command ball cap was optional (and in practice more common). Starting in
1995, the white hat was no longer authorized for wear with dungarees, and
the command (or Navy) ball cap became the predominant cover. During cold
weather a black watch cap was allowed.

The sailor's last name was stenciled in white on the pants just above the
back pocket on the right side. The name was also affixed in black on the shirt
just above the right breast pocket. Names could be reinforced with
embroidered thread of the appropriate color. Rate badges (for petty officers)
and warfare devices were "iron on." The rate badges consisted of the eagle
and chevrons only, and lacked the rating device.

Low black leather boots called "boondockers" were issued with the
dungaree uniform, however, sailors assigned to Damage Control Division or
certain specific duties were sometimes allowed to wear black leather jump
boots. Flight deck personnel were issued a type of taller cap-toe boot similar
in design to jump boots known colloquially as "wing walkers". These types of
boots had zig-zag patterned out-soles to avoid gathering FOD (Foreign Object
Debris) between the ridges that could litter the flight deck and cause potential
damage to aircraft. "Dealer/Chelsea” style ankle boots (known colloquially as
Lox boots) with elastic-sides were issued to personnel working with Liquid
oxygen for easier removal in case the boots would freeze upon contact.

More interesting details can be found at the following online source:

Uniforms of the United States Navy - Wikipedia, the Free

Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Uniforms_of the United States Navy
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USS Essex, aircraft carrier moored at Boston Naval Yard online details can be
found at the following online sources:

USS Essex (CV-9) - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/USS_Essex (CV-9).html

USS Essex (CV 9) - USS Esssex
http://www.navysite.de/cv/cv9.html

Apollo 11 astronauts walking on moon in 1969 was the most monumental
news ever heard in history. Harold heard this news as he is hitchhiking to
Woodstock. For online details, see:

July 20, 1969: One Giant Leap For Mankind | NASA
http://www.nasa.gov/mission_pages/apollo/apollo11.html

Woodstock Music Festival details including Max Yasgur's 600 acre dairy
farm, poster of a white dove perched on a guitar neck, Richie Haven's
“Freedom” song onstage at Woodstock, LSD consumed at the festival,
conditions at site, Dr. William Abruzzi comments to Rolling Stone magazine,
free stage set up for anyone to perform on, Joan Baez only major act to play
on Woodstock's free stage, performers and their songs performed, description
of the stage and loudspeakers and skinny dipping in the pond were derived
from the following 480 page paperback resource:

Spitz, Bob. Barefoot in Babylon: The Creation of the Woodstock
Music Festival, 1969. Plume, 2014.

Falcetti Music Store, Springfield, Ma. Online details can be found at the
following online source:

Tony Falcetti | Oral Histories | NAMM.org
https://www.namm.org/library/oral-history/tony-falcetti.

Hog Farm Commune from California at Woodstock history and interesting
details can be found at the following online source:

Hog Farm - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hog Farm

“I Wanna Hold Your Hand” (the song Harold sang at the Woodstock free

stage) had actually been intended for release in the U.S. in mid-January 1964,
coinciding with the planned appearance of the Beatles on The Ed Sullivan
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Show but it was released two weeks ahead of schedule on 26 December. The
demand was insatiable; in the first three days alone, a quarter million copies
had already been sold (10,000 copies In New York City every hour). Capitol
was so overloaded by the demand, it contracted part of the job of pressing
copies off to Columbia Records and RCA. By 18 January, the song had
started its fifteen-week chart run, and on 1 February, the Beatles finally
achieved their first number-one in America, More interesting details about
this song and lyrics can be found at the following online source:

The Beatles - I Want To Hold Your Hand - Fantastic LIVE
Version!!!! - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=46_yYR6tGOI

1 Want to Hold Your Hand - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/l Want to Hold Your Hand

“Blowin In The Wind” is a single written by Bob Dylan in 1962 which sold
a phenomenal three hundred thousand copies in the first week of release and
made the song world famous. On August 17, 1963, it reached number two on
the Billboard pop chart, with sales exceeding one million copies. It has been
described as a protest song it poses a series of rhetorical questions about
peace, war and freedom. The refrain is "The answer, my friend, is blowin' in
the wind" . These details and more can be found at the following online
source:

Blowin’in the Wind - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Blowin%27 in_the Wind

The song can be heard with lyric notes at:

Blowin’ In The Wind Lyrics (Bob Dylan) — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watchv=RsjiSfAmEeo&list=RDRsjiSfAm
Eeo#t=56

“Mony, Mony” is a 1968 single by American pop/rock band Tommy James
and the Shondells. It reached No. 1 in the UK, and No. 3 in the USA. Harold
likes the song because the lyrics express “You make me feel so good, so fine,
Mony, Mony”. Mony agrees with the refrain, “Yeah, Yeah! These details and
more can be found at the following online source:

Mony Mony - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mony Mony
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The song and lyrics are available on this online source:

Billy Idol - Mony Mony (Lyrics) — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E97CmNK3NtU

Chapter 3

Texas International Pop Festival, at the site of the Dallas International
Motor Speedway, is detailed at this online site:

TEXAS INTERNATIONAL POP FESTIVAL, 1969 | The
Handbook of Texas Online| Texas State Historical Association
(TSHA)
https://www.tshaonline.org/handbook/online/articles/xft01

Shiva's Head Band, created by Spencer Perskin and his wife Susan were the
house band at the Vulcan Gas Company, Austin, Texas and later opened a
music hall called the Armadillo World Headquarters. The band played at the
Texas International Pop Festival. Details and history can be found at this
online site:

Shiva'’s Headband Official Web Site
http://www.shivasheadband.com

Lucky, the roadie, is a purely fictional character connected to the Shiva's
Head Band who is responsible for suggesting to Harold and Mony that they
successfully relocate in Austin, Texas.

Wavy Gravy is the noted Hog Farm leader and peace activist. He attends the
vows of Harold and Mony in a fictional sense. Online details are available
here:

Wavy’s Biography
http://www.wavygravy.net/bio/biography.html

“On the Road Again” is a song by Canned Heat and was the first record
chart hit and one of their best-known songs. It features harmonic and guitar
solos which take up 2 minutes of the total 7 minutes. Online details are
available on the following online source:
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On the Road Again (Canned Heat Song) - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/On_the Road Again (Canned Heat so

ng)

A video featuring “On the Road Again” from the 1969 Woodstock Festival is
located at this online site:

Canned Heat On the Road Again Live 1969 — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TsA8YImGGEc

Happy Buddha Beads are given by Harold to Mony on the occasion of their
wedding vows. Harold has little money to purchase a wedding ring so he uses
this good luck symbol for their future. According to legend, if one rubs the
Laughing Buddha's great belly, it brings forth wealth, good luck, and
prosperity. Details can be found on the following online source:

Laughing Buddha — ReligionFacts
http://www.religionfacts.com/laughing-buddha

“I Got You Babe” is a pop song by the due Sonny & Cher featured by
Billboard and Rolling Stone magazine as one of the greatest duets of all time.
In the U.S., the song sold more than 1 million copies in 1965. Sunny Bono
wrote the song for himself and his wife late at night in their basement. More
details can be found on the following online source:

I Got You Babe - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/I_Got You Babe

The actual 1965 version of “I Got You Babe” can be heard on the following
online source:

1 Got You Babe - Sonny and Cher Top of the Pops 1965 — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BERd61bDY 7k

“Georgia On My Mind” was sung by Harold as he and Mony rode to
Austin. Harold substitutes Mony's name for “Georgia” in the lyrics. The song
written in 1930 by Hoagy Carmichael and Stuart Gorrell. It is asserted that
the lyrics were written not about the state of Georgia, but rather for
Carmichael's sister, Georgia Carmichael. This and additional information can
be found at the following online source:

289



Judy K Johnson

Georgia on My Mind - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Georgia_on My Mind

“George On My Mind” can be heard at this online site:

Georgia on My Mind- Ray Charles — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Thls_tMuFkc

Chapter 4:

Armadillo World Headquarters is a real Austin Concert Hall established in
1969. Fictional character, Harold Walker, finds a job there after he and Mony
move to Austin. Thousands of artists played at the Armadillo between 1970
and 1980, many of whom built their careers by being heard there. This and
additional information can be found at the following online source:

Armadillo World HQ — Threadgills
http://www.threadgills.com/armadillo-world-hq

Viva Les Amis Cafe opened on May 7, 1970 at 24th street and Nueces — one
block from the University of Texas. Details can be found at the following
online source:

Viva Les Amis
http://www.vivalesamis.com/history.aspx

“I'll Be Your Baby Tonight” was the first track of Gliding Bird, first album
by Emmylou Harris released in 1969. Details can be found on the following
online source:

Emmylou Harris - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Emmylou Harris

This song can be heard on the following online source:

Emmylou Harris ‘Ill Be Your Baby Tonight’. - YouTube
https://'www.youtube.com/watch?v=ilpWRJbZttw

Chambers Courts HUD Project was completed in 1939, and is located less
than one mile east of downtown Austin. The project contains 158 one to four
bedroom apartments in thirty, one and two story concrete buildings. The
buildings have concrete floors and ceilings and masonry interior walls. The
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apartments have very little storage space, small kitchens and bathrooms.
Electrical systems are under capacity. Given the concrete and masonry
construction of the buildings, the apartments retain heat during the summer
and residents find the electric systems cannot reliably support the current
necessary to operate a window air conditioner, making Austin summers
unbearable for the residents. This and additional information can be found at
the following online source:

The Physical Problems Facing Public Housing
http://www.texashousing.org/phdebate/problem3.html

“God Only Knows” is a song written by Brian Wilson and Tony Asher for
American rock band The Beach Boys, released in 1966 The recording was
produced and arranged by Wilson using many unorthodox instruments,
including French horn, accordions, and a quartet of violas and cellos heard
throughout the piece in counterpoint. More details and a site for listening are
found at the following online resources:

God Only Knows - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/God_Only Knows

The Beach Boys - God Only Knows (Lyrics via Description) (HQ) —
YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EkPy18xW1;j8

Chapter 5:

Town Lake, Austin, Texas and its shoreline had become neglected by the
1970's, polluted and overgrown with weeds. KTBC referred to the lake as an
"eyesore." During his two terms in office (1971-1975), the Mayor of Austin
Roy Butler partnered with former United States First Lady, Lady Bird
Johnson to establish the Town Lake Beautification Committee with the
purpose of transforming the Town Lake area into a usable recreation area. A
system of hike and bike trails was built along the shoreline of the lake in the
1970s, establishing (what was then known as) Town Lake as a major
recreational attraction for the city of Austin. This and additional information
can be found at the following online source:

Lady Bird Lake - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lady Bird Lake
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“Can't Take My Eyes Off You” is a 1967 single by Frankie Valli and the 4
Seasons. The Valli version was also used by NASA as a wake-up song for a
mission of the Space Shuttle, on the anniversary of astronaut Christopher
Ferguson. This and additional information can be found at the following
online source:

Can't Take My Eyes Off You - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Can%?27t Take My Eyes Off You

The single, “Can't Take My Eyes Off You” can be heard at the following
online source:

Can't Take My Eyes off You - Frankie Valli and The 4 Seasons —
YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NGFToiLtXro

Congress Avenue Bridge above Town Lake, today known as the Ann W.
Richards Congress Avenue Bridge, crosses over Lady Bird Lake in Austin,
Texas. Before construction of the Longhorn Dam was completed in 1960, the
bridge crossed the Colorado River from which Lady Bird Lake is impounded.
The bridge was known as the Congress Avenue Bridge from the construction
of the first span across the Colorado River at that location in the late 19th
century until November 16, 2006, when the Austin City Council renamed the
current bridge in honor of Ann W. Richards, the 45th Governor of Texas and a
long-term resident of Austin. The bridge is a concrete arch bridge with three
southbound and three northbound vehicle lanes and sidewalks on both sides
of the bridge. See information at the following online source:

Ann W. Richards Congress Avenue Bridge - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ann_W. Richards Congress Avenue B
ridge

Schwinn Deluxe Tornado Bicycle is listed in the 1960 Schwinn catalog as
fully equipped red and ivory. The catalog describes the 26 bike as being an
outstanding value, and having coaster brakes and only priced for $49.95. This
was a feature packed Schwinn at a low price. Includes tank, horn, headlight,
truss rods, carrier. For detailed illustration and information see the following
online source:

1960 Schwinn Catalog
http://schwinncruisers.com/catalogs/1960.html
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Chapter 6

Zilker Kite Festival is for everyone. Started in 1929, the Zilker Kite Festival
is an annual Austin event and celebrates the beauty of the homemade Kkite.
Each year there are thousands of kites flying in the sky, making for an
incredible view. There are plenty of other activities throughout the day, such
as face painting, games, contests, rock wall climbing, and plenty of tasty
food. There is a field kite workshop at the festival. All of the materials are
provided to make a kite and it is guaranteed to fly. There is a mass ascension,
when all the kites in the park go up together. This and additional information
can be found at the following online source:

Zilker Kite Festival - Visitor Information
http://austin.about.com/od/annualevents/p/ZilkerKiteFest.htm

“Happy Together” is a 1967 song from The Turtles' album of the same
name. The song knocked The Beatles' "Penny Lane" out of the number one
slot for three weeks on the Billboard Hot 100. This and additional information
can be found at the following online source:

Happy Together (song) - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Happy Together (song)

To listen to the song go to the following online source:

The Turtles - Happy Together - 1967 — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mRCe5L1imxg

Chapter 7

The 1964 Chevy Impala station wagon was introduced to the novel when the
author discovered Cardiff Classics Auction site. There was listed VIN #:
41845J297814, a rare long roof station wagon, used condition, 409 V-8, 340
Horsepower, automatic “power glide” transmission, mileage 89,512, rear
wheel drive, tan exterior with blue leatherette interior color, electric windows,
power steering, air conditioning, rear-facing 3 row seating, dual side
mirrors, power rear window, factory tachometer, factory AM/FM radio,
factory roof rack, tilt steering wheel, and factory chrome double reverse
wheels.

In the story, Harold purchases a 1964 used station wagon when he had
acquired a job with good pay and benefits and his family was doing much
better financially. They are able to go places without relying on the city buses
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or the bicycle loaned to them by Lucky. Stella was especially fond of riding in
the 3™ row rear facing seat. More details and pictures of this year and model
station wagon were found at this online source:

1964 Used Chevrolet Impala 409 Station Wagon at Cardiff Classics
Serving Encinitas, IID 3396094
http://cardiff-classics.ebizautos.com/detail-1964-chevrolet-
impala_409-station_wagon-used-3396094.html

Barton Springs Pool is a man-made recreational swimming pool located on
the grounds of Zilker Park in Austin, Texas. The pool exists in the channel of
Barton Creek and is filled by water from Main Barton Spring, the fourth
largest spring in Texas. The pool is a popular venue for year-round
swimming, as its temperature maintains a narrow range about 68°F.

Long before Barton Springs Pool was built, the springs were considered
sacred and were used for purification rituals by the Tonkawa Native American
tribe who inhabited the area. The pool is surrounded by grassy slopes, ideal
for sunbathing.

An environmental issue involving the springs and the pool emerged with
the discovery of the Barton Springs salamander, a federally listed endangered
or threatened species which only exists in the pool and a few surrounding
environs. After some debate, and studies by the city of Austin, Texas state
agencies, and the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service, it was determined that
swimmers and salamanders could co-exist (as they had probably been doing
for some time). This and additional information can be found at the following
online source:

Barton Springs Pool - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Barton_Springs Pool

Zilker Playscape is another attraction of Zilker Park. There you can play on
the large multi-age playscape, hike and bike trails and large full-service picnic
areas. Multiple other attractions include: Zilker Botanical Gardens including
the Taniguchi Oriental Garden and the Austin Area Garden Center, Austin
Nature and Science Center, Zilker Hillside Theatre, and Umlauf Sculpture
Garden and Museum on the south end of the park which is the home of a
collection of works by sculptor Charles Umlauf. This and additional
information can be found at the following online source:

Zilker Metropolitan Park | Parks and Recreation | AustinTexas.gov -

The Official Website of the City of Austin
http://austintexas.gov/department/zilker-metropolitan-park
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Chapter 8:

Sunset Valley, Tx. Two brothers, M.H. and Clarence Flournoy purchased a
large tract of the pasture type land in the early 50's to develop as a
subdivision. M.H. Flournoy's son, Malcolm, who lives on Reese Drive said
that his father and uncle were called crazy by their friends because the area
was so far out from Austin! Sunset Valley was located about seven miles
southwest of the State Capitol building in Austin.

The slogan for the city is, “Sunset Valley, where yards are wide, roadways
are narrow, people are few and rural life is cherished.”On September 17,
1954, the area referred to as Sunset Valley consisting of less than two square
miles of land area and inhabited by more than two hundred people was
officially incorporated.

In the midst of the hustle and bustle of Austin, Sunset Valley remains a
place of quiet beauty, where acres of conservation land protect native plants
and provide a home for hummingbirds, owls, foxes, armadillos, possum, deer,
and coyotes. And where the star still shine at night because we care enough to
protect the night sky from light pollution.

The name, Sunset Valley, was based on the area's topography and location.
The entire area was a tree filled valley surrounded by gently rolling hills
located on the western edge of Austin where it was closet to the sunset. The
name, Sunset Valley seemed to be a natural choice.

Valley Creek Park (1.43 acres) was donated in 1973 by Clyde Copus, of
Nash-Phillips-Copus. This land is used to be the picnic grove for the Flournoy
family years ago. Now it is equipped with picnic tables and play structures for
the children. More details, including details about Reese Drive homes and
families can be found at the following online source which has a link to an
informal history of Sunset Valley Texas, 1954-2004.

City History - Sunset Valley
http://www.sunsetvalley.org/index.asp?Type=B_BASIC&SEC=
%7B2D89AFF2-E41F-4E3B-A0C3-0C3334D02AAE%7D

“Let Me Wrap You In Warm and Tender Love” written in 1966 by Percy
Sledge whose soulful voice was perfect for soul ballads. Through the mid-
1960s, he toured the Southeast with the Esquires Combo on weekends, while
working at Colbert County hospital hospital during the week as an orderly.
"When a Man Loves a Woman" is a song recorded by Percy Sledge in 1966 at
Norala Sound Studio in Sheffield, Alabama. It made number one on both the
Billboard Hot 100 and R&B singles charts. It was listed 54th in the List of
Rolling Stone magazine's 500 greatest songs of all time. This and additional
information can be found at the following online source:
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Percy Sledge - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Percy Sledge

To listen to the songs go to the following online source:

Percy Sledge — Warm & TenderLove - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SyLOxLI-N7I

Percy Sledge - When a Man Loves a Woman (1966) - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7Ip7Ft]Xp7k

Mattel's Baby Brother Tender Love has an all soft vinyl stuffed body with
rooted blonde hair and painted brown eyes. The unique feature of this doll is
that he is an anatomically correct male. I remember that this was quite a
controversial feature back in the early 70s. This is a rarity in the doll world as
very few dolls are made this way. This and additional information can be
found at the following online source:

Mattel Baby Tender Love Line
http://www.dollinfo.com/mbtendlv.htm

Chapter 9

Willie Nelson Fourth of July Concert at College Station, Texas in 1974
included interesting incidences such as the hot air balloon rides, fireworks
which caused a fire in the parking lot and topless women attendees sitting on
their companions shoulders as they stood near the stage of performers.

In this novel, Stella was particularly excited about “Diggy Liggy Low” and
“Orange Blossom Special” performed by Doug Kershaw. The bouncy music
caused her to dance and hop about even dropping her precious baby brother
tender love doll that she carries tightly in her arms. This and additional
information can be found at the following online source:

Willie Nelson's Fourth of July Picnic, 1974

http://allplaidout.com/2013/07/willie-nelsons-fourth-of-july-picnic-
1974

“Diggy Liggy Low” can be viewed at this online source:
Doug Kershaw - Diggy Liggy Lo - YouTube

https://www.youtube.com/watchv=ubSCPBkTyWY &index=6&list=
RDNJmjcyLzA54

296



Hear My Soul Sing

“Orange Blossom Special” can be viewed at this online source:

Lester Flatt & Earl Scruggs - * Orange Blossom Special ’- YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eCBdiutb-50

Freda and the Firedogs, “the right band, in the right town, at the right time,”
banded together in 1972. The Firedogs played its final gig at Willie Nelson’s
4th of July Picnic in 1974. Freda and the Firedogs was one of the 25 greatest
Austin bands of all time. This and additional information can be found at the
following online source:

Freda and the Firedogs | SXSW 2015 Event Schedule
http://schedule.sxsw.com/2015/events/event. MS32804

"I'll Have to Say I Love You in a Song" is the title of a posthumously-
released single by the American singer-songwriter Jim Croce. The song
was written by Croce and was originally found on his album I Got a Name.

Croce was killed in a small-plane crash in September 1973, the same week
that a 45RPM single, the title cut from his studio album I Got a Name was
released. Following the delayed release of a song from his previous album
("Time in a Bottle") in late 1973, "I'll Have to Say I Love You in a Song" was
chosen as the second single released from his final studio album. It peaked at
#9 on the Billboard Hot 100 chart in April 1974, becoming his fifth Top 10
hit. In addition, the song went to #1 on the Billboard adult contemporary chart
and reached #68 on the Billboard country music chart, Croce's only song to
chart there.

Croce wrote the song in early 1973 when he arrived home and got into a
disagreement with his wife, Ingrid. Instead of arguing with her, she has stated
that Croce "went downstairs, and he started to play, like he always did when
he wrote...the next morning, he came up early in the morning and sang it to
me.” This and additional information can be found at the following online
source:

I’ll Have to Say I Love You in a Song - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/I

%2711 Have to Say I Love You in a Song

The song can be heard at the online source:

Jim Croce - I'll Have To Say I Love You In A Song (1973) - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EN1nMpmC0On4
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Chapter 10

Brackenridge Hospital, in Austin, the oldest public hospital in Texas,
opened on July 3, 1884. In 1915 a new forty-five-bed facility was completed,
and between 1929 and 1941 the addition of wings on the south, west, and
north sides raised the bed capacity to 208. The size of the hospital gradually
increased until a $43 million, 363-bed structure was built in several phases
during the 1970s, just west of the site of the original building.

City Hospital—its name after 1907-became Brackenridge Hospital in 1929,
when the city council renamed it in honor of Dr. Robert J. Brackenridge, who
had served as chairman of the hospital board, led the campaign to finance the
1915 hospital building, and worked for many years toward improving medical
care in Austin Brackenridge Hospital offered Austin's first intercranial and
open-heart surgery in 1948 and 1961. The city's first intensive-care unit
opened there in 1960, its first cardiac-care unit in 1971, and its first
alternative birth center in 1978.

In addition, the Brackenridge Emergency Room, the regional trauma center
for a ten-county area, treated an average of 70,000 patients annually during
the early 1990s. Brackenridge also housed the area's first nursing school,
which was established in 1915 and operated by the hospital until 1984, when
Austin Community College assumed responsibility for the program. After
beginning an education program for interns and residents after World War II,
Brackenridge became a fully accredited teaching hospital in the mid-1950s.
This and additional information can be found at the following online source:

BRACKENRIDGE HOSPITAL | The Handbook of Texas Online|
Texas State Historical Association (TSHA)
https://tshaonline.org/handbook/online/articles/sbb02

There have been various treatments for clubfoot over time. The ideal
treatment of clubfoot has been a matter of debate for hundreds of years. There
are historical reports of both primarily operative and nonoperative strategies
utilized. In more recent times, Kite introduced his method of primarily cast
correction of clubfoot in the 1940s. His method in most surgeon’s hands
resulted in incomplete corrections and a high rate of surgery for residual
deformities.

Though Ponseti published on his primarily nonoperative method of
clubfoot correction in the 1960s, it did not become the gold standard until the
last 10 years. His method of treatment has excellent long-term results
reported for idiopathic clubfeet. In addition, his method is being used with a
high rate of success in very stiff clubfeet associated with distal arthrogryposis,
myelomeningocele, and a host of different genetic syndromes and genetic
disorders. Success has also been reported in treating older children with
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neglected clubfoot and clubfeet that have relapsed after initial treatment with
extensive soft-tissue release surgery.

Stretching exercises are taught to the parents and are performed three to
four times a day while out of the foot abduction brace, emphasizing
dorsiflexion of the ankle. This and additional information can be found at the
following online sources:

Update on Clubfoot: Etiology and Treatment
http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC2664438

History of Clubfoot Management | Global Clubfoot Initiative
http://globalclubfoot.com/clubfoot/history-of-clubfoot-management

The good news is that The Ponseti Method of treatment, which has become
accepted as the gold standard treatment over the last 10 years, is very easy on
the child, non-surgical and effective in 95% of cases.

After centuries of treating clubfoot with casting and bracing, surgery
became a popular option in the 1950-70’s but has since been found to lead to
considerable health issues later in life. The feet tend to become stiff, weak and
painful, often resulting in the need for additional surgeries.

Treatment should ideally begin within a week or so of birth, since the
tendons and ligaments are at their most elastic and correction occurs most
easily. However, the Ponseti Method has been used very successfully on
children up to the age of 6 and recently there is evidence that children as old
as 16 can be treated effectively.

The Ponseti Method is endorsed by the American Academy of Pediatrics
and the National Institutes of Health. This and additional information can be
found at the following online sources:

About Clubfoot | Miraclefeet
https://miraclefeet.org/about-clubfoot

Chapter 11

Tomlinson’s Pet Supplies was established in 1946 by Mr. T. R. Tomlinson as
a chick hatchery at 49 2 Street. As the area began to change and the pet
industry began to grow in the Post World War II era, Mr. Tomlinson changed
his market focus. The business developed into a full-line “feed store” offering
livestock feed and supplies along with poultry. In the mid-1960’s, he began
wholesaling birds to other pet stores across the country. In 1971, Liniel Click
bought the business. With the help of his two young sons, Marty and Scott,
Liniel operated the neighborhood feed store providing everything from horse
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feed and live chickens to western boots and nursery plants. This and
additional information can be found at the following online source:

Our History - Tomlinson s Feed
http://www.tomlinsons.com/history

A 1973 General Motors ad describes two new car seats especially for the
small fry calling them Love Seats, and they’re designed to be used in
conjunction with car’s seat belts. (This would have been reassuring to Harold
to provide for Shane in the station wagon. Stella didn't use a car seat since her
family did not buy their station wagon until 1974 when she was already four
years old and rode in her favorite 3™ row rear facing seat with or without seat
belt which was not mandatory:.)

For children who weigh less than 40 pounds, and who are less than 40
inches tall, there’s the Child Love Seat which cost $29.95. It’s made to protect
the child while giving him freedom of movement for his arms and legs.
There’s the Infant Love Seat for babies under 20 pounds which cost $13.10. It
had adjustable shoulder straps that gently support the infant within the
protective contours. The inclined surface provides added support for the head
and the back. The “facing-the-rear” position gave an added measure of
protection.

GM Love Seats were easy to use. They’re made of lightweight, high-
impact polypropylene padded with urethane foam. They’re portable and
conveniently stored in the trunk. But most important, they’re the result of
years of testing by General Motors safety engineers. Love Seats promised
peach of mind and could be purchased through local Chevrolet, Pontiac,
Oldsmobile, Buick, Cadillac or GMC Truck dealers. This and additional
information can be found at the following online source:

GM's New Love Seats: Child Car Safety Seats (1973) - Click
Americana
http://clickamericana.com/eras/1970s/announcing-gms-new-love-
seats-child-car-seats-1973

The date of the first law in the state of Texas for mandatory seat belts was
September 1985, which was ahead of most other states. More details can be
found on the following online source:

Seat Belt Legislation in the United States - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Seat_belt legislation in _the United St
ates
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Car seats have become such an important part of parenting culture going
from car, to stroller, to the house with little ones secured safely. Parents today
research car seat options extensively and take extra care to get car seats
checked for proper installation. But less than 30 years ago, car seats weren’t
required for children. It was estimated that by 1984, only half of all children
under the age of four were riding in car seats.

Early car seats were created to contain children in the car rather than
protect them during a crash. Until the 1960’s car seats were mainly designed
so that children could look out the window and parents could prevent the
child from moving about the car. In the 1960’s an impact protection car seat
was finally designed, but due to a lack on information on the subject, the
general public did not embrace the notion of children’s car seats for safety.

It wasn’t until the mid *70s that advocacy for children’s car safety finally
began to make an impact and people began to think seriously about using car
seats and buckling in their children. This and additional information can be
found at the following online source:

History of the Car Seat
http://www.babble.com/baby/history-of-the-car-seat/#the-1940s

Chapter 12

Hancock Center sat on 34 acres, located 2 miles northeast of the Texas State
Capitol. Its primary anchor was a 2-level (147,800 square foot) Sears. The
single-level center also included Wyatt's Cafeteria, Sommers Drug, Leon's
Ladies' Wear, Merle, Snyder Chenards, Merritt Men's, the El Chico
Restaurant, a G.C. Murphy 5 & 10, H-E-B (Howard E. Butt) supermarket and
Merle Norman Cosmetics Studio. There was also a subterranean Town Hall
community center.

The proximity of Highland Mall created a great deal of commercial
competition for Hancock Center. Hemmed-in by its location on a small 34
acre site, the mall was physically expanded only once; the H-E-B grocery
doubled its size, with a 30,600 sq. foot northern extension, during the late
1970s.

The Hancock Center Dillard's location was shuttered in early 1990. Homart
relinquished ownership of the mall in April; the buyer being Bethesda,
Maryland-based Interstate Equities. They initiated a 10 million dollar
renovation in July 1991. An 88,000 square foot block of stores on the
southeast, which had housed Sommers Drug, was demolished. Remaining
exteriors were spruced-up and the fountains and flower beds of the original
mall were removed and grassed-over.

Unfortunately, the shopping center did not enjoy a retail renewal and
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slipped into decline once again. A second renovation commenced in February
1997. This time around, 143,100 square feet of retail area was knocked down.
The existing Sears, its outparcel Auto Center, the original H-E-B structure and
a two small sections of stores were retained and remodeled. A 90,200 square
foot H-E-B Superstore was built, along with three open-air store blocks. H-E-
B commenced operations at its new location March 21, 1998. The remainder
of the new complex was dedicated soon after.

Hancock Center now encompassed 410,400 leasable square feet and
housed tenants such as Petco, 24 Hour Fitness and Bath & Body Works. The
shopping venue was acquired by Jacksonville. Florida-based Regency Centers
in 1999. More information can be found at the following online source:

MALL HALL OF FAME
http://mall-hall-of-fame.blogspot.com/2009/06/hancock-center-east-
41st-and-red-river.html

By May 1964 Sears' grand creation opened its doors, hailed by the press, the
business community, and the city government as a wonder of the modern
world. Hancock Center turned out to be pleasantly surprising to those that
originally opposed it. To tastes of the time, it was mighty attractive, with its
"parklike" setting, famous fountains, tinkling background music. Its
subterranean Town Hall promised to be a crossroads and gathering place for
the same citizens and neighbors who had expected the center to turn its back
on its surroundings. And Austin had never seen anything so big — at 500,000
square feet, Hancock was possibly the largest purely private-sector project in
Austin at that time — that had been master-planned as a whole and built out
to its full future size by Opening Day.

It seems unlikely that the creators of Hancock Center thought their "oasis
of grandeur," their "unsurpassed pleasure" in "a setting to dazzle the
imagination," would exhaust its design life in less than 30 years. Or perhaps
even more quickly than that — as late as the 1980s, most of Hancock was still
occupied (although one of the original buildings had already been razed), all
the anchor department stores were in place, the HEB was just a grocery store
rather than a mega-market-extravaganza, and the fountain still worked. It
wasn't until the 1990's — when many of the trends we presume killed off
Hancock Center, like mega mall competition, the flight to the suburbs, and
The Bust, had already begun to diminish in their impact — that Hancock
slipped from an under performing retail complex to a terminal case. This and
additional information can be found at the following online source:

Hancock Center, R.I.P. Everything Old Is New Again at 41st & 1I-35 -

News - The Austin Chronicle
http://www.austinchronicle.com/news/1997-02-14/527385
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Chapter 13

Epilepsy can have both genetic and acquired causes, with interaction of these
factors in many cases. Established acquired causes include serious brain
trauma, stroke, tumors and problems in the brain as a result of a previous
infective. In about 60% of cases the cause is unknown. Epilepsy caused by
genetic, congenital, or developmental conditions are more common among
younger people, while brain tumors and strokes are more likely in older
people. Seizures may also occur as a consequence of other health problems; if
they occur right around a specific cause, such as a stroke, head injury, toxic
ingestion or metabolic problem, they are known as acute symptomatic
seizures and are in the broader classification of seizure-related disorders
rather than epilepsy itself.

There are six main types of generalized seizures: tonic-clonic, tonic, clonic,
myoclonic, absence, and atonic seizures. They all involve loss of
consciousness and typically happen without warning.

Tonic-clonic seizures present with a contraction of the limbs followed by
their extension along with arching of the back which lasts 10-30 seconds (the
tonic phase). A cry may be heard due to contraction of the chest muscles. This
is then followed by a shaking of the limbs in unison (clonic phase). Tonic
seizures produce constant contractions of the muscles. A person often turns
blue as breathing is stopped. In clonic seizures there is shaking of the limbs in
unison. After the shaking has stopped it may take 10-30 minutes for the
person to return to normal; this period is called the "postictal state" or
"postictal phase". Loss of bowel or bladder control may occur during a
seizure. The tongue may be bitten at either the tip or on the sides during a
seizure. In tonic-clonic seizure, bites to the sides are more common. Tongue
bites are also relatively common in psychogenic non-epileptic seizures.

Myoclonic seizures involve spasms of muscles in either a few areas or all
over. Absence seizures can be subtle with only a slight turn of the head or eye
blinking. The person does not fall over and returns to normal right after it
ends. Atonic seizures involve the loss of muscle activity for greater than one
second. This typically occurs on both sides of the body.

About 6% of those with epilepsy have seizures that are often triggered by
specific events and are known as reflex seizures. Those with reflex epilepsy
have seizures that are only triggered by specific stimuli. Common triggers
include flashing lights and sudden noises. In certain types of epilepsy,
seizures happen more often during sleep, and in other types they occur almost
only when sleeping.

Epileptic seizures are the result of excessive and abnormal cortical nerve
cell activity in the brain. The diagnosis typically involves ruling out other
conditions that might cause similar symptoms such as fainting. Additionally,
making the diagnosis involves determining if any other cause of seizures is
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present such as alcohol withdrawal or electrolyte problems. This may be done
by imaging the brain and performing blood tests. Epilepsy can often be
confirmed with an electroencephalogram (EEG)

An electroencephalogram (EEG) can assist in showing brain activity
suggestive of an increased risk of seizures. It is only recommended for those
who are likely to have had an epileptic seizure on the basis of symptoms. In
the diagnosis of epilepsy, electroencephalography may help distinguish the
type of seizure or syndrome present.

The mainstay treatment of epilepsy is anti-convulsant medications,
possibly for the person's entire life. The choice of anti-convulsant is based on
seizure type, epilepsy syndrome, other medications used, other health
problems, and the person's age and lifestyle. A single medication is
recommended initially; if this is not effective, switching to a single other
medication is recommended. This and additional information can be found at
the following online source:

Epilepsy - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Epilepsy

Chapter 14

The Americana Theatre, which opened in 1965 in what was then a small
neighborhood located just off of Burnet Road in Austin, Texas. The theater
was built by Earl Podolnick, President of Trans-Texas Theaters Inc., in an
effort to raise the community's local profile. Along with his wife Lena, Earl
went to great lengths to ensure The Americana was a theater rooted in luxury.
Although common today, the Americana offered state of the art sound and
projection, selected rows with tables with which to set down refreshments and
seats with built-in rockers; all features considered unique of movie theaters of
the time. Additionally, the Americana offered what was known an "exotic
ladies lounge" and a color TV waiting area. The Americana had lines forming
around the block every weekend, regardless of what was playing at the one-
screen theater.

For nearly two decades, The Americana presented the best that cinema of
the time had to offer in terms of the movie-going experience and in terms of
the films themselves, running the gamut from westerns to Star Wars,
occasionally even holding special premiere screenings for such films as Sgt.
Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band.

By the early 1980s, however, the writing was on the wall for The
Americana, as attendance had begun to decline. When a conflict between
AMC and Disney locked The Americana into a 18-week obligation to screen
Annie, the cinema's days became numbered and the lights permanently shut
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down three years later.

The Americana's closing was in many ways a representation of the
changing state of movies themselves during that time. When After The
Americana shut down in 1985, the building was turned over to Podolnick's
son, who in the early 90s used the space for his rock band's rehearsal sessions.
In 1993, however, a petition was started to re-open the Americana as the
permanent home for the then-North Loop branch of the Austin Public Library.
Following six years of petitioning and renovating, the changes were complete
and the Americana officially began its new life as the Yarborough branch.
Rich-Wulfmeyer is its current manager. This and additional information can
be found at the following online source:

Austin Vintage Theater Tour: The Americana | Slackerwood
http://www.slackerwood.com/node/3818

When The Carol Burnett Show aired in September of 1967 on CBS, no one
expected it to run eleven years. The show gave Carol Burnett, along with
regulars Harvey Korman, Vicki Lawrence, Lyle Waggoner (who left in 1974),
and Tim Conway (whose occasional guest appearances became permanent in
1975) an opportunity to fuse the best of live, vaudeville-style performance
with the creative benefits of time and tape. Burnett's ensemble quickly
bonded into a tight unit of professionals who looked, and acted, as if
performing on The Carol Burnett Show was the best fun an entertainer could
have.

The show centered on Burnett, but its enduring qualities also arose from its
talented ensemble of players, whose interactions contributed to the
overwhelming sense of "live" performance exuded by the show. Vicki
Lawrence was fresh out of high school when her resemblance to Burnett won
her a role; her transformation from sprightly youth to dour Mama astonished
and delighted audience and cast. The infamous comic rivalry between
perennial bemused Harvey Korman and the irrepressible Tim Conway
remains one of the show's most distinctive features, as Conway's scripted and
ad-libbed highjinks forced Korman to battle uncontrollable laughter during
skits. Bits would halt as Korman struggled to stay in character; Conway
would continue to pile on more egregious additions, trying to break up his
costar. While the other cast members joined in unexpected break-ups, the
anarchic camaraderie of Korman and Conway became legendary. This and
additional information can be found at the following online source:

Carol Burnett Show, The (1967-1978) | Archive of American
Television
http://www.emmytvlegends.org/interviews/shows/carol-burnett-
show-the-1967-1978
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The Apple Dumpling Gang, a popular Disney Film, The Apple Dumpling
Gang is a 1975 Disney film about a slick gambler named Russell Donovan
(Bill Bixby) who is duped into taking care of a group of orphans who
eventually strike gold during the California Gold Rush. The film is based on
the novel of the same name by Jack Bickham. The so-called "Apple
Dumpling Gang" is named after the American dessert treat, the apple
dumpling. Buddy Baker composed the music for it and its 1979 sequel, The
Apple Dumpling Gang Rides Again. The song "The Apple Dumpling Gang",
as heard in the opening and closing credits, was composed by Shane Tatum
and was sung/performed by Randy Sparks and The Back Porch Majority. This
and additional information can be found at the following online source:

The Apple Dumpling Gang (film) - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The Apple Dumpling Gang_(film)

Harold remembered one of the conversations from The Apple Dumpling
Gang because it seemed so appropriate to his family circumstances. “Well,
there's one good thing about luck - it always changes. And I got a feeling
mine is just around the corner.”

The Apple Dumpling Gang (film) - Wikiquote
http://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/The Apple Dumpling Gang_(film)

Chapter 15

Sunset Valley Elementary opened in August 1971 and it was considered to be
out in the country. Much of the area around the school was farm land or
undeveloped. Many of the roads had only just been paved in the 1960s. The
City of Sunset Valley, which had been incorporated in September 1954, was
beginning to feel the expanding City of Austin bumping up against its
boundaries. The school had under 250 students in grades one through six that
first year. Kindergarten was still being established in Texas. Most of the new
students were drawn from Joslin, Cunningham and Barton Hills Elementary
schools. The school serviced essentially all of what was then considered
southwest Austin.

An early PTA document offered this description: “The newest elementary
school in Austin, Sunset Valley, has been built with a large media center or
library centrally located. Semi-open learning areas are located on each side of
the library and are arranged with units for contained classrooms and open
areas for learning circles. Basically three grades occupy each area. The
cafetorium is equipped to be used for eating with tables and chairs or as an
auditorium. The stage is complete with curtain and sound equipment. The
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back portion of the auditorium is equipped for use as a gymnasium.”

Since the school was so crowded during the 1970s there were many
portable buildings in use. As many as ten classes were out in the portables,
roughly a third of the school. At first mainly kindergarten and first grade used
the portables. The portables were remodeled and in Fall 1979 fourth and fifth
grade began using them while kinder and first moved into the building. Fifth
grade classes had as many as 32 students. Throughout much of the 1970s
music teacher Kay Greenhaw cultivated a select group of 5th graders called
the Sunset Singers. Over the years they gained more and more recognition
performing around town in addition to school events. This and additional
information can be found at the following online sources:

Sunset Valley Elementary
http://www.austinschools.org/campus/sunsetvalley/history/index.html

Sunset Valley 1970s | Flickr - Photo Sharing!
https://www.flickr.com/photos/mbellphotos/sets/7215762593919194
6/with/5399511992

Chapter 16

Harold Walker's musician acquaintances included many famous people who
he met while working at the Armadillo World Headquarters. During the
1970s the Armadillo World Headquarters, a concert hall in Austin, became the
focus of a musical renaissance that made the city a nationally recognized
music capital. Launched in a converted National Guard armory by a group of
local music partners—Eddie Wilson, Spencer Perskin, Jim Franklin, Mike
Tolleson, Bobby Hedderman, and others—the "Armadillo" provided a large
and increasingly sophisticated alternative venue to the municipal auditorium
across the street. This venture, which capped several years of searching by
young musicians and artists to find a place of their own, reflected the
emergence nationwide of a counterculture of alternative forms of music, art,
and modes of living. The name Armadillo World Headquarters evoked both a
cosmic consciousness and the image of a peaceable native critter, the
armadillo, often seen on Texas highways as the victim of high-speed vehicles.

The Armadillo opened its doors in August 1970 and quickly became the
focus for much of the city's musical life. With an eventual capacity of 1,500,
the hall featured a varied fare of blues, rock, jazz, folk, and country music in
an informal, open atmosphere. The Armadillo closed its doors on December
31, 1980. Additional information can be found at the following online
sources:
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ARMADILLO WORLD HEADQUARTERS | The Handbook of
Texas Online| Texas State Historical Association
(TSHA)https://tshaonline.org/handbook/online/articles/xda01

Bobbie Nelson, sister of famed Willie Nelson, plays piano in Willie Nelson’s
Family Band, an ensemble known for its close-knit camaraderie, longevity
and spirited live shows, “Sister Bobbie” Nelson, 80, is the heart and soul.
Raised by their grandparents in the Depression-era Central Texas cotton-
farming community of Abbott, Bobbie Lee and her younger brother Willie
Hugh discovered that music was both a refuge and a source of solace and
community.

“Music is my life. I suppose I was born into it. Our grandmother and
grandfather raised Willie and me, and they studied music. They had lessons
they received in the mail about writing music and theory. My grandmother
actually taught me music before I even started school. Willie and I had each
other as we were growing up. I looked after him because I was older, but
Willie has taught me a lot about my outlook on life. He has such a positive
outlook. I had a few emotional difficulties during my younger life, and he was
always there for me. And I was there for his difficulties also. We have learned
from each other, I suppose, true love. We are thoroughly bonded and love
each other unconditionally.”

“When we were first starting out, the Armadillo World Headquarters was a
very new experience. Not only were we playing for the long-haired hippies,
we were playing for the cowboys. And we felt that we were joining people
together in the experience of music, which does bring people together. You
can communicate with music.”

“During any kind of emotional state I'm in, I can go to that piano to
express myself in joy and sorrow. It’s my comforter. And as I do that, it seems
that it speaks back to me and heals me. As we walk through life, we all learn
our own lessons or we experience them, anyway.”

This and additional information can be found at the following online
sources:

Bobbie Nelson: 46 Years in Austin - Austin Monthly - July 2011 -
Austin, TX.
http://www.austinmonthly.com/AM/July-2011/Bobbie-Nelson-46-
Years-in-Austin

Videos about Bobbie Nelson piano player (Willie Nelson's band):

Willie Nelson and His ‘Little Sister’, Bobbie Nelson — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=B7DJbY 7CwSI
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Willie Nelson Interviews Bobbie Nelson- Part 2 — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8rMF260ymvM

Willie Nelson, Sister Bobbie - Who'll Buy My Memories — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ti5qYytrLtY

Marcia Ball, music scene, pianist-singer has a well-established presence on
the Austin, Texas, performing a jubilant, heartfelt brand of Louisiana-Texas
rhythm and blues, supper club soul, and old-time rock 'n' roll. Part James
Booker and part Professor Longhair, with the sultry, bluesy vocal delivery of
T-Bone Walker tossed in for good measure, her rollicking style has won the
six-foot Ball notice on the thriving New Orleans R&B circuit. She is
particularly impressive during live concerts, when the audience can witness
her scream, shout, and wring every drop of emotion out of song, all while
playing piano in her trademarked, cross-legged style.

Born in Orange, Texas, and raised in Vinton, Louisiana, which was just
across the Sabine River and the Texas border, Ball comes from a long line of
instrumentalists: her grandmother was a pianist, her father was a composer,
and her aunt was a pianist. Ball's family was her first and strongest musical
influence, but local Cajun sounds and the soul music she heard on local radio
stations also played roles in developing her musical tastes. Ball began taking
piano lessons at 5 and would continue taking them until she was 14.

Marcia Ball, the Texas-born, Louisiana-raised musical storyteller has
earned worldwide fame for her ability to ignite a full-scale roadhouse rhythm
and blues party every time she strolls onto the stage. Her groove-laden New
Orleans boogie, deeply soulful ballads and rollicking Gulf Coast blues have
made her a one-of-a-kind favorite with music fans all over the world. This
and additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Marcia Ball Facts, Information, Pictures | Encyclopedia.com

Articles about Marcia Ball
http://www.encyclopedia.com/topic/Marcia_Ball.aspx

Marcia Ball: Biography
http://www.marciaball.com/bio-1.html

This online link to Marcia Ball singing “La Ti Da” is a great sample of the
style that fascinated, Stella who mimics her leg bouncing style:

Marcia Ball - La Ti Da (Live on ACL 1990) — YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8BZD80FEn30
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Chapter 17

In the school year 1980-81, Sunset Valley was mandated by AISD to bus
students in fifth and sixth grade to Blackshear Elementary which was
largely African-American and Hispanic population. The U.S. Supreme Court
ordered that AISD make schools more racially balanced. The busing
continued until the start of the 1987-88 school year.

In the novel, Stella attended 5™ and 6™ grade at Blackshear Elementary as
Shane attended 1* and 2™ grade at Sunset Valley Elementary; Stella attended
7™ grade at Bedicheck while Shane attended 3™ grade at Sunset Valley
Elementary; Stella attended 8" and 9" grade at Bedicheck while Shane
attended 4™ and 5™ grade at Blackshear; Stella attended 10™ grade at Crocket
High School while Shane attended 6™ grade at Blackshear; Stella attended 11"
and 12" grade at Crocket while Shane attended Bedicheck. So due to their 4
year age difference, and AISD busing for desegregation, Stella and Shane
never actually attend school together during 1-12" grades. A fact that
contributes to Stella's denial of her relationship with her brother, Shane.

This and additional information about desegregation and busing at Sunset
Valley Elementary can be found at the following online sources:

Sunset Valley Elementary
http://www.austinschools.org/campus/sunsetvalley/history/1980s.html

Chapter 18

Whole Foods is a landmark food business in Austin, Texas. In 1978, twenty-
five-year-old college dropout John Mackey and twenty-one-year-old Renece
Lawson (Hardy), borrowed $45,000 from family and friends to open the
doors of a small natural foods store called SaferWay (the name being a spoof
of Safeway) in Austin, Texas. When the couple got booted out of their
apartment for storing food products there, they decided to simply live at the
store. Since it was zoned commercial, there was no shower stall. Instead, they
bathed in the Hobart dishwasher, which had an attached water hose.

Two years later, John and Renee partnered with Craig Weller and Mark
Skiles to merge SaferWay with their Clarksville Natural Grocery, resulting in
the opening of the original Whole Foods Market on September 20, 1980. At
10,500 square feet and a staff of 19, this store was quite large in comparison
to the standard health food store of the time.

Less than a year later, on Memorial Day in 1981, the worst flood in 70
years devastated the city of Austin. Caught in the flood waters, the store's
inventory was wiped out and most of the equipment was damaged. The losses
were approximately $400,000 and Whole Foods Market had no insurance.
Customers and neighbors voluntarily joined the staff to repair and clean up
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the damage. Creditors, vendors and investors all provided breathing room for
the store to get back on its feet and it re-opened only 28 days after the flood.
This and additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Whole Foods Market History | Whole Foods Market
http://www.wholefoodsmarket.com/company-info/whole-foods-
market-history

Whole Foods Market - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Whole Foods Market

Rolling Stones Magazine, RS 341, “Ry Cooder's Roots, From Tex-Mex to
R&B — looking to the past for fame and fortune,” by James Henke, April 16,
1981 featured a lengthy article about Ry Cooder. Part of his life history
detailed information about how Ry was blinded in one eye at the age of four.
He was fitted with a glass eye which gave the appearance of a normal face.
This story prompted Harold and Mony to pursue this option for Shane to
improve his appear and confidence. This and additional information can be
found at the following online resources:

Ry Cooder’s Roots | Rolling Stone
http://www.rollingstone.com/music/features/ry-cooders-roots-
19810416

Ry Cooder - I Think It’s Going To Work Out Fine - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_o0YzxkfzJZ0

Ry Cooder - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ry_Cooder

Breast Cancer Diagnosis did often include mammography at the time that
Mony had early state breast cancer. Before 1983, because mammography was
limited to women with breast complaints, almost no screening mammography
was performed. By 1983, national studies began demonstrating the benefits of
screening for the early diagnosis of breast cancer. It became the responsibility
of the individual clinician, or the insistent patient, for mammography to be
ordered. Within months, mammography began to be performed more
frequently in women between the ages of 50 and 70 years.

Mony did not have early diagnosis of breast cancer because she was not an
insistent patient. She did not have routine preventive doctor visits because she
spent all her efforts improving the health of her son, Shane. Additional
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information can be found at the following online sources:

Early Detection of Breast Cancer Using a Self-Referral
Mammography Process: The Kaiser Permanente Northwest 20-Year
History

http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3951030

Chapter 19

In 1968, five years after she had started a summer day camp for children and
adults with intellectual disabilities at her home in Maryland, Eunice Kennedy
Shriver saw her dream realized in Chicago at the first International Special
Olympics Summer Games.

On July 20, 1968, together with the Chicago Park District, the Kennedy
Foundation hosted the competition which included 1,000 athletes with
intellectual disabilities from 26 states and Canada competing in athletics,
floor hockey and aquatics.

Five months later, Special Olympics, Inc. was established as a not-for-
profit charitable organization under the laws of the District of Columbia. The
National Association for Retarded Citizens, the Council for Exceptional
Children, and the American Association on Mental Deficiency pledged their
support for this first systematic effort to provide sports training and athletic
competition for individuals with intellectual disabilities based on the Olympic
tradition and spirit.

Special Olympics began in Texas in 1969 within the recreation division of
the Texas Association for Retarded Citizens (TARC). The first Summer
Games was hosted at Paul Tyson Stadium in Waco, June 6-7, 1969 with 350
athletes competing in 10 track and field events.

In 1974, Special Olympics moved the Summer Games to the University of
Texas at Austin, the home of the competition for the 15 consecutive years and
18 total. More than 1,400 athletes competed in the event.

By 1978, Texas Special Olympics was established as a separate, non-profit
organization. The Summer Games introduced a quota for track and field
events of 2,400 athletes, encouraging athletes to participate in the other two
sports of aquatics and gymnastics.

During the 15 consecutive years that the Summer Games were held at the
University of Texas, the program saw tremendous growth. The 1982 Summer
Games were the largest on record with 4,000 athletes competing. The Law
Enforcement Torch Run in Texas began in 1985 when a small group of
Houston police officers carried a Special Olympics torch to the Houston city
limits and gave it to a group from the Bexar County Mounted Patrol. The
county officers, on horseback, carried the Torch to Austin to help open the

312



Hear My Soul Sing

Summer Games. This information is found at the following online source:

Special Olympics Texas History
http://www.sotx.org/about/history.html

Special Olympics - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Special Olympics

Chapter 20

This one paragraph chapter reflects Stella's repressed memory of her mother's
death at the very same hospital that her brother Shane was born. She has
suffered several tragedies here while sitting in a waiting room.

Brackenridge recognized the need for more visitor support for those
spending lots of time in waiting rooms. Brackenridge Tranquility Garden
completed construction and was ready for use by May 2012. And, it’s
amazing. There’s a new trellis design, two relaxing water features, some nice
textual stone paving, the Prelude sculpture, a 15-foot-tall bronze sculpture
and lots of nice, lush landscaping. It’s a wonderful garden space for the ICU
visitors, hospital visitors and staff as well.

The University Medical Center Brackenridge Tranquility Garden |
Just Another WordPress.com Weblog
https://healingbydesign.wordpress.com

Chapter 21

First Texas Honda originated On March 3, 1986, when Bryan Hardeman
started a new dealership, which, as the name suggests, can proudly call itself
the first Honda dealership in Texas. At the time of its opening, the First Texas
Honda facility was the largest Honda dealership in the world. We still have
the framed letter in his office from Governor Mark White congratulating Mr.
Hardeman on the dealership's grand opening. Mr. Hardeman even had a black
Labrador Retriever named Honda! This and other additional information can
be found at the following online sources:

Continental Automotive Group | New Mercedes-Benz, BMW,

Subaru, Honda, Infiniti Dealership in Austin, TX 78752
http://www.cagaustin.com/company-history.htm
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Gas Prices and other information about 1988 can be found at the following
online sources:

What Happened in 1988 Inc. Pop Culture, Prices and Events
http://www.thepeoplehistory.com/1988.html

Waterloo Records opened its doors on April 1, 1982. Austin was not quite
the same town that it is today. The computer industries had arrived in the
mid-seventies, but had yet to begin drawing the number of people into town
that they would start to bring by the turn of the decade. Nor had Austin's
reputation as a premier arts town — especially in both music and film —
swelled its ranks of the creatively inclined. Simply put, Austin was a lot
smaller. Waterloo catered to the music lover, if only because we were music
lovers too. It was true then, it certainly still is today.

From the outset, Waterloo's policies were a success. Customers could listen
to any album in the store before buying. Not unprecedented in the history of
music retail sales of course, but since the advent of shrink wrap, a virtually
forgotten practice. This and other additional information can be found at the
following online sources:

Waterloo Records - About Us
http://www.waterloorecords.com/CustomPage/216

Music CD History The first commercial compact disc was produced on 17
August 1982. It was a recording from 1979 of Claudio Arrau performing
Chopin waltzes (Philips 400 025-2). The first popular music CD produced at
the new factory was The Visitors (1981) by ABBA. The first album to be
released on CD was Billy Joel's 52nd Street, which reached the market
alongside Sony's CDP-101 CD player on 1 October 1982 in Japan. The
Japanese launch was followed in March 1983 by the introduction of CD
players and discs to Europe and North America (where CBS Records released
sixteen titles). This event is often seen as the "Big Bang" of the digital audio
revolution.

The new audio disc was enthusiastically received, especially in the early-
adopting classical music and audiophile communities, and its handling quality
received particular praise. As the price of players gradually came down, the
CD began to gain popularity in the larger popular and rock music markets.
The first artist to sell a million copies on CD was Dire Straits, with its 1985
album Brothers in Arms. The first major artist to have his entire catalogue
converted to CD was David Bowie, whose 15 studio albums were made
available by RCA Records in February 1985, along with four greatest hits
albums. In 1988, 400 million CDs were manufactured by 50 pressing plants
around the world. Information can be found at these online sources:
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Compact Disc. Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.phptitle=Compact_disc&oldid=667
940357

The CD Player Turns 30.” TechHive
http://www.techhive.com/article/2010810/the-cd-player-turns-
30.html

Bobby McFerrin's No. 1 US Pop Hit in 1988 was “Don't Worry Be Happy”.
It won Song of the Year and Record of the Year honors at the 1989 Grammy
Awards. He is a ten-time Grammy Award winner, who is known for his
unique vocal techniques, such as singing fluidly but with quick and
considerable jumps in pitch—for example, sustaining a melody while also
rapidly alternating with arpeggios and harmonies—as well as scat singing,
polyphonic overtone singing, vocal basslines, and improvisational vocal
percussion. He is widely known for performing and recording regularly as an
unaccompanied solo vocal artist. This and other additional information can be
found at the following online sources:

Bobby McFerrin - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bobby McFerrin

This song can be listened to at the following online source:

Bobby McFerrin - Don’t Worry Be Happy - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yv-Fk1PwVeU

Chapter 22

TWU, Texas Woman's University was established by an act of the 27th
Legislature in 1901 which founded the Girls Industrial College as a public
institution that would become Texas Woman's University in 1957. The school
had then and has now a dual mission: to provide a liberal education and to
prepare young women "for the practical industries of the age" with a
specialized education. Men have been admitted to TWU since 1972.

TWU continues today as a public university that offers a comprehensive
catalog of academic studies, including baccalaureate, master's and doctoral
degrees. Now in its tenth decade, the University has grown from a small
college to a major university. TWU is the largest university primarily for
women in the United States, with the main campus in Denton and health
science centers in Dallas and Houston. This and other additional information
can be found at the following online sources:
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Brief History of TWU - TWU Administration - Texas Woman'’s
University
http://www.twu.edu/administration/brief-history.asp

The Austin State School, in Austin, Texas, is a ninety-five-acre residential
and training facility for adults with developmental disabilities. It is
administered by the Texas Department of Mental Health and Mental
Retardation.In 1915 the Texas legislature passed a bill to establish the state's
first facility for the retarded, some of whom had been housed at the Austin
State Lunatic Asylum until then.

During the early 1990s, the school consistently achieved ACDD
accreditation; it was only the second Texas state intermediate-care facility to
comply with the council's 600 standards. By 1988, 1,450 staff members were
serving about 550 residents at the facility and several hundred more in
Central Texas communities. The Community Services division added
eighteen employees to the total 1991 Austin State School workforce of 1,505
to initiate services for about seventy disabled residents of nursing homes in
the school's catchment area. With the 1992 final resolution of the Lelsz v.
Kavanaugh suit, Austin State School increased its emphases on community
placement and respite programs, rather than routine institutionalization. The
school obtained more commercial work contracts, allowing it to change most
prevocational training programs to vocational operations, thereby paying
more residents wages for performing even simple jobs. By 1993 the
vocational services staff had moved the school's sheltered workshops from
the annex campus to a local commercial site. All of these measures
contributed to the gradual normalizing of residents' lives to resemble those of
the general populace. This and other additional information can be found at
the following online sources:

AUSTIN STATE SCHOOL | The Handbook of Texas Online| Texas
State Historical Association (TSHA)
https://tshaonline.org/handbook/online/articles/sba08

Chapter 23

School policy in 1982 for each student, the identification of a handicap or
impairment is determined from a comprehensive individual assessment. The
purpose of the assessment is to determine: (1) if a physical, mental, or
emotional disability exists; (2) if a significant educational deficit exists; and
(3) the student's specific learning competencies.

Based on the comprehensive assessment, the decision is made whether to
place a student in Special Education. This decision can be made only by an

316



Hear My Soul Sing

Admission, Review, and Dismissal (ARD) Committee composed of school
staff and parents as stipulated by the State Board of Education Rules for
Handicapped Students. If a student is considered eligible for and requires
Special Education, an individual educational plan (IEP) is developed by the
school and parents.

The IEP outlines the special education instruction and related services
(such as speech therapy, occupational and physical therapy, counseling, etc.) a
student is to receive. The student is then placed in the least restrictive
environment which meets the student's needs. Review of the program
placement by an ARD Committee occurs at least annually. A complete
reevaluation of the student's needs and placement is conducted every three
years.

In June, 1981, a Five-Year Comprehensive Special Education Plan was
drawn up by Special Education staff. The plan contains 33 objectives
grouped, as shown in parentheses, under five subprogram areas: Child
Identification/Appraisal ~ (11), Placement Services (2), Program
Development/Implementation (7), Personnel Development (6), and Program
Support Systems Resources (7).

In 1986, with many of the activities completed or superseded by newer
activities, the plan served as a guidebook orienting Special Education staff to
the direction the program has taken in the past through the present.

Glossary of Special Education Terms as defined in 1986: (Most definitions
are taken from State Board of Education Rules For Handicapped Students.)

Auditorially handicapped students:

Students whose hearing is so impaired that they cannot be adequately
educated in the regular classes of the public schools without the provision of
special services.

Autistic students:

Students whose disturbances of speech and language, relatedness, perception,
developmental rate, and motility are such that they cannot be adequately
educated in the regular classes of the public schools without the provision of
special services.

Emotionally disturbed students:

Students whose emotional condition is psychologically or psychiatrically
determine(' to be such that they cannot be adequately and safely educated in
the regular classes of the public schools without the provision of special
services.

317



Judy K Johnson

Handicapped students:

Students between the ages of 3 and 21, inclusive; (A) with educational
handicaps (physically handicapped, auditorially handicapped, visually
handicapped, mentally retarded, emotionally disturbed, learning disabled,
speech handicapped, autistic, or multiply handicapped); and children leaving
and not attending public school for a time because of pregnancy; (B) whose
disabilities are so limiting as to require the provision of special services in
place of or in addition to instruction in the regular classroom.

Hearing impaired and deaf: See Auditorially handicapped.

IEP:

The term "Individualized Education Program"means a written statement for a
handicapped child that is developed and implemented in accordance with
federal regulations. Texas uses the term "Individual Educational Plan." The
two terms should be considered synonymous.

Learning disabled students:

Students: (A) who demonstrate a significant discrepancy between academic
achievement and intellectual abilities in one or more of the areas of oral
expression, listening comprehension, written expression, basic reading skills,
reading comprehension, mathematics calculation, mathematics reasoning,
or spelling; (B) for whom it is determined that the discrepancy is not
primarily the result of visual handicap, hearing impairment, mental
retardation, emotional disturbance, or environmental, cultural, or economic
disadvantage; and (C) for whom the inherent disability exists to a degree such
that they cannot be adequately served in the regular classes of the public
schools without the provision of special services.

Mentally retarded students:

Students with significantly sub average general intellectual functioning
existing concurrently with deficiencies in adaptive behavior and manifested
during the developmental period such that they cannot be adequately
educated in the regular classes of the public schools without the provision of
special services.

Multiply handicapped students:

Students handicapped by two or more handicapping conditions that may
result in multisensory or motor deficiencies and developmental lags in the
cognitive, affective, or psychomotor areas such that they cannot be adequately
educated in the regular classes of the public schools without the provision of
special services.
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Orthopedically handicapped:

A severe orthopedic impairment which adversely affects a child's educational
performance.The term includes impairments caused by congenital anomaly
(e.g., clubfoot, absence of some member, etc.), impairments caused by disease
(e.g., poliomyelitis, bone tuberculosis, etc.), and impairments from other
causes (e.g., cerebral palsy, amputations, and fractures or burns which cause
contractures).

Other health impaired students:

Students: (i) having an autistic condition which is manifested by severe
communication and other developmental and educational problems; or (ii)
having limited strength, vitality or alertness, due to chronic or acute health
problems such as- a heart condition, tuberculosis, rheumatic Fever, nephritis,
asthma, sickle cell anemia, hemophilia, epilepsy, lead poisoning, leukemia, or
diabetes, which adversely affects a child's educational performance.

Physically handicapped students:

Students whose body functions or members are so impaired from any cause
that they cannot be adequately or safely educated in the regular classes of the
public schools without the provision of special services.

Related services:

These are services which are developmental, corrective, supportive, or
evaluative services, not instructional in nature, that may be required for the
proper development and implementation of a handicapped student's
individualized educational plan, including but not limited to special
transportation, school health services, counseling with students or families,
psychological services, audiological services, visual training, medical or
psychiatric diagnostic services, occupational therapy, physical therapy,
recreations' therapy, social work services, parent counseling and training,
adaptive equipment, special seating, orientation and mobility training, speech
therapy, music therapy, and corrective therapy.

Special Education:

The provision of educational services, either in addition to or instead of
regular classroom instruction, designed to meet the educational needs of
students whose schoollearning is either hindered by handicapping condition
or significantly above or below school standards.

Special services means:

"special teaching," which may be provided by professional and
paraprofessional personnel in the following instructional settings: (i) resource
room; (ii) self-contained classroom, regular or special campus; (iii) hospital
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or community class; (iv) home bound or bedside; (v) speech or hearing
therapy class.

Speech handicapped students:

Students whose speech is so impaired that they cannot be adequately educated
in regular classes of the public schools without the provision of special
services.

Speech only students:

These are the students whose only handicapping condition is speech and who
receive services from a Speech teacher. These students do not receive any
other Special Education services.

Visually handicapped students:

Students whose sight is so impaired that they cannot be adequately or safely
educated in the regular classes of the public schools without the provision of
special services.

The Special Education administrators comprising the Special Education
Coordinating Council were interviewed as a group in December, 1985. To
the question, "Are there any ways in which you feel the services provided by
Special Education go beyond the basic federal and/or state requirements for
serving handicapped students?" administrators named the Special Olympics
and transportation for Texas School for the Deaf students placed by their
parents.

The policy analysis conducted by the consultant to ORE provides another
source of information relative to the question of excess services. The
consultant identified the following programs and services as areas which be
excessive in relation to state and federal requirements. Health Services
personnel currently provide extensive services such as physical examinations
and x-rays in conjunction with the Special Olympics. These services require
the time of the school physician and P.E. instructor for coordination. The
Special Olympics is not an AISD program. This and other additional
information can be found at the following online sources:

ED290245.pdf.” Special Education in AISD: Context and Program
Description. 1985-86
http://files.eric.ed.gov/fulltext/ED290245.pdf

The term mentally retarded was used to replace terms like idiot, moron, and
imbecile because retarded was not then a derogatory term. By the 1960s,
however, the term had taken on a partially derogatory meaning as well. The
noun retard is particularly seen as pejorative; a BBC survey in 2003 ranked it
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as the most offensive disability-related word, ahead of terms such as spastic
(or its abbreviation spaz) and mong. The terms mentally retarded and mental
retardation are still fairly common, but currently the Special Olympics, Best
Buddies and over 100 other organizations are striving to eliminate their by
referring to the word retard and its variants as the "r-word", in an effort to
equate it to the word nigger and the associated euphemism "n-word", in
everyday conversation. These efforts have resulted in federal legislation,
sometimes known as "Rosa's Law", to replace the term mentally retarded with
the term intellectual disability in some federal statutes.

The term mental retardation was a diagnostic term denoting the group of
disconnected categories of mental functioning such as idiot, imbecile, and
moron derived from early 1Q tests, which acquired pejorative connotations in
popular discourse. It acquired negative and shameful connotations over the
last few decades due to the use of the words retarded and retard as insults.
This may have contributed to its replacement with euphemisms such as
mentally challenged or intellectually disabled. While developmental disability
includes many other disorders (see below), developmental disability and
developmental delay (for people under the age of 18), are generally
considered more polite terms than mental retardation. This and other
additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Intellectual Disability - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Intellectual disability

An ocular prosthesis or artificial eye is a type of craniofacial prosthesis that
replaces an absent natural eye. The prosthesis fits over an orbital implant and
under the eyelids. Often referred to as a glass eye, the ocular prosthesis
roughly takes the shape of a convex shell and is made of medical grade
plastic acrylic. A variant of the ocular prosthesis is a very thin hard shell
known as a scleral shell which can be worn over a damaged or eviscerated
eye. Makers of ocular prosthetics are known as ocularists. An ocular
prosthesis does not provide vision; this would be a visual prosthesis.
Someone with an ocular prosthesis is totally blind on the affected side and has
monocular (one sided) vision. This and other additional information can be
found at the following online sources:

Ocular Prosthesis - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ocular_prosthesis
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Chapter 24

Stella and her roommate, Dana, spend time touring the TWU campus during
their Thanksgiving break. They visited the Chapel-in-the-Woods, a small
110 seat chapel and also the Margo Jones Performance Hall , the primary
performance facility for the Department of Music at TWU. The performance
hall was under renovation and both Stella and Dana wondered if they might
one day perform on that stage. This and other additional information can be
found at the following online sources:

Texas Woman's University - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Texas Woman%?27s_University

Little Chapel in the Woods - TWU Conference Services - Texas
Woman's University
http://www.twu.edu/conference-services/little-chapel.asp

Margo Jones Performance Hall Event Spaces - TWU Conference
Services - Texas Woman'’s University
http://www.twu.edu/conference-services/14511.asp

Stella and Dana were very fond of their Professor of Music, Dr. Nancy
Hadsell and also impressed with other famous alumnae of TWU. Additional
information can be found at the following online source:

Famous Alumnae - TWU TWU Libraries - Texas Woman'’s
University
http://www.twu.edu/library/famous-alumnae.asp

Dr. Nancy Hadsell - TWU Music - Texas Woman'’s University
http://www.twu.edu/music/hadsell.asp

Stella's new roommate is Dana who is also very talented musician. The name
Dana is an is the word that defines a powerful person who is not consumed by
power and still has empathy. Danas are extremely competent in all aspects,
intelligent, respectful, and well-mannered. Not only are they also very
beautiful creatures, they have a good sense of humor. Dana does NOT come
from Danae or Diana or Diane, in fact. Dana is a word all on itself, created to
define awesome people.

“Dana” (pron. dahna) is also a word meaning “generosity” or “giving.” It
also refers to the practice of cultivating generosity. Dana is the first of what
are called the Six Buddhist Paramis or Perfections: generosity, ethics,
patience, joyful effort, concentration and wisdom. Through our conscious
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efforts, every being “perfects” each of these virtues on the path to awakening.
Buddhist teachings hold that dana is the foundation of all the paramis, and
strengthens our own ability to be generous. This and other additional
information can be found at the following online sources:

Urban Dictionary: Dana
http://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=Dana

What Is Dana in Buddhism?
http://www.planetdharma.com/what-is-dana

Chapter 25

Stella and Dana were roommates in Guinn Residence Hall, a 24 story
building that stood across The Commons from Stark Residence Hall.
Additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Residence Halls and Apartment Communities with Floor Plans -
TWU Department of University Housing - Texas Woman's
University

http://www.twu.edu/housing/residence-halls.asp

Guinn Hall - TWU Department of University Housing - Texas
Woman’s University
http://www.twu.edu/housing/guinn-hall.asp

GSH: John A. Guinn Hall & Nelda C. Stark Residence Halls - TWU
Virtual Campus Tour - Texas Woman’s University
http://www.twu.edu/tour/guinn-and-stark.asp

Prairie House Restaurant Open since 1989, this Texas eatery serves up
mesquite-grilled steaks, baby-back ribs, buffalo burgers, chicken-fried rib-
eyes and other assorted dishes, located at 10001 U.S. Highway 380.
Additional information can be found at the following online source:

Dining | Denton Record Chronicle | News for Denton County, Texas
http://www.dentonrc.com/entertainment/entertainment-
headlines/20140710-dining.ece

Bette Midler's “Wind Beneath My Wings” (sometimes titled "Hero") is a

song written in 1982 by Jeff Silbar and Larry Henley. Many artists recorded
the song. The highest-charting version of the song to date was recorded in
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1988 by singer and actress Bette Midler for the soundtrack to the film
Beaches. This version was released as a single in early 1989, spent one week
at No. 1 on the Billboard Hot 100 singles chart in June 1989, and won
Grammy Awards for both Record of the Year and Song of the Year in
February 1990. On October 24, 1991, Midler's single was also certified
Platinum by the Recording Industry Association of America for shipment of
one million copies in the United States. In 2004 Midler's version finished at
No. 44 in AFI's 100 Years...100 Songs survey of top tunes in American
cinema. Additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Wind Beneath My Wings - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wind Beneath My Wings

Listen to Bette's performance at:

Bette Midler - ‘Wind Beneath My Wings’ (Official Music Video) -
YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=01AzMRKFX3c

Lyrics can be viewed at the following link:

Wind Beneath My Wings - Bette Midler - Google Play Music
https://play.google.com/music/preview/Tphw7bqfcixutcqwmtwbadle
ezylyrics=1&utm_source=google&utm medium=search&utm_camp
aign=lyrics&pcampaignid=kp-lyrics

Dana's sister is named Darla and has special needs. The name Darla is an
American baby name. In American the meaning of the name Darla is:
Darling. People with this name have a deep inner desire for love and
companionship, and want to work with others to achieve peace and harmony.
People with this name tend to be passionate, compassionate, intuitive,
romantic, and to have magnetic personalities. They are usually humanitarian,
broadminded and generous, and tend to follow professions where they can
serve humanity. Because they are so affectionate and giving, they may be
imposed on. They are romantic and easily fall in love, but may be easily hurt
and are sometimes quick-tempered. Additional information can be found at
the following online sources:

Darla Name Meaning
http://www.sheknows.com/baby-names/name/darla
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Chapter 26

Dana and Stella spend time sharing their personal experiences with siblings
that have multiple developmental problems. Dana's sister, Darla has Williams
Syndrome and Dana gives Stella a detailed description of the characteristics
of this condition and the future health issues that Darla may face. Additional
information can be found at the following online sources:

Williams Syndrome | Disease | Symptoms | Office of Rare Diseases
Research (ORDR-NCATS)
https://rarediseases.info.nih.gov/gard/7891/williams-
syndrome/resources/9

Williams Syndrome: Symptoms, Diagnosis & Treatments
http://www.healthline.com/health/williams-syndrome#Long-TermS5

Williams Syndrome - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Williams_syndrome

Dana's grandmother taught her bible verses that she could remember when
she was anxious such as Philippians 4:6-7 New Living Translation (NLT).

6 Don’t worry about anything; instead, pray about everything. Tell God what
you need, and thank him for all he has done.

7 Then you will experience God’s peace, which exceeds anything we can
understand. His peace will guard your hearts and minds as you live in Christ
Jesus.

This information was found at the following online source:

Philippians 4:6-7 NLT - Don’t Worry about Anything; Instead, -
Bible Gateway

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?
search=Philippians+4%3A6-7&version=NLT

One Christmas evening, a group of friends set off to enjoy a dinner of
celebration at a small country inn nestled in a quiet river town. As they
rounded a bend in the road, they saw the small, old-fashioned village
decorated for the holidays. The lights, like fairies, glowed and sparkled amid
the freshly fallen snow. All evening, the conversation was full of Christmas
memories and the visions the tiny town had evoked. Amidst the jovial banter
and magical memories, the idea for a lighted Christmas village was born.
That spark of an idea became a reality when, in 1976, Department 56
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introduced a series of six hand-painted, ceramic buildings. The rest is history.
Additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Our Story | Department 56
https://www.department56.com/category/our+story.do

A Brief History of Christmas Villages from Family Christmas

Online™

http://www.familychristmasonline.com/decorating/christmasvillages/
history/christmas_villages.htm#hawthorne village

Chapter 27

Harold's reflective meditation done on the first day of the new decade, 1990
was created from information about mindfulness offered by the following
book resource:

Kornfield, Jack. The Wise Heart. Bantam Books, 2009.

Bob Dylan's Shooting Star was the last track on the recording of the album
“Oh Mercy”. Dylan finished recording the basic tracks for the album on
March 29, 1989 but added new vocals (and other overdubs) for almost all the
tracks the following month. Also in 1989, Oh Mercy was ranked #44 on
Rolling Stone magazine's list of the 100 greatest albums of the 1980s. This
and other additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Oh Mercy - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oh_Mercy

“Shooting Star” can be listened to at the following online source:

Shooting Star - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e3ZHj8bA 1WA

The Omnichord essentially an electronic autoharp made by Suzuli was
quickly adopted by singers, songwriters, musicians, and the actual target
audience: people who wanted to play an instrument but had never found the
time to learn. Like an acoustic guitar it is ideal as an instrument to accompany
vocals by simply strumming.

Owners did not need any previous musical knowledge or even learn chord
shapes. Just press a chord button and strum away. The Sonic Strings (or strum
plate) would adopt the notes of the chord. Changing to another chord button
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would cause the notes of the strum plate also to change. This makes it very
quick to learn, impossible to play wrong notes and the perfect tool for
songwriters who can play with chord progressions on the go. Whilst many
musicians dismissed the Omnichord as a toy those with a little more
imagination and an understanding of music soon found uses for this most
unique of musical instruments.

As technology progressed, Omnichord evolved into the OM100 with a
new, more ergonomic design. It soon found itself in places Suzuki had never
envisioned. The tactile approach of the Omnichord, and later the Qchord has
become an award winning in-road to music for those with special needs. It
has helped choirs to sing out their praises, introduced children to music in
schools and strung together chord sequences that have become some of the
greatest songs written in the last three decades.

As with many 80s gadgets it soon developed cult status, with many
musicians utilizing its unique sound in their own music and taking advantage
of the visuals when performing. Our cheeky little instrument can found on
album credits and on Stage from the early 80s to present day. The Human
League had their own Omnichord Podium for live use, David Bowie opened
the 2001 Benefit 'Concert for New York City' with his, the late John Peel
made a cameo appearance on an album called 'Omnichord', and Brian Eno
strummed away for Bono, Pavarotti and other 'Passengers'. Moving forward
into 2014, many more artists are finding the Omnichord works for them and
used prices are rapidly increasing beyond their original retail cost! Additional
information can be found at the following online sources:

Suzuki Omnichord History
http://www.suzukimusic.co.uk/omnichordheaven/models/index.html

Omnichords: Omnichords, Who Plays and Where?
http://omnichords.blogspot.com/2013/12/omnichords-who-plays-
and-where.html

Omnichord - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Omnichord

Chapter 28

Austin is filled with colorful stories and history. One of the ever-changing
and fun icons in Austin can be found at the corner of Bee Caves and Capitol
of Texas Highway (360). This Austin institution is the Pots and Plants
Garden Center. But many of us just know it as the corner where Austin’s
Flamingos roost. Now these are not your everyday run-of-the-mill flamingos—
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these birds are story tellers. If there is something going on in the city, you will
know it from the color and the posture of the birds at this infamous
intersection. If it is a holiday, you will know which holiday it is from the
color of the birds, but then sometimes you have to know who is doing what in
Austin, to understand the story line. And if you see half of the field in UT
Orange, and half of the field in Maroon—lying down flat out on the ground,
you can assume that the Aggies have either met their demise or will meet
their Texas revivals in the coming week. If it is a holiday,expect to see colors
emerge to celebrate the season or the event. Additional information can be
found at the following online sources:

Austin’s Iconic Flamingos | Austinrealestatesecrets
https://austinrealestatesecrets.wordpress.com/2009/12/07/austins-
iconic-flamingos

Famed for Flamingos, Pots & Plants Garden Center to Close Doors
| Www.statesman.com
http://www.statesman.com/news/business/famed-for-flamingos-
pots-plants-garden-center-to-c/nRSmG

The Texas—Texas A&M football rivalry was an American college football
rivalry between the Texas Longhorns and Texas A&M Aggies. The rivalry
was played every year between 1915 and 2011, until A&M left the Big 12
Conference to join the Southeastern Conference. Texas leads the series 76—
37-5. On December 1, 1990 Longhorns won 28-27.

Texas looked like a sore loser in 1990 when it banned A&M from bringing
its 75 mm howitzer to Memorial Stadium, complaining it rattled the windows
of a nearby hospital. The Aggies joked Texas just didn’t want to hear a
constant barrage of touchdowns, but the Longhorns had the last laugh with a
28-27 victory. Additional information can be found at the following online
sources:

Texas—Texas A&M Football Rivalry - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Texas%E2%80%93Texas A
%26M_football_rivalry

Horns, Aggies Ending Storied Rivalry | NCAA.com
http://www.ncaa.com/news/football/article/2011-11-21/horns-aggies-

ending-storied-rivalry

The Central Texas SPCA (Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals)
is a private nonprofit 501(c)(3) non-euthanasia (no-kill), limited intake animal
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shelter, established in 1988. They provide shelter, food, medical care, and
adoption services for homeless and abandoned dogs and cats. These services
are funded solely by private donations and adoption fees. They receive no
government funding and are not contracted as animal control with any local
municipality or county. They accept owner release animals in addition to
rescuing from local “open-door” (kill) facilities on a space available basis.

At the Central Texas SPCA, workers treat shelter pets with the same love
and care they give their own, and that means providing them regular medical
and dental care, monthly heartworm and flea preventative and annual
vaccinations. This unique shelter provides a homelike environment that
focuses on constantly improving our pets’ mental and physical well being to
ensure they remain highly adoptable and happy while waiting for their new,
forever families to find them.

At the CTSPCA a clean, spacious, and comfortable environment. Cats live
in communal condos with poles, window ledges for lounging and catwalks to
trot about their enclosures. The indoor kennels where dogs sleep at night and
stay indoors during inclement weather have warm beds to snuggle into and
many toys for their enjoyment. The outdoor dog runs allow them to buddy up
with their favorite canine companion, splash around in pools, toss about a ball
or two, or just hang out in the shade of built-in cabanas. With supervision,
shelter dogs enjoy the freedom of running off-lead individually over two fully
fenced acres during the hours we are closed to the public. This attention to
detail and extra effort makes the CTSPCA a happy way station on the path to
Finding Forever Families (TM).

The Central Texas SPCA does not kill shelter pets to make room for more
animals, and they only accept animals as size appropriate space is available in
either our cat condos or dog flats. The CTSPCA regards its no-kill mission
seriously. In addition to the standard release and rescue, they are able to offer
a second chance at life to many animals thanks to the established Special
Needs Fund and Foster Care Programs. These key elements provide the
opportunity to rescue the occasional injured or sick animals that others may
discard as unadoptable. They only face the heart-wrenching decision of
euthanasia when it is in the most humane medical interest of the animal as
deemed necessary by two separate veterinary opinions. Additional
information can be found at the following online source:

About Us
http://www.centraltexasspca.org/about-us

White German Shepherds are courageous, keen, alert and fearless. They are
cheerful, obedient and eager to learn. Tranquil, confident, serious and clever,
White Shepherds are extremely faithful and brave. They will not think twice
about giving their lives for their human pack. They have a high learning
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ability. White Shepherds love to be close to their families, but can be wary of
strangers. This breed needs its people and should not be left isolated for long
periods of time. They only bark when they feel it is necessary. Often used as
police dogs, the White Shepherd has a very strong protective instinct, and is
extremely loyal to its handler. A stable, well-adjusted and trained White
German Shepherd is for the most part generally good with other pets and
excellent with children in the family.

White Shepherds are one of the smartest and most trainable breeds. With
this highly skilled working dog comes a drive to have a job and a task in life
and a consistent pack leader to show it guidance. The breed is so intelligent
and learns so readily that it has been used as a sheepdog, guard dog, in police
work, as a guide for the blind, in search and rescue service and in the military.
The White Shepherd also excels in many other dog activities including
schutzhund, tracking, obedience, agility, fly ball and ring sport. His fine nose
can sniff out drugs and intruders, and can alert handlers to the presence of
underground mines in time to avoid detonation, or gas leaks in a pipes buried
15 feet underground. The White Shepherd is also a popular family
companion. Additional information can be found at the following online
source:

American White Shepherd Dog Breed Information and Pictures
http://www.dogbreedinfo.com/americanwhiteshepherd.htm

Chapter 29

The Austin American-Statesman dated 12/13/1990 reported signs posted
around Town Lake warned not to eat fish caught there due to chlordane
danger. Permanent signs are being erected around Town Lake repeating a
state health department warning against eating fish caught in the lake.
Participants in a two-year study of Town Lake on Monday urged extension of
a health department advisory against eating fish caught there due to pesticide
contamination and called for a similar study of Lake Austin. Four of 26 fish
tested from Town Lake, or 15 percent, exceeded the federal warning level for
chlordane. Additional information can be found at the following online
source:

Archive for Statesman | Www.statesman.com
http://nl.newsbank.com/nl-search/we/Archives?
p_product=AASB&p_theme=aasb&p action=search&p maxdocs=2
00&p_field label-O=Author&p field label-1=title&p bool label-
1=AND&s_dispstring=town%20lake%20chlordane%20AND
%20date(all)&p_field advanced-0=&p text advanced-0=(town
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%20lake
%20chlordane)&xcal numdocs=40&p perpage=20&p_sort= rank :
Dé&xcal_ranksort=4&xcal_useweights=yes

The Texas Department of Health today, 6/21/90, advised that any species of
fish caught in Austin's Town Lake may be unsafe for consumption because of
contamination with the banned pesticide chlordane. The TDH advisory
reinforces a similar alert issued by local health officials three years ago.
Chlordane, once used for termite control, was banned in 1987 when the
chemical was found to be a possible cancer-causing agent. Chlordane is not
easily soluble in water. Therefore, we can expect to detect chlordane in the
lake's sediments for years to come. Additional information can be found at the
following online source:

Downloadable document. News Release From The Texas
Department of Health, June 21, 1990

https://www.google.com/url?
sa=t&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=web&cd=2&ved=0CCgQFjABahU
KEwiFnPjOrNbIAhXJjQOKHeCPDAo&url=https%3A%2F
%2Fwww.dshs.state.tx.us%2FWorkArea%?2Flinkit.aspx
%3FLinklIdentifier%3Did%26ItemID
%3D20282&usg=AFQjCNHsOrR1gl AmjmUndvwO5HFOjPIxXNQ&
sig2=WvhIJmqK3tFPCikEHB96v9w&cad=tjt

Chlordane is of particular concern in Town Lake; high levels of chlordane in
fish have resulted in a fish consumption advisory imposed by the Texas
Department of Health (1996). Chlordane concentrations in Town Lake
sediment were relatively high in the 1960s and early 1970s, then decreased in
the 1980s (fig. 2¢). A small peak in the early 1960s, coincident with the DDT
spill, possibly could indicate some chlordane released by the spill. A second
peak in the early 1970s was coincident with substantial agricultural use in the
United States and with chlordane peaks in some other urban (Van Metre and
others, 1998) and agricultural (Van Metre and others, 1997) reservoir and
lake cores. More surprising is the increase at the top of the core, indicating
continued input of chlordane to Town Lake in the 1990s. Additional
information can be found at the following online source:

USGS FS 182-99
http://pubs.usgs.gov/fs/fs-183-99/fs-182-99.htm

Why was chlordane use banned? Laboratory mice that were fed chlordane
over long periods of time had a higher incidence of liver cancer than
untreated mice. These results raised concerns about chlordane's ability to
cause cancer in humans. Chlordane was also found to stay in the environment
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and build up in animal and fish fat. There was a concern that people may be
exposed to this insecticide by eating food contaminated with chlordane,
including fish, shell-fish, dairy, meat and poultry products. Its use was
subsequently banned due to these concerns.

Because of extensive use of chlordane for termite control in urban areas,
small amounts of chlordane in soil can be carried into water run-off, and
contaminate river and lake beds where fish feed. Chlordane can build up and
accumulate in the fat tissue of fish and shell fish that have lived in
contaminated bodies of water. Chlordane may affect breast cancer risk is if it
"disrupts" the way the body makes or breaks down estrogen. Estrogen can be
broken down in the liver by several routes. One route yields a very weak form
of estrogen that is excreted from the body. Other routes yield forms of
estrogen that may be cancer promoting. Chlordane increases the rate of
estrogen breakdown in the liver. However, scientists have not determined if
chlordane causes breakdown of estrogen into a more or less cancer-promoting
form.

There is limited evidence that chlordane has the potential to affect breast
cancer risk: it may affect estrogen levels in animals, compromise the animal's
immune system and act with other carcinogens to "promote" liver tumors.
Further studies are needed to determine if chlordane affects breast cancer risk
through these mechanisms. Additional information can be found at the
following online source:

An Evaluation of Chlordane
http://envirocancer.cornell.edu/factsheet/pesticide/fs11.chlordane.cfm

Birth Defects—Parental exposure to pesticides, particularly in agricultural
areas, has been associated with the development of certain cancers and birth
defects in offspring. Epidemiological and laboratory studies contribute to a
growing body of evidence linking pesticide exposure to adverse health effects
including cancer, birth defects, reproductive harm, neurological and
developmental toxicity, immunotoxicity, and disruption of the endocrine
system.

Two to four percent of live born children have congenital birth defects, and
although much remains unknown about possible causes, environmental agents
are an important risk factor. Although information is limited, available studies
suggest that depending on when and to what extent exposure occurs,
pesticides may alter the growth, development, and acquisition of normal
organ function.

A few of studies suggest that in selected instances, paternal and maternal
exposure to certain pesticides may cause birth defects including anencephaly
(incomplete bone development in the skull), cleft palate, limb malformations,
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biliary atresia (missing or underdeveloped bile ducts), heart defects, and
facial and eye deformities. Additional information can be found at the
following online source:

NRDC: Our Children At Risk
http://www.nrdc.org/health/kids/ocar/chap5.asp

Toxic chemicals such as lead can increase the risk of birth defects. Lead is a
hazardous material banded by the EPA in 1970's. It is still present in older
environments (like old housing developments) in drinking water from
contaminated leaded pipes. Maternal exposure to lead, which is easily
transferred from mother to child through the placenta as early as the first
trimester, poses rinks of lead birth defects which may include:

* Neurological damage

* Developmental delays

* Low birth weight

» Skin markings including skin tags

* Slowed postnatal neurobehavioral development

* Premature delivery/shortened gestation

* Undescended male testicles

* Miscarriage/spontaneous abortion

Additional information is located at the following online source:

Lead Exposure During Pregnancy and Breastfeeding - EH.
Minnesota Department of Health
ttp://www .health.state.mn.us/divs/eh/lead/fs/pregnancy.html

Chalmers Courts has problems with lead and asbestos. As initially noted in
Chapter 4, additional information can be found at the following online source:

The Physical Problems Facing Public Housing
http://www.texashousing.org/phdebate/problem3.html

Chapter 30

TWU's music therapy program, at both the undergraduate and graduate
levels, is the oldest ongoing program in Texas and one of the oldest in the
country. The music therapy program offers undergraduate and graduate
studies leading to the Bachelor of Science in Music Therapy and the Master
of Arts in Music (emphasis in Music Therapy). A dual degree, combining the
MS in Counseling and MA in Music with emphasis in Music Therapy, is also
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available. The Bachelor of Science in Music Therapy requires 133 semester
hours. It includes clinical experience, research studies, and a core of basic
music, psychology, special education, and biology studies. This and other
additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Music Therapy - TWU - Texas Woman’s University
http://www.twu.edu/music/music-therapy.asp

Approximately 10-15% of congenital structural anomalies are the result of
the adverse effect of environmental factors on prenatal development. This
means that approximately 1 in 250 newborn infants have structural defects
caused by an environmental exposure and, presumably, a larger number of
children have growth retardation or functional abnormalities resulting from
nongenetic causes, in other words, from the effects of teratogens. A teratogen
is defined as any environmental factor that can produce a permanent
abnormality in structure or function, restriction of growth, or death of the
embryo or fetus. A dose-response relationship should be demonstrated in
animals or humans so that the greater the exposure during pregnancy, the
more severe the phenotypic effects on the fetus  Factors comprise
medications, drugs, chemicals, and maternal conditions or diseases, including
infections. This manuscript discusses the teratogenic effects of well-
documented environmental factors. Additional information can be found at
the following online source:

Teratogenic Causes of Malformations
http://www.annclinlabsci.org/content/40/2/99.full

Chapter 31

The TWU Student Recital in November of 1991 fulfilled Stella's dream to
perform at newly renovated Margo Jones Performance Hall. Music study at
TWU has a long and distinguished history. TWU established the first
university level department of music in the state of Texas in 1915. TWU also
established one of the first music therapy majors in the country in 1953. TWU
has been fully accredited by the National Association of Schools of Music
(NASM) since 1958, and the music therapy program is approved by the
American Music Therapy Association (AMTA.)

Margo Jones Performance Hall is the primary performance facility for the
Department of Music. This beautiful hall has excellent acoustics and a seating
capacity of 1,074. Located in the Music Building, Margo Jones Performance
hall was originally built in the 1920's, and was the premier theatre in North
Texas. Artists such as John Phillip Sousa, Isaac Stern, Vladimir Horowitz,
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Lily Pons, Robert Frost, Yehudi Menuhin, and others came to Texas Woman's
University to perform in the facility. In 1987 the Hall was closed for a $3.5
million renovation that was completed in April 1990. Renovated features of
the Hall include new lighting, motorized rigging, new sound systems and a
stage floor constructed on a cushioned rubber mounting.

The 1,074 seat Margo Jones Performance Hall features orchestral level
seating of 812 total seats and balcony seating of 262 total seats. This state-of-
the-art performance facility enhances our music, drama and dance
productions. It boasts an 85-rank, 4-manual Redman organ plus both
Bosendorfer and Steinway concert grand pianos. The Margo Jones
Performance Hall provides students, faculty and professional artists
outstanding facilities for a variety of creative events.

In addition to the numerous concerts featured here throughout the year, the
hall is also a venue for other noteworthy events including official university
ceremonies, guest lectures, and fashion productions. This and other additional
information can be found at the following online sources:

About the Department - TWU Music - Texas Woman'’s University
http://www.twu.edu/music/about_the department.asp

"Love Can Build a Bridge" is a song written by Naomi Judd, Paul
Overstreet and John Barlow Jarvis, and recorded by American country music
duo The Judds. It was released in December 1990 as the second single and
title track from their album of the same name. It was a Top 5 country hit in
mid-1991. This and other additional information can be found at the
following online sources:

Love Can Build a Bridge - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Love Can_Build a Bridge

This song can be listened to at the following online source:
The Judds - Love Can Build a Bridge - Grammy Awards - 1991 -
YouTube

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=znUc_Kyu9as

The lyrics for this song by The Judds can be found at the following online
source:

THE JUDDS LYRICS - Love Can Build A Bridge
http://www.azlyrics.com/lyrics/judds/lovecanbuildabridge.html
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The cover to the June, 1991 Sesame Street Magazine can be seen at the
following online source:

Sesame Street Magazine : Misc (The Full Wiki)
http://misc.thefullwiki.org/Sesame_Street Magazine

Chapter 32

The Austin State Hospital had an average daily population in 1968 of 3,313,
and 900 elderly patients were maintained on furlough in private facilities. The
institution provided surgical services for residents and for persons from the
Austin State School, the Travis State School, 99" and the Texas Confederate
Home (before it was closed in 1967). An adult out-patient clinic was operated
by the hospital, with referrals to the Travis County Mental Health and Mental
Retardation Clinic and to various county community health centers around
the state.

Admissions of younger patients, alcoholic patients, and drug abusers
increased in 1970, and the average daily census was 1,994. By 198687, with
changes in the philosophy of treatment, there was an average of only 711
inmates, while the Austin MHMR center served 7,100. By 1992-93 inmates
had decreased to 450, and the MHMR center served 9,000. In 1990 the
hospital served thirty-four counties in Central Texas with an annual
admittance of 3,500 patients but a daily average of only 518. Additional
information is found at the following online source:

AUSTIN STATE HOSPITAL | The Handbook of Texas Online| Texas
State Historical Association (TSHA)
https://tshaonline.org/handbook/online/articles/sba07

The Texas Department of State Health Services - Austin State
Hospital
https://www.dshs.state.tx.us/mhhospitals/AustinSH/ASH_About.shtm

Additional information on Austin State Hospital can be found in the
following book:

Sitton, Sarah C. Life at the Texas State Lunatic Asylum, 1857-1997. Texas A
& M University Press, 2012.

In an effort to describe accurate music therapy sessions as documented in the

1990's which is the correct time frame in which Stella would have interned in
music therapy, the author has consulted the following book:

336



Hear My Soul Sing

Bruscia, Kenneth E. Case Studies In Music Therapy. Barcelona Publishers,
1991.

Information on the Texas Woman's University Austin State Hospital
Internship program and be found at the following online source:

Demographic Information
https://netforum.avectra.com/eweb/DemographicsShow.aspx?
FormKey=d4{4{6c9-a460-49f5-b09d-7e642ce1c9b1 & Title=Austin
%20State%20Hospital%20%28INACTIVE%29&Key=05B97C60-
54B1-4D93-9D4C-3FDA21B5SEA9C

Music Therapy - TWU - Texas Woman’s University
http://www.twu.edu/music/music-therapy.asp

Congenital Varicella Syndrome is an extremely rare disorder in which
affected infants demonstrate distinctive abnormalities at birth due to the
mother’s infection with chickenpox (maternal varicella zoster) early during
pregnancy. The varicella zoster virus (VZV) is one of several belonging to a
family of viruses known as herpes viruses. A susceptible individual’s initial
exposure to the virus (i.e., through respiration or direct contact with vesicular
fluid) usually results in chickenpox, a highly contagious infectious disease.

Although most individuals contract chickenpox during childhood, those
who do not will remain susceptible to the disorder during adulthood. If a
woman who has not had the disorder contracts chickenpox during pregnancy,
it is possible that the developing fetus may also become infected. In
approximately two percent of such cases, fetal exposure to the virus during
the first 20 weeks of pregnancy (particularly during the sixth to the 20th week
of gestation) may result in congenital varicella syndrome. More information
on Congenital Varicella Syndrome can be found at the following online
sources:

Congenital Varicella Syndrome | University of Michigan Health
System
http://www.uofmhealth.org/health-library/nord 1099

Congenital Varicella Syndrome - NORD (National Organization for
Rare Disorders)
https://rarediseases.org/rare-diseases/congenital-varicella-syndrome

Congenital Varicella Syndrome: The Evidence for Secondary

Prevention with Varicella-Zoster Immune Globulin
http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3033924
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Congenital Varicella Syndrome
http://www.webmd.com/children/congenital-varicella-syndrome

Chapter 33

The National Association for Music Therapy (NAMT) was founded at a
meeting in New York City on June 2, 1950. NAMT succeeded where previous
music therapy associations previously failed by creating a constitution and
bylaws, developing standards for university-level educational and clinical
training requirements, making research and clinical training a priority,
creating a registry and, later, board-certification requirements, and publishing
research and clinical journals. NAMT operated from 1950-1997 and saw the
creation of a board-certification program (1985), a critically-acclaimed Senate
Hearing on Aging (1991), and the growth of music therapy from a few dozen
practitioners to thousands.

Originally called the Urban Federation of Music Therapists, the American
Association for Music Therapy (AAMT) was established in 1971. Many of
the purposes of AAMT were similar to those of NAMT, but there were
differences in philosophy, education and approach. Starting in 1980, AAMT
published its own research and clinical journal, Music Therapy and by 1997,
AAMT had grown to 700 members.

The Certification Board for Music Therapists (CBMT) was incorporated in
1983 to strengthen the credibility of the music therapy profession by assuring
the competency of credentialed music therapists. The first music therapy
board examination was administered two years later. CBMT has been fully-
accredited by the National Commission for Certifying Agencies since 1986
and is committed to maintaining certification and recertification requirements
that reflect current music therapy practice. To date, there are over 5,000
certificants who hold the credential Music Therapist-Board Certified (MT-
BC). CBMT and AMTA are separate, independent organizations.

The American Music Therapy Association (AMTA) was formed in 1998
as a merger between the National Association for Music Therapy (NAMT)
and the American Association for Music Therapy (AAMT). AMTA united the
music therapy profession for the first time since 1971. Currently, AMTA is the
intellectual home of and serves over 5,000 music therapists. It publishes two
research journals as well as a line of publications, serves as an advocate for
music therapy on the state and federal levels, promotes music therapy through
social media streams, and provides research bibliographies, podcasts,
scholarships, and newsletters to its members.

AMTA is the single largest music therapy association in the world,
representing music therapists in the US and over 30 countries around the
globe. Additional information can be found at the following online sources:
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History of Music Therapy | History of Music Therapy | American
Music Therapy Association (AMTA)
http://www.musictherapy.org/about/history

The Center for Music Therapy was founded in 1990 to make music therapy
more accessible to the Central Texas area. Services are based on the founding
principle of gratitude. Founder and President, Hope E. Young, MT-BC has
been in practice in Austin since 1990, working with children, adolescents,
adults and older adults. Hope Young, MT-BC is founder and President of the
Center for Music Therapy, Inc. in Austin, TX. She received her degree in
Music Therapy in 1989 from The University of the Pacific, Conservatory of
Music in Stockton, California.

Ms. Young speaks and consults nationally and internationally on music
therapy. She can be found on television, radio and in print media having been
featured on such programs as the BBC and CBS 48 Hours with Dan Rather,
educating the public about music therapy and promoting music therapy as a
profession. Ms. Young is also recognized nationally and internationally in
such publications as The Journal of the American Medical Association, The
Wall Street Report and New York Times Bestseller "The Mozart Effect".

Various other newspapers, journals and books have written about Ms.
Young and her work including the following: The Austin American-
Statesman, the Austin Business Journal, "Kevin and Me" "Pain Management
In Older Adults", the Journal for Long Term Care, and Advance (the Nations
leading news magazine for Physical Therapy). Ms. Young been awarded the
"Harmony Award" in her field for Clinical Practice and received The Young
Outstanding Alumni Award from her Alma Mater, University of the Pacific.
This and other additional information can be found at the following online
sources:

Welcome | Center for Music Therapy
http://www.centerformusictherapy.com

Science of Music Therapy
http://www.ksat.com/news/science-of-music-therapy?
searchType=ALL&compld=115187078

The Eagles are one of the world's best-selling bands of all time, having sold
more than 150 million records—100 million in the U.S. alone—including 42
million copies of Their Greatest Hits (1971-1975) and 32 million copies of
Hotel California. "Their Greatest Hits (1971-1975)" was the best selling
album of the 20th century in the U.S. They are the fifth-highest-selling music
act and the highest-selling American band in U.S. history.

The Eagles released their self-titled debut album in 1972, which spawned
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non

three top 40 singles: "Take It Easy", "Witchy Woman", and "Peaceful Easy
Feeling". Their next album, Desperado (1973), was less successful than the
first, only reaching number 41 on the charts; neither of its singles reached the
top 40. However, the album contained two of the band's most popular tracks:
"Desperado” and "Tequila Sunrise". They released On the Border in 1974,
adding guitarist Don Felder midway through the recording of the album. The
album generated two top 40 singles: "Already Gone" and their first number
one, "Best of My Love".

It was not until 1975's One of These Nights that the Eagles became
arguably America's biggest band. The album included three top 10 singles:
"One of These Nights", "Lyin' Eyes", and "Take It to the Limit", the first
hitting the top of the charts. They continued that success and hit their
commercial peak in late 1976 with the release of Hotel California, which
would go on to sell more than 16 million copies in the U.S. alone and more
than 32 million copies worldwide. The album yielded two number-one
singles, "New Kid in Town" and "Hotel California". They released their last
studio album for nearly 28 years in 1979 with The Long Run, which spawned
three top 10 singles: "Heartache Tonight", "The Long Run", and "I Can't Tell
You Why", the lead single being another chart-topping hit.

The Eagles disbanded in July 1980 but reunited in 1994 for the album Hell
Freezes Over, a mix of live and new studio tracks. They have toured
intermittently since then and were inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of
Fame in 1998. In 2007, the Eagles released Long Road Out of Eden, their first
full studio album in 28 years and their sixth number one album. The next year
they launched the Long Road Out of Eden Tour in support of the album. In
2013, they began the extended History of the Eagles Tour in conjunction with
the band's documentary release, History of the Eagles. Additional online
information sources are:

Eagles (band) - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eagles (band)

The Eagles- Love Will Keep Us Alive Lyrics - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1jrB3M2IEqw

EAGLES - Love Will Keep Us Alive LIVE 07072013 @ Summerfest
Milwaukee WI USA - YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t42NB3Z1qsw

Eagles Concert Setlist at Texas Memorial Stadium, Austin on May 7,
1995 | Setlist.fim.
http://www.setlist.fm/setlist/eagles/1995/texas-memorial-stadium-
austin-tx-bdbd5d2.html
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Trying to Reason with Hurricane Season: Two Cults Beat as One:
Jimmy Buffett & Sixto Rodriguez - Music - The Austin Chronicle
http://www.austinchronicle.com/daily/music/2013-05-07/trying-to-
reason-with-hurricane-season

In 1974, ZZ Top advertised its concert in Texas Memorial Stadium as “ZZ
Top's First Annual Texas Size Rompin' Stompin' Barn Dance and Bar B.Q,”
yet this did not became an annual event. Instead, it lingers as an infamous
footnote in the history of the Longhorns' field, now known as Darrell K
Royal-Texas Memorial Stadium, which wouldn't host another concert for
more than 20 years. Fans did major damage by destroying bathroom fixtures,
even carving out the AstroTurf in the shape of the state of Texas from the 40
to 50 yard line. Football coach, Darrell Royal, announced that there will never
be another show held in the stadium. For more information see the following
online source:

The Night a ZZ Top Concert Trashed the Texas Longhorns’ Stadium
http://espn.go.com/college-football/story/ /id/12937247/the-night-
zz-top-concert-trashed-texas-longhorns-stadium

Chapter 34

Free Appropriate Public Education (FAPE) is an educational right of
children with disabilities in the United States that is guaranteed by the
Rehabilitation Act of 1973 and the Individuals with Disabilities Education
Act (IDEA). Under Section 504, FAPE is defined as “the provision of regular
or special education and related aids and services that are designed to meet
individual needs of handicapped persons as well as the needs of non-
handicapped persons are met and based on adherence to procedural
safeguards outlined in the law.”

Under the IDEA, FAPE is defined as an educational program that is
individualized to a specific child, designed to meet that child's unique needs,
provides access to the general curriculum, meets the grade-level standards
established by the state, and from which the child receives educational
benefit._The United States Department of Education issues regulations that
define and govern the provision of FAPE.

To provide FAPE to a child with a disability, schools must provide students
with an education, including specialized instruction and related services, that
prepares the child for further education, employment, and independent living.
In 1975 Congress passed Public Law 94-142, also known as the Education for
All Handicapped Children Act, which defined and outlined that all public
schools should provide all students with a free appropriate public education at
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public expense, without additional charges to parents or students, and must be
under public supervision, as well as appropriate for the child’s needs.

In 1986 this was amended to Public Law 99-457. One of the amendments
required states to provide disability services starting from birth. The 1990
Amendment, Public Law 101-476, renamed PL 94-142 to the Individuals
with Disabilities Education Act. The 1997 amendments of Public Law 105-17
focused on providing transitional services for individuals with disabilities
exiting from high school and entering into adulthood. (Shane graduated in
1996, so Harold did not receive any transitional services for Shane except the
good will of the PTA women who arranged that the Sunset Valley Gardening
Crew get the contract for Sunset Valley ISD landscaping services.) This and
other additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Free Appropriate Public Education - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Free Appropriate Public Education

Under IDEA, students with disabilities are entitled to receive special
educational services through their local school district from age 3 to age 18 or
21. (Shane would have been 21 when he started his last year of public
education but turned 22 before his actual graduation took place.) To receive
special education services, a student must demonstrate a disability in one of
13 specific categories, including autism, developmental disability, specific
learning disability, intellectual impairment, emotional and/or behavioral
disability, intellectual disability, speech and language disability, deaf-blind,
visual impairment, hearing impairment, orthopedic or physical impairment,
other health impaired (including attention deficit disorder), multiple
disabilities and traumatic brain injury.

Depending on the students' individual needs, they may be included,
mainstreamed, or placed in a special school, and/or may receive many
specialized services in a resource room or self-contained classroom. In
addition to academic goals, the goals documented in the IEP may address
self-care, social skills, physical, speech, and vocational training. The program
placement is an integral part of the process, and typically takes place during
the IEP meeting. Additional information can be found at the following online
sources:

Special Education in the United States - Wikipedia, the Free
Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Special_education_in the United Stat
es
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Sunset Valley has an Environmental and Planning Committee which
makes recommendations toward decisions regarding management within the
city's conservation lands, including those toward vegetation, restorations,
wildlife, trail ways and recommendations to council for green space
acquisitions to expand and refine the trail links and neighborhood buffers.

On April 16" 1996, Sunset Valley Council funded a “Conservation
Rangers Program” to train residents to patrol the 49 acre conservation
easement purchased by the city. The Rangers tasks were to inventory species,
assess the need for fencing, monitor erosion, pick up litter and report
unwanted activity.

Informal_History of Sunset Valley 1954-2004.pdf
http://www.sunsetvalley.org/vertical/sites/%7B8963FD9D-CEFE-
410A-A38B-

1611D53E7AA1%7D/uploads/Informal History of Sunset Valley
1954-2004.pdf

Planning and Environmental - Sunset Valley
http://www.sunsetvalley.org/index.asp?
Type=B_BASIC&SEC={3E161 ABA-1E1C-44C8-B484-
089FFD644194}

Chapter 35

The treatment of mentally retarded people has always reflected the
changes in society. They have been officially referred to as idiots and as the
feeble minded. The introduction of the IQ test was followed by a
classification system that used such terms as moron (IQ of 51-70), imbecile
(26-50), and idiot (0-25); later these terms were softened and classifications
redefined somewhat to mild (IQ of 55-70), moderate (40-54), severe (25—
39), and profound (0-24) retardation. The term mentally retarded itself,
although still commonly used, has been replaced in some settings by the term
developmentally disabled.

Mentally retarded people have been subjected to unnecessary
institutionalization and, as a result of the eugenics movement, involuntary
sterilization. The deinstitutionalization movement of the 1970s reflected a
concern for the civil rights of mentally retarded. Very few of the mentally
retarded are now institutionalized; most now live independently, with their
families, or in group homes. This and other additional information can be
found at the following online sources:
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Mental Retardation: History
http://www.infoplease.com/encyclopedia/science/mental-retardation-
history.html

Ironically, the term retarded was used to replace the terms idiot, moron, and
imbecile due to the fact that these terms gradually became thought of as
derogatory. This obviously only worked for a while and now “retarded” is
itself considered a derogatory term. It seems any word that basically means
“low intelligence” is fated to be thought of as derogatory eventually. So it’s
only a matter of time before politically correct terms like “mentally
handicapped” will come to be derogatory themselves.

The words moron, imbecile, and idiot mean different things. In
psychology, an idiot has the least intelligence on the 1IQ scale (this now is
equivalent to someone who is mentally retarded or the more politically
correct “mentally challenged”); an imbecile is not quite as dumb as an idiot
and is now considered equivalent to moderate retardation; a moron is then the
highest level of intelligence for someone who is mentally retarded, thus
considered as being mildly mentally retarded. Specifically, those who have an
IQ between 0 and 25 are idiots; IQs between 26 and 50 are considered
imbeciles; and those who have an IQ between 51 and 70 are considered
morons.

These terms were popular in psychology as associated with intelligence on
an IQ test until around the 1960s. They were then replaced with the terms
mild retardation, moderate retardation, severe retardation, and profound
retardation. In addition to this, other factors besides IQ are now used in
diagnosing these levels of mental deficiency. This and other additional
information can be found at the following online sources:

The Words Moron, Imbecile, and Idiot Mean Different Things
http://www.todayifoundout.com/index.php/2010/03/the-words-
moron-imbecile-and-idiot-mean-different-things

The definition for special needs is mental, emotional, or physical problems in
a child that require a special setting for education the individual requirements
(as for education) of a person with a disadvantaged background or a mental,
emotional, or physical disability or a high risk of developing one. This and
other additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Special Needs | Definition of Special Needs by Merriam-Webster
http://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/special%20needs
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Special Needs History: This novel spans the years 1969 through 2000.
Throughout the Fifties, Congress established a framework for financial
assistance to persons unable to continue working due to disabilities. By 1958,
SSDI (Social Security Disability Insurance) extended benefits to the
dependents of such individual

Disability Rights Movement: During the Sixties, inspired by the civil
rights and women’s movements, a disability rights movement emerged.
Originating at the University of California, Berkeley, the independent living
movement, which promoted self-determination and de-institutionalization,
swept the nation. Frequently cited as the first disability rights law, the
Architectural Barriers Act, passed in 1968, required that all federal buildings
be accessible to individuals with physical disabilities.

The Seventies saw increasing attention to disability issues. In 1972, federal
legislation established a national network of Independent Living Centers to
provide information, training and peer support to enable people with
disabilities to live as autonomously as possible within the mainstream
community. The same year, the Supplemental Security Income (SSI) program
was established to provide financial assistance to adults with disabilities who
had no work history. The Rehabilitation Act of 1973 then prohibited
discrimination against individuals with disability by any federal program.
And by the middle of the decade, the Education for All Handicapped Children
Act provided funding for all states for “free and appropriate” education to
children with special needs. The new law emphasized the inclusion of
students with disabilities in mainstream classrooms by stipulating that they be
taught in the “least restrictive environment” possible.

Watershed Legislation: Passage of the Americans with Disabilities Act
(ADA) in 1990 marked a watershed for the disabilities movement. Modeled
after the Civil Rights Act, it prohibited discrimination based on disability by
any local, state or federal program. It required that businesses with more than
15 employees make ‘“reasonable accommodations” in order to include
individuals with disabilities in their workforce. It guaranteed access to public
transportation and telecommunications, and required that restaurants, stores
and other public facilities make “reasonable modifications” in order to be
accessible to people with special needs.

Congress passed IDEA (Individuals with Disabilities Education Act) the
same year, building upon the Education of the Handicapped Act. The new law
required that students with special needs have Individualized Education Plans
(IEPs) that parents must approve. Schools were also now required to pay for
additional services and specialists needed by students to achieve their
potential.

With the Rehabilitation Act Amendments of 1992, funding focused on
developing skills that would lead to careers for individuals with special needs,
not simply entry-level jobs. And at decade’s end, Ticket to Work and the
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Work Incentives Improvement Act provided training and other supports to
assist SSDI and SSI beneficiaries in finding jobs.

Inclusion in the Community: Another major milestone for the disability
community was the 1999 Supreme Court decision in Olmstead v. L.C. and
E.W., which supported the right of people with special needs to live in
community settings. The Court found that institutionalization of individuals
with disabilities is discriminatory if “treatment professionals have determined
that community placement is appropriate.” This ruling has led to major efforts
to move individuals with special needs from state-run facilities into supported
living situations within the community. It has also begun to motivate
movement away from “sheltered workshops” to mainstream jobs for
individuals with developmental disabilities.

A self-advocacy movement involving individuals with autism, Down
syndrome and others with intellectual disabilities has also begun to gain
momentum. The goal of this movement is for individuals with cognitive
disabilities to participate in the decision-making that affects their lives,
including medical treatments, education, work and residential arrangements.
It seeks to empower them and to have their preferences respected.

Since language can embody stercotypes, there has been increased
emphasis on using terminology that is not demeaning to individuals with
special needs. The term “retardation,” for instance, has largely been replaced
by “cognitive” or “intellectual” disability. “Person-centered language” seeks
to avoid defining an individual by his or her disability. For example, one
would speak of “a boy with autism,” rather than “an autistic boy.” This and
other additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Special Needs History — Special Needs Alliance
http://www.specialneedsalliance.org/special-needs-history

In the United States, special needs is a term used in clinical diagnostic and
functional development to describe individuals who require assistance for
disabilities that may be medical, mental, or psychological. For instance, the
Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders and the International
Classification of Diseases 9th edition both give guidelines for clinical
diagnosis. Types of special needs vary in severity. People with autism, Down
syndrome, dyslexia, blindness, ADHD, or cystic fibrosis, for example, may
be considered to have special needs. However, special needs can also include
cleft lips and/or palates, port-wine stains, or missing limbs.

More narrowly, it is a legal term applying in foster care in the United
States, derived from the language in the Adoption and Safe Families Act of
1997. 1t is a diagnosis used to classify children as needing "more" services
than those children without special needs who are in the foster care system. It
is a diagnosis based on behavior, childhood and family history, and is usually
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made by a health care professional.

Special Needs - Wikipedia, the Free Encyclopedia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Special needs

Some people are opposed to using the term “Special Needs”.There are
many children with other needs, like poverty, hunger or homelessness.
Family to Family Network's primary mission is to help families navigate the
world of disability:
* For education - Individuals with Disabilities Education Act (IDEA)
* For social services - Dept. of Aging & Disability Services (DADS)
* For post secondary - Office of Disability Services at
university/college
* For employment - Dept. of Labor Office of Disability Employment
Policy

The only place you will see us use the term "special needs" is in referring
to a type of trust you set up for a child with a disability.

Why are you using the word "special needs" when you refer to your child?
What does that imply? How does it make people feel when you use it? If it is
pity - we don't want that for your children or any other person with disability.

People First Language is preferred by many. A handicap has been defined as
an obstacle which society imposes on a person with a disability; i.e.
inaccessible transportation or buildings, no signage, etc... Handicapped is not
a term that should be used to describe human beings. A disability has been
defined as a body function that operates differently. It’s that simple! It’s just a
body function that works differently. People First Language seeks to put the
person first and the disability second! People with disabilities are people, first
and foremost!

NO MORE LABELS! Labels degrade. Labels evoke negative pictures in
our heads. Labels don’t address individuality — they lump people together and
focus on the disability, not the person and his/her abilities. Society will not
change unless we insist on the change. We have the right to do so. No more
“H Word!” Miriam Websters dictionary defines "Handicap" as a disadvantage
that makes achievement unusually difficult. We know that people with
disabilities are only at a disadvantage when buildings are not accessible; or
when access to general ed. curriculum and expectations are low, limits are
created for people with disabilities. Let's not use the "H" word to describe
people with disabilities!

Persons with disabilities want the same things all of us want. We all want:
dignity, respect and the opportunity to participate fully in what life has to
offer. Those achievements are hard to attain when one’s whole being is
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defined by a label: handicapped, disabled, mentally retarded, crippled,
autistic,blind, deaf, etc.. Traditionally, our society has not expected much
from a person with a label. This is changing now, for people with disabilities
are more like people without disabilities than they are different! A disability is
only one unique aspect of the sum total of a unique individual!

No more labels! Instead, People First Language! What is it? It focuses on
the person first, the disability last. How do you know what it is? It describes
what the person HAS, not WHAT he/she IS. It’s easy...just use your
imagination. No one “suffers from,” or “is afflicted with” or is a “victim of”
anything! Nor is anyone “wheelchair-bound.” There are people who USE
wheelchairs...nothing else! People are not “bound” by their wheelchairs.
Their wheelchairs allow them the freedom to go where they want to go!
People First Language is right, and the time for it is now.

People First Language to use...
* People with disabilities
* People with intellectual disabilities or he has a cognitive disability
* My son has autism
*  She has Down Syndrome
* She has a Congenital disability
* He is a person with a seizure disorder
* He uses a wheelchair
* She has a developmental disability
* He has an orthopedic disability
*  She has short stature
* He has no speech
» She has a learning disability
* Heis a person who has....
* She has an emotional disturbance
* Typical instead of “normal”
* He has quadriplegia, paraplegia, etc....
* She receives Special Ed Services
* Accessible parking

Other additional information can be found at the following online sources:

Advocacy 101
http://www.familytofamilynetwork.org/parent-resources/people-first-

language
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