ed. If he was suspicious that Bri

e [hepplum L Brian and I shared the same house, he never
om the hgspital, trying to keep his big unwieldy car, bobbing like a boat
him a pair of seersucker shorts because long pants were too painful anci
er groceries and my wok, and while T cooked dinner my father sat at the
1 on a vinyl chair, and listened to the hissing oil, happy, abstracted. I
0 his bedroom, where we watched Wheel of Fortune and ]z;opardy on the
he first time since [ was a boy, I sat at his feet and he rubbed my head. It
go?d leg, contented as a cat. He welcomed my visits with an eageméSS
dn't seem to mind being dependent on me for physical assistanice: he
»ulder wholly, and I felt protective, necessary, inhaling the scents of s:'ﬂve
e, familiar odor that was all my fathers own.

gges?” asked my father one evening. He was sitting at the dinette, dressed
iis leg propped on the chair. The bruises had faded to lavender’, his calf

1 over the broceoli sizzling in the wok. “What about them?” I shouted
hat some of them are seeing a psychiatrist now that they’re back.”

broccoli. “Dad,” 1 said, “i
erapist, too.”

e kitchgn windows. My father’s face was a silhouette, his lenses catching
got their food taken care of, right? And a place to sleep. What’s the big

f you'd been held hostage in the Middle East,

r Gods sake. A prisoner. I don't think it like spending a weekend at the

matter-of-factly, “is like being a prisoner.”

e pea pods.

:hmg,” s!al'd my father. “I get this feeling—I'm not sure how to say it—
-hat youre keeping something from me. We don' talk much [ grant you
ime.” 1

1. 'd been Ehoroughly disarmed by his interpretation of world events his
and [ wasn't prepared for a serious discussion, | switched off the gas. The
med around, my father was staring at his outstretched leg. “S0?” he said.

tell me, tell me.”
u?”

“a long time. He makes me happy. We have a home.” Bach decl
hppe you understand. I hope this doesn't come between us.”
mthout skipping a beat, “you're lucky to have someone. And hes luck
s business anyway. What the hell else am 1 going to say?” ’
of something else before 1 could speak and express my relief. “You
-a boy of maybe sixteen, my father asked me to hold a ladder Wﬁile he

aration
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trimmed the tree in our backyard. So 1 did, see, when [ suddenly remember I have a date with this
bee-yoo-uful girl, and I'm late, and I run out of the yard. I dont know what got inte me. I'm
halfway down the street when I remember my father, and I think, ‘Oh, boy. I'm in trouble now.’ But
when I get back I can hear him laughing way up in the tree. I'd never heard him laugh like that.
You must like her a lot,” he says when I help him down. Funny thing was, T hadn't told him where
I was going.”

[ pictured my father’s father teetering above the earth, a man hugging the trunk of a tree and
watching his son run down the street in pursuit of sweet, ineffable pleasure. While my father remi-
nisced, night obscured the branches of the plum tree, the driveway where my mother’s clothes once
floated down like enormous leaves. When my father finished telling the story, he looked at me,
then looked away. A moment of silence lodged between us, an old and obstinate silence. I won-
dered whether nothing or everything would change. 1 spooned our food onto separate plates. My
father carefully pressed his leg to test the healing flesh.

Tony Earley

Somehow Form a Family

In July 1969, I looked a lot like Opie in the second or third season of The Andy Griffith Show. T was a
small boy with a big head. I wore blue jeans with the cuffs turned up and horizontally striped
pullover shirts. I was the brother in a father-mother-brother-sister family. We lived in a four-room
house at the edge of the country, at the foot of the mountains, outside a small town in North Car-
olina, but it could have been anywhere.

On one side of us lived Mr. and Mrs. White. They were old and rich. Their driveway was
paved. Mrs. White was the president of the town garden club. When she came to visit Mama she
brought her own ashtray. Mr. White was almost deaf. When he watched the news on television, it
sounded like thunder in the distance. The Whites had an aluminum travel trailer in which you
could see your reflection. One summer they hitched it to their Chrysler and pulled it all the way tc
Alaska. _

On the other side of us lived Mack and Joan. They had just graduated from college. I thought
Joan was beauriful, and still do. Mack had a bass boat and a three-tray tackle box in which lurked a
bristling school of lures. On the other side of Mack and Joan lived Mrs. Taylor, who was old, and on
the other side of Mrs. Taylor lived Mr. and Mrs. Frady, who had a fierce dog. My sister, Shelly, and 1
called it the Frady dog. The Frady dog lived a long and bitter life. It did not die until well after I had
a driver’s license.

On the far side of the Whites lived Mr. and Mrs. John Harris; Mr. and Mrs. Burlon Harris lived
beyond them. John and Burlon were first cousins. John was a teacher who in the summers fixed
lawn mowers, including ours, in a building behind his house. Burlon reminded me of Mr. Green-
jeans on Captain Kangaroo. He kept horses and let us play in his barn. Shelly once commandeered
one of his cats and brought it home to live with us. Burlon did not mind; he asked her if she wanted
another one. We rode our bicycles toward Mr. Harriss house as if pulled there by gravity. We did
not ride in the other direction; the Frady dog sat in its yard and watched for us.
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In July 1969, we did not have much money, but in the hierarchy of southern poor, we were the
good kind, the kind you would not mind living on your road. We were clean. Our clothes were
clean. My parents worked. We went to church. Easter mornings, Mama stood us in front of the
yellowbell bush and took our picture. We had meat at every meal—chicken and cube steak and
pork chops and ham—and plenty of milk to drink. We were not trashy. Mrs. White would not sit
with her ashtray in the kitchen of trashy people. Trashy people lived in the two houses around the
curve past Mr. Harriss. When Daddy drove by those houses we could see that the kids in the yard
had dirty faces. They were usually jabbing at something with a stick. Shelly and 1 were not allowed
to ride our bicycles around the curve.

I knew we were poor only because our television was black and white. It was an old Admiral,
built in the 1950s, with brass knobs the size of baseballs. Its cabinet was perfectly square, a cube of
steel with a painted-on mahogany grain. Hoss on Bonanza could not have picked it up by himself. It
was a formidable object, but its vertical hold was shot. We gathered around it the night Neil
Armstrong walked on the moon, but we could not tell what was happening. The picture flipped up
and down. We turned off the lights in the living room so we could see better. We listened to Walter
Cronkite. In the distance we could hear Mr. White’s color TV rumbling. We changed the channel
and listened to Huntley and Brinkley. We could hear the scratchy radio transmissions coming down
out of space, but we could not see anything. Daddy got behind the TV with a flashlight. He said, “Is
that better? Is that better?” but it never was. Mama said, “Just be thankful you've got a television.”

After the Eagle had landed but before the astronauts opened the door and came out, Mack

knocked on the door and asked us if we wanted to look at the moon. He was an engineer for a
power company and had set up his surveyor’s transit in the backyard. Daddy and Shelly and 1
went with him. We left Mama sitting in the living room in the blue light of the TV. She said she did
not want to miss anything. The moon, as 1 remember it, was full, although 1 have since learned
that it wasn’t. I remember that a galaxy of lightning bugs blinked against the black pine trees that
grew between our yard and that of the Whites. Mack pointed the transit at the sky. Daddy held me
up so I could see. The moon inside the instrument was startlingly bright; the man in the moon
was clearly visible, although the men on the moon weren't. “You can’t see them or anything,” Mack
said, which I already knew. I said, “I know that.” T wasn't stupid and did not like to be talked to as
if I were. Daddy put me down. He and Mack stood for a while and talked. Daddy smoked a ciga-
rette. In the bright yard Shelly chased lightning bugs. She did not run, but instead jumped slowly,
her feet together. | realized that she was pretending to walk on the moon, pretending that she was
weightless. The moon was so bright, it cast a shadow at her feet. I remember these things for sure.
[ am tempted to say that she was beautiful in the moonlight, and I'm sure she was, but that isn't
something | remember noticing that night, only a thing I need to say now.

Eight, maybe nine months later, Shelly and I rode the bus home from school. It was a Thursday,
Mama’s day off, Easter time. The cherry tree in the garden separating our driveway from that of the
Whites was in brilliant, full bloom. We could hear it buzzing from the road. One of us checked the
mailbox. We looked up the driveway at our house. Something was wrong with it, but we couldn’t
tell what. Daddy was adding four rooms on to the house, and we were used to it appearing large
and unfinished. We stood in the driveway and stared. Black tar paper was tacked to the outside
walls of the new part, but the old part was still covered with white asbestos shingles. In the coming
summer, Daddy and a crew of brick masons would finish transforming the house into a split-level
ranch style, remarkably similar to the one in which the Bradys would live. I loved the words split-
level ranch-style. To me they meant “rich.”
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Shelly and I spotted what was wrong at the same time. A giant television antenna had attached
itself to the roof of our house. It was shiny and tall as a young tree. It looked dangerous, as if it
would bite, like a praying mantis. The antenna slowly began to turn, as if it had noticed us, Shelly
and I looked quickly at each other, our mouths wide open, and then back at the anterma. We
sprinted up the driveway.

In the living room, on the spot occupied by the Admiral that morning, sat a magnificent new
color TV, a Zenith, with a twenty-one-inch screen. Its cabinet was made of real wood. Gomer Pyle,
U.S.M.C. was on. [ will never forget that. Gomer Pyle and Sergeant Carter were the first two people
ever saw on a color television. The olive green and khaki of their uniforms was dazzling. Above them
was the blue sky of California. The sky in California seemed bluer than the sky in North Carolina.

We said, “Is that ours?”

Mama said, “I'm going to kill your daddy” He had charged the TV without telling her. Two
men from Sterchis Furniture had showed up at the house that morning with the TV on a truck.
They climbed onto the roof and planted the antenna.

We said, “Can we keep it?”

Mama said, ‘1 don't know,” but I noticed she had written the numbers of the stations we could
get on the dial of the Channel Master, the small box which controlled the direction the antenna
pointed. Mama would never have written on anything she planned on taking back to the store.

The dial of the Channel Master was marked like a compass. Channel 3 in Charlotte lay to the
east; Channel 13 in Asheville lay to the west. Channel 7 in Spartanburg and Channel 4 in
Greenville rested side by side below them in the south. For years these cities would mark the out-
side edges of the world as [ knew it. Shelly reached out and turned the dial. Mama smacked her on
the hand. Gomer grew fuzzy and disappeared. [ said, “Mama, she broke it.” When the dial stopped
turning, Mama carefully turned it back to the south. Gomer reappeared, resurrected. Jim Nabors
probably never looked better to anyone, in his whole life, than he did to us right then.

Mama sat us down on the couch and laid down the law. Mama always laid down the law when
she was upset. We were not to touch the TV. We could not turn it on, nor could we change the
channel. Under no circumstances were we to touch the Channel Master. The Channel Master was
very expensive. And if we so much as looked at the knobs that controlled the color, she would whip
us. It had taken her all afternoon to get the color just right.

We lived in a split-level ranch-style house, with two maple trees and a rose bush in the front yard,
outside a town that could have been named Springfield. We had a color TV. We had a Channel Mas-
ter antenna that turned slowly on top of our house until it found and pulled from the sky electro-
magnetic waves for our nuclear family.

We watched Hee-Haw, starring Buck Owens and Roy Clark; we watched All in the Family, The
Mary Tyler Moore Show, The Bob Newhart Show, The Carol Burnett Show, and Mannix, starring Mike
Connors with Gail Fisher as Peggy; we watched Gunsmoke and Bonanza, even after Adam left and
Hoss died and Liztle Joe’s hair turned gray; we watched Adam-12 and Kojak, McCloud, Colombo, and
Hawaii Five-O; we watched Cannon, 2 Quinn Martin production and Barnaby Jones, a Quinn Martin
production, which co-starred Miss America and Uncle Jed from The Beverly Hillbillies. Daddy fin-
ished the new part of the house and moved out soon thereafter. He rented a trailer in town and
took the old Admiral out of the basement with him. We watched Mutual of Omaha’s Wild Kingdom
and The Wonderful World of Disney. After school we watched Gomer Pyle, U5.M.C., The Beverly
Hilibillies, Gilligan’s Island, and The Andy Griffith Show. Upstairs, we had rooms of our own. Mama
stopped taking us to church.
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On Friday nights we watched The Partridge Family, The Brady Bunch, Room 222, The Odd Couple,
and Love American Style. Daddy came to visit on Saturdays. We watched The Little Rascals on Chan-
nel 3 with Fred Kirby, the singing cowboy, and his sidekick, Uncle Jim. We watched The Little Ras-
cals on Channel 4 with Monty Dupuy, the weatherman, and his sidekick, Doohickey. Mornings,
before school, we watched The Three Stooges with Mr. Bill on Channel 13. Mr. Bill worked alone.
The school year Daddy moved out, Mr. Bill showed Bible story cartoons instead of The Three
Stooges. That year, we went to school angry.

After each of Daddy’ visits, Mama said he was getting better. Shelly and 1 tried to imagine liv-
ing with the Bradys but realized we would not fit in. They were richer and more popular at school.
They did not have Southern accents. One Saturday Daddy brought me a set of golf clubs, which I
had asked for but did not expect to get. It was raining that day. [ took the clubs out in the yard and
very quickly realized that golf was harder than it looked on television. T went back inside and
wiped the mud and water off the clubs with Bounty paper towels, the quicker picker upper.
Upstairs I heard Mama say, “Do you think he’s stupid?” I spread the golf clubs on the floor around
me. I tuned in Shock Theater on Channel 13 and turned it up loud.

Shelly had a crush on Bobby Brady; I had a crush on Jan. Jan had braces, 1 had braces. Jan had
glasses, I had glasses. Their daddy was an architect. Our daddy lived in a trailer in town with a poster
of Wile E. Coyote and the Road Runner on the living room wall. The Coyote held the Road Runner
firmly by the neck. The caption on the poster said, “Beep, Beep your ass.” I lay in bed at night and
imagined being married to Jan Brady but having an affair with Marsha. 1 wondered how we would
tell Jan, what Marsha and I would do then, where we would go. Greg Brady beat me up. I shook his
hand and told him I deserved it. Alice refused to speak to me. During this time Mrs. White died. 1
heard the ambulance in the middle of the night. It sounded like the one on Emergency. 1 opened the
door to Mama’s room to see if she was OK. She was embarrassed because our dog barked and barked.

Rhoda left The Mary Tyler Moore Show. Maude and George Jefferson left All in the Family; Florida,
Maude’ maid, left Maude. Daddy moved back in. He watched the news during supper, the TV as
loud as Mr. Whites. We were not allowed to talk during the news. This was the law. After the news
we watched Rhoda or Maude or Good Times. Daddy decided that cutting the grass should be my job.
We had a big yard. [ decided that [ didn’t want to do anything he said. Mr. White remarried. The new
Mrs. White’s daughter died of cancer. The new Mrs. White dug up every flower the old Mrs. White
had planted; she cut down every tree and shrub, including the cherry tree in the garden between our
driveways. Mama said the new Mrs. White broke her heart. Mr. White mowed and mowed and
mowed their grass until it was smooth as a golf course. Mack and Joan paved their driveway.

What I'm trying to say is this: we lived in a split-level ranch-style house; we had a Zenith in the
living room and a Channel Master attached to the roof. But Shelly and I fought like Thelma and JJ.
on Good Times. I wanted to live in Hawaii and work for Steve McGarrett. No bad guy ever got away
from McGarrett, except the Chinese master spy Wo Fat. Shelly said McGarrett would never give me
a job. In all things Shelly was on Daddys side; I lined up on Mamas. Friday evenings, when Daddy
got home from work, I sneaked outside to snoop around in the glove compartment of his car. I pre-
tended 1 had a search warrant, that I was Danno on a big case. Shelly reported my snooping to
Daddy. I was trying to be a good son.

Every Saturday, before he went to work, Daddy left word that T was to cut the grass before he
got home. [ stayed in bed until lunch. Shelly came into my room and said, “You better get up.” 1
flipped her the bird. She said, “I'm telling.” T got up in time to watch professional wrestling on
Channel 3. T hated the bad guys. They did not fight fair. They hid brass knuckles in their‘trunks
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and beat the good guys until they bled. They won too often. Mama brought me tomato and onion
sandwiches. I could hear Mack on one side and Mr. White on the other mowing their grass. I
could hear John Harris and Mr. Frady and Mrs. Taylor's daughter, Lucille, mowing grass. Lucille
lived in Charlotte, but came home on weekends just to mow Mrs. Taylor’s grass. We had the shag-
giest lawn on the road. After wrestling, I watched the Game of the Week on Channel 4. Carl
Yaztremski of the Boston Red Sox was my favorite baseball player. He had forearms like fence-
posts. Nobody messed with him. I listened over the lawn mowers for the sound of Daddy’s Volks-
wagen. Mama came in the living room and said, “Son, maybe you should mow some of the grass
before your daddy gets home. You know what’s going to happen.” I knew what was going to hap-
pen. I knew that eventually he would make me mow the grass. I knew that when I was through,
Mack would come through the pine trees laughing. He would say, “Charles, I swear that is the
laziest boy I have ever seen.” Mack had a Snapper Comet riding mower, on which he sat like a
king. [ never saw him on it that I did not want to bean him with a rock. Daddy would shake his
head and say, “Mack, dead lice wouldn't fall off that boy.” Every Saturday night we ate out at Scog-
gin’s Seafood and Steak House. Hee-Haw came on at seven; All in the Family came on at eight.

And then Shelly and I were in high school. We watched M*A*S*H* and Lou Grant, Love Boat and
Fantasy Island. We watched Dynasty and Dallas. Opie was Richie Cunningham on Happy Days. Ben
Cartwright showed up in a black bathrobe on Battlestar Gallactica. The Channel Master stopped
working, but no one bothered to have it fixed. The antenna was left immobile on the roof in a com-
promised position: we could almost get most of the channels. One summer Mack built a pool in his
backyard. Joan lay in a bikini beside the pool in the sun. The next summer Mack built a fence. This
was during the late seventies. Shelly lay in her room with the lights turned off and listened to Dark
Side of the Moon. On Friday nights she asked me to go out with her and her friends. I always said
no. I did not want to miss The Rockford Files.

In those days Shelly and I watched Guiding Light when we got home from school. It was our
soap. I remember that Ed Bauer’s beautiful wife Rita left him because he was boring. Shelly said I
reminded her of Ed Bauer. She wore her hair like Farrah Fawcett Majors on Charlie’s Angels. After
Guiding Light 1 changed the channel and watched Star Trek. I could not stay awake in school. 1
went to sleep during homeroom. During the day I woke up only long enough to change classes
and eat lunch. T watched Star Trek when 1 got home as if it were beamed to our house by God. I
did not want to be Captain Kirk, or any of the main characters. I just wanted to go with them. I
wanted to wear a red jersey and walk the long, anonymous halls of the Starship Enterprise as it
disappeared into space. One day Star Trek was preempted by an ABC After School Special. 1 tried to
kick the screen out of the TV. I was wearing sneakers, so the glass would not break. Shelly hid in
Mama and Daddy’ room. I said, “Five-O. Open up.” Then I kicked the door off the hinges.

Our family doctor thought T had narcolepsy. He sent me to a neurologist in Charlotte. Mama
and Daddy went with me. In Charlotte, an EEG technician attached wires to my head. A small,
round amber light glowed high up in the corner of the examination room. I watched the light until
['went to sleep. The neurologist said that the EEG looked normal, but that he would talk to us more
abour the results in a few minutes. He led us to a private waiting room. It was small and bare and
paneled with wood. In it were four chairs. Most of one wall was taken up by a darkened glass. I
could not see what was on the other side of it. I studied our reflection. Mama and Daddy were try-
ing to pretend that the glass wasn't there, 1 said, “Pa, when we get back to the Ponderosa, do you
want me to round up those steers on the lower forty?”
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Daddy said, “What?”

I said, “Damnit, Jim. I'm a doctor.”

Daddy said, “What are you talking about?”
Mama said, “Be quiet. They're watching us.”

Shelly died on Christmas Eve morning when I was a freshman in college. She had wrecked Mama’s
car. That night I stayed up late and watched the Pope deliver the Christmas mass from the Vatican.
There was nothing else on. Daddy moved out again. My college almost shut down during the week
The Thorn Birds was broadcast, Professors rescheduled papers and exams. In the basement of my
dorm twenty-five nineteen-year-old guys shouted at the TV when the Richard Chamberlain character
told the Rachel Ward character he loved God more than he loved her. At age nineteen, it was impos-
sible to love God more than Rachel Ward. My best friend, a guy from Kenya, talked me into switching
from Guiding Light to General Hospital. This was during the glory days of General Hospital when Luke
and Scorpio roomed together on the Haunted Star. Laura was supposedly dead, but Luke knew in his
heart she was still alive: every time he was by himself he heard a Christopher Cross song.

Going home was strange, as if the Mayberry 1 expected had become Mayberry, R.ED. Shelly
was gone. Daddy was gone. The second Mrs, White died, then Mr. White went away to a nursing

teared up every time he tried to talk about Shelly Mack and Joan had a son named Timmy. Mack
and Joan got a divorce. Mack moved to a farm out in the country; Joan moved to town.

Daddy fell in love with Mama My senior year and moved back in. The Zenith began slowly
dying. Its picture narrowed into a greenly tinted slit. It stared like a diseased eye into the living

GE. With my second Christmas bonus I bought Mama and Daddy one. They hooked it up to cable,
When I visited them on Thursdays we watched The Cosby Show, Family Ties, Cheers, Night Court,
and Hill Street Blues, Daddy gave up on broadcast TV when NBC cancelled Hill Street Blues and
replaced it with LA. Law Now he mostly watches the Discovery Channel. Mama calls it the “air.
planes and animals channel They are in the eighteenth year of their new life together. I bear them
no grudges. They were very young when I knew them best.

In grad school I switched back to Guiding Light. 1 had known Ed Bauer longer than I had
known all but a few of my friends. It pleased me to see him in Springfield every afternoon, trying to
do good. I watched The Andy Griffith Show twice a day. I could glance at Opie and tell you what year
the episode was filmed. watched the Gulf War from a stool in a bar.

Eventually I married a woman who grew up in a family that watched television only on special
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we actually lived. I sat in the cafeteria and stared at her as much as I could without anyone noticing.
[ don't know if she prayed for me or not, but I like to think that she did. I wanted to tell her that I
grew up in a split-level ranch-style house outside a small town that could have been named Spring-
field, but that something had gone wrong inside it. I wanted to tell her that years ago Alice had
been important to me, that my sister and I had looked to Alice for something we could not name,
and had at least seen a picture of what love looked like. I wanted to tell her that no one in my fam-
ily ever raised their voice while the television was on, that late at night even a bad television show
could keep me from hearing the silence inside my own heart. I wanted to tell her that Ed Bauer and
[ were still alive, that both of us had always wanted to do what was right. Ann B. Davis stood,
walked over to the trash can, and emptied her tray. She walked out of the cafeteria and into a small,
gray town near Pittsburgh. I wanted her to be Alice. I wanted her to smile as if she loved me. I
wanted her to say, “Buck up, kiddo, everything going to be all right” And what I'm trying to tell
you now is this: I grew up in a split-level ranch-style house outside a town that could have been
anywhere. T grew up in front of a television. [ would have believed her. </ < /Bl < /REA )~

Lucy Grealy

Mirrorings

There was a long period of time, almost a year, during which I never looked in a mirror. It wasn't
easy, for I'd never suspected just how omnipresent are our own images. [ began by merely avoid-
ing mirrors, but by the end of the year I found myself with an acute knowledge of the reflected
image, its numerous tricks and wiles, how it can spring up at any moment: a glass tabletop, a well-
polished door handle, a darkened window, a pair of sunglasses, a restaurant’s otherwise magnifi-
cent brass-plated coffee machine sitting innocently by the cash register.

At the time, I had just moved, alone, to Scotland and was surviving on the dole, as Britain’s
social security benefits are called. I didn't know anyone and had no idea how I was going to live,
yet I went anyway because by happenstance I'd met a plastic surgeon there who said he could help
me. I had been living in London, working temp jobs. While in London, I'd received more nasty
comments about my face than I had in the previous three years, living in lowa, New York, and
Germany. These comments, all from men and all odiously sexual, hurt and disoriented me. T also
had journeyed to Scotland because after more than a dozen operations in the States my insurance
had run out, along with my hope that further operations could make any real difference. Here,
however, was a surgeon who had some new techniques, and here, amazingly enough, was a gov-
ernment willing to foot the bill: I didn't feel I could pass up yet another chance to “fix” my face,
which I confusedly thought concurrent with “fixing” my self, my soul, my life.

Twenty years ago, when 1 was nine and living in America, I came home from school one day with a
toothache. Several weeks and misdiagnoses later, surgeons removed most of the right side of my jaw
In an attempt to prevent the cancer they found there from spreading, No one propetly explained the
operation to me, and [ awoke in a cocoon of pain that prevented me from moving or speaking, Tubes
ran in and out of my body, and because 1 was temporarily unable to speak after the surgery and
could not ask questions, I made up my own explanations for the tubes’ existence. I remermber the




