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January	23
My	dear	wise	counselor,	advisor,	and	friend	Sophie:

Today,	 the	 twenty-third	day	of	January	on	a	Tuesday	 in	 this	New	Year,	 I’m	ready	 to
begin	a	long	letter	to	you.	I	want	to	write	at	length	to	explain	why	you	haven’t	heard	from
me	for	over	a	year	now.	From	the	depths	of	my	heart,	I	want	to	help	you	understand	what
my	life	has	been	over	the	“quiet	period.”	Or	shall	I	say	the	hard	times,	the	terrible	times,
and	 the	 glorious	 times	which	 evolved	month	 by	month	 out	 of	my	 life	 over	 events	 that
came	 before.	 Ah,	 yes,	 that	 is	 true	 of	 all	 that	 has	 occurred.	 And,	 in	 fact,	 so	 much	 has
transpired,	I	hardly	know	how	to	summarize	all	the	events	for	you.	Regardless,	there	are
some	things	I	want	to	tell	you	right	now	and	some	things	I	will	tell	you	later.

But	first	of	all,	let	me	tell	you	how	much	I	enjoyed	flying	to	St.	Louis	the	last	time	to
see	 you.	 St.	 Louis	 is	 a	 wonderful	 location.	 And	 with	 my	 living	 here	 in	 Tooele
(incidentally,	I	met	a	woman	in	St.	Louis	who	knew	that	Tooele	was	just	outside	Salt	Lake
City,	but	pronounced	my	town	the	funniest	way.	I	finally	taught	her	to	say	Tew-ILL-uh.)
But	 back	 to	 my	 point,	 I	 still	 miss	 the	 teeming	 life	 that	 one	 finds	 in	 St.	 Louis.	 And,
speaking	of	St.	Louis,	I	want	to	know	if	the	art	center	you	built	with	its	wonderful	grounds
and	community	for	the	many	artists	living	there	is	properly	appreciated.	I	think	that	it	is	a
holy	answer	to	the	problem	that	people	have	today	of	searching	for	a	place	where	they	can
be	both	spiritual	and	aesthetical.

I	want	to	be	a	spiritual	person,	as	you	know,	but	I	want	to	be	an	aesthetical	person	too.
And	it	is	a	great	struggle	to	finally	understand	that	in	some	ways,	indeed,	“truth	is	beauty
and	beauty	is	truth”	as	Keats	said	just	before	he	died.	And	he	was	only	twenty-five	years
of	age!	Surely,	 there	 is	a	great	deal	of	beauty	 in	 truth	and	truth	 in	beauty.	That	 is	why	I
always	want	to	be	close,	at	least	in	spirit,	to	the	art	center	that	you	built	and	to	be	one	of
the	artists	who	belongs	 to	your	community.	 I	wonder	about	 the	elderly	gentleman	 that	 I
met	 there.	 He	 was	 writing	 a	 book	 regarding	 the	 spiritual	 aspects	 of	 marriage.	 Has	 his
health	improved?	I	was	inspired	by	his	lofty	ideals	and	dreams.

While	 I’m	 reminiscing	 about	 your	 art	 center,	 I	 am	 thinking	 about	 the	 three-story
building	where	you	live.	I	remember	that	 the	old	house	seemed	very	cold	the	last	 time	I
visited	 you	 two	years	 ago.	Of	 course	 it	was	wintertime.	 I	 remember	 the	 night	 the	wind
howled	 at	 the	 windows	 and	 how	 I	 felt	 as	 though	 the	 panes	 would	 shatter.	 I	 remember
hearing	the	sound	of	the	blowing	wind,	the	rumbling	of	the	wind.	And	I	remember	how	I
never	thought	a	place	could	be	so	cold.	But	that	is	just	a	memory	that	comes	to	me	now.

I’m	sitting	in	my	living	room,	that	same	living	room	where	you	visited	me	a	couple	of
years	ago.	It	had	been	such	a	wonderful	experience	to	have	you	here	with	me,	to	see	the
maturity	and	wisdom	with	which	you	graced	my	home	and	my	life.	You	said	at	that	time
how	overwhelmed	I	was	 to	realize	 that	you	took	me	very	seriously,	 that	you	cared	what
happened	 to	me	 and	 that	 you	 cared	 about	my	 future.	 You	 saw	what	 it	meant	 to	me	 to
realize	that	you	truly	cared	about	my	spiritual	well-being	and,	in	fact,	my	whole	purpose
of	existence.

So,	 I’m	 sitting	 in	 that	 same	 living	 room	 holding	 fond	 memories	 of	 you	 and	 I	 am



writing	to	you.	In	fact,	being	here	in	the	living	room	helps	me	focus	on	you	and	makes	the
writing	easier.	I	feel	confident	and	productive	as	I	sit	comfortably	using	a	TV	tray	as	my
writing	table.	It	is	very	quiet	by	the	way.	My	two	boys	are	gone	for	the	day—something
I’m	grateful	 for.	Not	 that	 I	don’t	miss	 them,	but	quite	 frankly,	 every	adult	needs	a	 little
private	 quiet	 time	 to	 think	 on	 the	 adult	 aspects	 of	 the	 problems	he	 or	 she	 has.	Well,	 of
course,	you	know	that.	I	suppose	I	mention	this	because	it’s	just	now	that	I’m	beginning	to
see	the	truth	of	the	idea.

I	must	point	out	that	early	on,	I	wanted	to	visit	you	in	order	to	tell	my	story.	As	each
event	came	to	the	resolution	that	it	now	has,	I	actually	thought	about	calling	you.	But	then
I	 realized	 that	 I	 had	 too	 much	 emotion	 to	 contain	 myself.	 I	 say	 that	 it	 could	 be
overwhelming	to	me	to	have	to	speak	out	about	everything	I	had	endured.	I	believe	that
now	with	a	little	quiet	and	calm,	I	can	pace	myself	writing	you	about	at	least	those	events
that	have	transpired	within	the	past	three	months.

I	suppose	now,	that	I	must	begin	to	tell	you	the	story	that	I	wanted	to	tell	you.	First	of
all,	it	may	surprise	you	to	know	that	I	have	just	come	back	from	a	stay	at	the	hospital.	So
you	see,	it	is	going	to	be	a	long	time,	many	words	away	before	I	fully	explain	the	hospital
stay	 to	you.	So,	 let	me	begin	by	 telling	of	events	 that	most	 recently	occurred.	 I’ll	begin
with	last	Tuesday	on	January	16.

That	day,	I	left	Tooele	at	3:15.	I	went	to	the	van,	fastened	my	two	boys	in,	got	into	the
driver’s	seat	was	ready	to	take	off.	Speaking	of	cold	weather	and	cold	places,	I	must	say
that	it	has	been	very	cold	here.	In	fact,	I	remember	sitting	there	under	the	steering	wheel
surveying	the	vast	chilled	landscape	around	me.	The	snow	lay	deep	and	silent	on	the	hills
to	the	east	above	Pine	Canyon.	But	I	knew	the	roads	had	been	cleared	and	I	had	heard	on
the	radio	that	no	snow	was	evident	on	the	highways	or	interstate.	No	weather	problems	I
told	myself	and	we	started	off.

Anyway,	we	headed	toward	the	city,	 just	a	half	hour	away.	In	fact	 in	a	 little	while,	I
could	see	 the	Great	Salt	Lake	 to	 the	west	 standing	mirage	 fashion	with	Antelope	 Island
looming	monster-like	out	of	 the	water.	Really,	 it	 looked	very	much	like	 the	scene	 in	 the
blurred	photos	one	 sees	of	 the	Loch	Ness	monster,	 one	of	 the	unexplained	mysteries	of
life.

But	I	drove	on.	With	the	overcast	sky	it	was	hard	to	see	where	the	lake	ended	and	the
sky	began,	steel	gray	merging	into	steel	blue.	But	quick	enough,	I	got	a	glimpse	of	Saltair
standing	like	some	forgotten	sentinel	keeping	guard	out	in	the	desert.	Anyway	I	drove	on,
veered	right	on	I-80,	motored	onward	to	Salt	Lake	City.

As	 I	was	 driving,	 I	 began	 thinking	 of	 the	 news	 I	 had	 to	 tell	 you.	Big	 news!	Still,	 I
couldn’t	 bring	 myself	 to	 actually	 take	 time,	 sit	 down	 and	 write.	 Now,	 my	 friend,	 I’ve
gotten	 to	 that	 point	 and	 I	 want	 to	 tell	 you	 of	 things	 that	 had	 transpired	 since	 last
November.

To	start	off,	do	you	remember	Mrs.	Cunningham?	The	lady	who	lives	next	door	to	me?
I	must	tell	you	how	on	that	morning	of	January	sixteenth,	Mrs.	Cunningham	had	sat	in	my
living	room	listening	to	me	talk	and	talk.	I	was	encouraged	by	being	able	to	discuss	with
this	neighborly	friend,	some	of	the	things	that	had	been	on	my	mind.	I	must	add	that	as	she
listened	and	listened,	I	was	beginning	to	feel	as	if	life	could	go	on	for	me.	It	had	to	go	on.



It	would	go	on	with	or	without	me.

Ben,	my	youngest	son,	and	Mr.	Cunningham	were	building	clay	figures	which	again
seemed	like	frightening	monsters.	Not	that	I	was	seeing	monsters	everywhere,	but	I	was
basically	in	a	frightful	state.	Anyway	I	was	driving	in	the	van	and	I	was	thinking	about	the
various	things	I	wanted	to	tell	you.	I	knew	at	some	point	I	would	write	to	you,	because	I
had	things	to	tell	you.	But	as	each	day	passed,	there	had	been	more	and	more	things	that	I
had	to	weave	together	to	explain,	things	of	great	import.	The	task	seemed	overwhelming.

Anyway,	still	driving	along	that	afternoon,	I	caught	a	brine-shrimp	smell	that	pierced
through	the	mists	from	the	lake.	It	was	a	disagreeable	odor	and	it	made	me	cringe.	Like
the	reaction	you	get	when	someone	scrapes	a	blackboard	with	his	fingernails.	It	set	me	on
edge.	What	if	this	smell	were	the	odor	of	my	failures,	I	was	feeling	that	I	should	be	doing
more.	For	the	first	time	in	months	I	was	beginning	to	think	maybe	I	could	cope	with	where
I	was	and	what	had	happened.	The	part	I	have	not	yet	told	you	about.

I	was	certainly	feeling	that	I	was	up	to	going	to	Sugar	House	to	see	my	sister	and	her
three	daughters.	Thus,	this	is	where	we	were	going	last	Tuesday	afternoon.	Driving	along,
I	even	felt	that	I	looked	half-sane,	so	to	speak.	And	considering	these	points,	I	was	driving
along	confidently	and	thinking	of	details	of	my	life	that	I	might	soon	be	revealing	to	you.
Now	I	realize	I	am	implying	many	things	but	bear	with	me.	Let	me	proceed	with	the	first
event!

That	day,	while	driving,	I	glanced	in	the	car	mirror	and	caught	a	view	of	my	sons	in
the	 back	 seat.	 There	 was	 brown-eyed	 Ben	 yawning,	 his	 hair	 overgrown,	 he	 obviously
needing	a	hair	trim.	And	there	was	Shane,	ever	the	dreamer,	looking	at	the	cars	we	were
driving	past.	At	that	moment	Shane	wanted	me	to	sing	a	song	for	him.	I	switched	off	the
radio	 and	 started	 singing	 a	French	 lullaby.	The	boys	 sang	 along,	 happy	 enough	 to	 have
something	to	do.	For	myself	I	was	filled	with	so	many	thoughts	I	could	not	express	then
and	 am	 still	 not	 ready	 to	 express	 now.	 But	 let	 me	 remind	 you	 that	 there	 had	 been
numerous	 times	 that	 I	 have	 felt	 fear,	 fright—like	 a	 woman	 who’d	 awakened	 from	 a
nightmare.

But	 I	 drove	on	 singing	with	my	boys	 for	 a	while.	Then,	 I	was	 aware	 I	was	 singing
without	my	chorus.	I	looked	around.	The	boys	had	fallen	off	to	sleep.	I	guess	listening	to
the	hum	of	the	engine	and	the	cadence	of	my	voice	had	lulled	them	away.	At	this	point	all
was	quiet.	I	fell	back	into	silence,	driving;	driving	and	remembering	things.

Remembering	 things	 like	my	 sister	 JoEllen	 being	 nine	 years	 older	 than	 I	 and	 being
creative	and	helping	me.	She’s	always	been	a	big	help	to	me.	Big	sister	Jo,	you	know	how
proud	I	was	of	her.	I’m	sure	you	recall	the	many	times	I	used	to	refer	to	my	youthful	days
with	Jo	and	all	my	siblings.	As	children	we	did	so	much	talking,	giggling,	and	planning
out	intricacies	we	wanted	to	have	in	our	lives.

But	driving	on,	I	began	thinking	of	my	brother	Steve	and	the	mischief	we	used	to	get
into.	We	were	playful,	all	 right.	Yet,	Steve,	 Jo	and	 I	were	often	 talking	about	 ideas.	We
would	 often	 look	 up	 quotes	 by	 famous	 poets	 and	 other	 interesting	 people.	 I	 remember
Steve	quoting	Thomas	Jefferson	who	had	said	something	along	the	lines	that,	“It	is	a	fool
that	gives	up	freedom	for	security.”	That	particular	quote	seemed	to	penetrate	my	thoughts
at	that	moment.



Anyway,	 thinking	of	my	youthful	days,	 I	began	 thinking	about	my	boys.	Maybe	my
boys	would	never	experience	all	 the	kinds	of	mental	exercise	my	siblings	and	I	had	had
back	when	we	were	young.	I	wondered	if	they	were	old	enough	to	think	about	what	Mr.
Patrick	Henry	had	said,	“Give	me	liberty	or	give	me	death.”	My	boys	often	seem	lonely.
Perhaps	 they	 were	 lonely	 for	 the	 excitement	 of	 understanding	 and	 discovery.	 I	 truly
wanted	to	make	that	up	to	them,	but	it	was	and	is	a	hard,	hard	job	to	do	all	alone.

Next,	I	glanced	out	the	side	window,	caught	a	glimpse	of	bare	maples	in	a	row	lining
the	street	where	Jo	lived,	with	that,	realized	I	was	nearly	to	my	destination.	I	reviewed	my
happy	feelings	 to	be	driving	 to	JoEllen’s.	There	was	Jo’s	dance	production	 that	 she	was
doing	for	her	girls	this	week.	The	idea	of	having	my	nieces	perform	for	a	large	audience
always	created	an	air	of	excitement	for	me,	and	all.	JoEllen	certainly	 is	an	oasis	 for	my
boys.	They	can	feel	the	artistic	spirit	and	desire	to	explore	that	she	has.	And	I	can	feel	it
too.	I’m	always	grateful	for	JoEllen.

Also,	there	were	JoEllen’s	three	girls.	These	girls	really	loved	my	boys	and	wanted	to
teach	them	exciting	new	things.	In	fact,	the	girls	were	old	enough	to	take	the	boys	around
to	places	like	the	Children’s	Museum	and	the	Planetarium.	This	was	all	possible	because
Sandy	was	old	enough	to	drive

Truly	 it	does	 seem	 impossible	 that	 all	 three	of	 Jo’s	girls	were	born	before	 I	married
John,	which	was	seven	years	ago.	Grown	up	so	fast!	The	years	have	moved	along	so	fast
in	this	regard.	Yet	in	other	ways	the	years	have	plodded	along.	I’ll	tell	you	more	about	that
later.

But	speaking	of	JoEllen’s	girls,	I	can’t	give	her	all	the	credit	for	the	loveliness	of	her
life	and	 the	way	she	has	 raised	her	children.	 I	have	 to	acknowledge	Nick	 too.	Nick	has
been	a	very	good	husband	and	he	has	been	the	right	husband	for	JoEllen.	He	loves	theater,
for	example	and	he	goes	to	see	whatever	is	playing	in	Salt	Lake	City.	They	can’t	do	very
much	 traveling	 right	 now,	 but	 they	 certainly	 do	 try	 to	 see	whatever	 is	 produced	 in	Salt
Lake	and	 they	do	 take	 the	girls	 to	 see	 theater	productions	when	 it’s	 suitable.	Nick	even
tries	to	include	me	every	possible	time

For	 example,	 I	 had	 wanted	 to	 see	 King	 Tut:	 the	 Musical,	 which	 was	 playing	 last
summer.	A	fabulous	national	troop	was	in	Salt	Lake	City.	Nick	had	gotten	tickets	for	both
John	and	me	but	John	had	more	important	things	to	do.	Thus,	Sandy	and	a	girlfriend	went
instead.	 To	 tell	 you	 the	 truth	 that	 had	 hurt.	 Too	 often	 I	 had	 forfeited	 tickets	 that	 were
gotten	for	me,	and	John.	Tickets	had	been	given	to	others	who	were	“really	interested	in
the	arts.”	I	always	hoped	that	John	would	go,	but	he	never	wanted	to	attend.	He	did	not
care	for	what	I	considered	“marvelous	productions.”

But	to	continue,	that	day,	when	we	arrived	at	Jo’s	house,	the	boys	and	I	hurried	to	the
door	and	went	inside.	JoEllen	and	her	girls	greeted	us	right	away.	Janet	and	Patty	took	our
coats,	 the	 boys	 and	 I	 fell	 into	 open	 arms	 of	 Sis.	We	were	 hugging	 and	 headed	 into	 the
kitchen,	everyone	talking	and	talking.	Sis	had	fresh-baked	cookies	and	steaming	mugs	of
cocoa.	We	consumed	the	wonderful	refreshments	while	smacking	our	lips	from	eating	the
delicious	treats.

Somewhere	during	our	 conversation,	 JoEllen	 asked	 about	my	husband’s	 family.	She
was	very	concerned	as	to	how	John’s	family	was	taking	things.	Later	you’ll	understand	the



meaning	of	this	statement	and	she	also	wondered	when	I’d	be	going	up	to	Idaho	to	visit
Mother.

And	as	I’ve	said,	seeing	Jo	with	her	three	daughters	reminded	me	of	my	youthful	days.
Memories	stirred	in	my	mind	as	I	briefly	reflected	back	to	when	Kathy,	Jo,	Steve	and	I	had
spent	many	hours	 together	 talking	and	dreaming.	But,	 this	day,	 I	was	at	 Jo’s	house.	We
were	the	parents	with	children	and	had	grown	up	matters	with	which	to	be	concerned.

Perhaps	one	of	the	nicest	things	that	transpired	on	this	visit	was	that,	Sandy,	JoEllen’s
eldest,	as	I’ve	said,	asked	about	my	photography.	She	mentioned	some	shots	I’d	done	at
Flathead	Lake	 in	Montana	and	at	Yellowstone.	And	I	 really	appreciated	 that.	Sandy	 is	a
very	 sensitive	 girl.	 I	 had	 to	 thank	 her	 for	 remembering	my	 interest.	 I	 think	 you	 should
know	now	that	there	have	been	precious	few	who	have	been	interested	in	my	photography
work,	and	that	I	have	always	enjoyed	photography	and	capturing	on	film,	the	things	that
surround	 me,	 however	 simple	 they	 may	 seem.	 Yet,	 my	 husband	 John	 was	 the	 least
interested	of	all	the	people	in	the	world.	He	always	criticized	me	for	spending	any	money
on	film	and	photography	projects—	ignoring	the	fact	that	I	received	pay	for	my	work	and
was	 able	 to	 reimburse	 him	 for	 the	 advances	 he	 gave	me.	He	 simply	wanted	none	of	 it.
Even	when	I	showed	him	a	check	with	my	name	on	it,	it	made	no	difference.	And	this	was
just	 the	 way	 of	 John.	 Truly,	 I	 had	 taken	 great	 photographs	 of	 Flathead	 Lake	 and	 the
surrounding	area.	Also,	just	recently	I	had	sold	a	number	of	reprints	of	my	work.	I	am	sure
that	my	work	had	value	though	never	to	John.	Well,	you’ll	hear	more	about	this	later.

But,	there	at	JoEllen’s	house,	we	visited	for	as	long	as	I	thought	we	could.	Then	it	was
time	to	go,	though	all	the	cocoa	and	the	cookies	had	not	been	consumed.	I	told	the	boys	to
hurry	up	and	said	to	Jo,	“You	know	how	much	I	wish	you	success	in	your	latest	venture
and	I’ll	be	glad	to	take	the	costumes	or	whatever	that	you	have	to	the	other	little	girls.”	To
which	Jo	said,	“Wonderful.”	We	embraced.	Then	Jo	gave	me	the	costumes,	and	the	boys
and	I	were	gone.

Once	 we	 were	 again	 en	 route,	 we	 headed	 toward	 Taylorsville	 to	 leave	 the	 first
costume,	next	we	went	on	 to	West	Valley.	Quickly	enough	we	had	delivered	all	but	one
costume.	To	deliver	the	last	costume,	I	drove	up	one	of	the	surest	routes	to	get	to	Magna
on	Thirty-fifth	South,	a	route	that	would	take	me	right	to	my	destination.	And	now	begins
the	tale	of	the	mad	adventure	that	followed.

The	moment	I	 turned	onto	Thirty-fifth,	 I	saw	that	an	orange	Chevette	was	following
me	closely.	I	noticed	that	the	driver	was	a	young	man	and	that	he	looked	angry.	Not	too
pleasant	an	observation,	but	that	is	what	I	made	of	it.	I	was	driving	forty	miles	per	hour	in
a	 forty-five	mile	 an	 hour	 zone	 and	 thought	 perhaps	 that	was	why	 he	was	 angry.	But,	 I
couldn’t	 speed	up.	There	was	 a	 car	 in	 front	of	me!—a	 silver-haired	driver	barely	doing
forty	and	this	was	a	“no	pass”	zone.	I	didn’t	want	to	provoke	this	impatient	young	man,
but	what	could	I	do?

I	took	a	glance	in	the	rearview	mirror	and	I	saw	that	the	now	irate	fellow	was	trying	to
catch	me	eye.	So,	I	gave	him	my	attention.	And	he	made	an	obscene	gesture.	Well,	not	to
be	intimidated,	I	turned	my	mirror	away	from	his	image.	But	I	could	feel	his	anger.	I	could
feel	it	growing	and	growing.	I	could	feel	him	getting	closer	and	closer.

Finally,	I	rearranged	my	mirror,	glanced	back	and	saw	that	he	had	begun	motioning	me



to	hurry	up!	I	was	quite	angry	now,	downright	mad.	“Who	is	this?”	I	yelled	to	my	car.	“Is
he	a	psychopath?”	Then	I	called	to	the	back	seat.	“Shane,	write	down	the	car	license	of	the
man	behind	us.”	I	got	a	pen	off	the	dash,	tossed	it	back	to	Shane.

He	 caught	 the	 pen	 and	 I	 saw	 him	whip	 around	 to	 face	 the	 car	 and	write	 down	 the
license	 number.	 “I	 got	 it	 down	Mother,”	 Shane	 said.	 Shane	 always	 carried	 a	 notebook.
Wherever	he	goes,	he	had	his	notebook	with	him.

Ben	was	chewing	his	fingernails.	I	could	see	that	he	was	alarmed.	His	eyes	were	big	as
saucers.	I	continued	to	drive	with	what	I	could	only	call	“the	maniac”	behind	me.	I	wanted
to	get	away	from	him	by	driving	faster.	He	was	beginning	to	frighten	me	just	as	he	was
frightening	my	boys.	I	couldn’t	understand	why	he	was	doing	this.

I	looked	out	of	the	van	and	there	was	a	grocery	store	ahead.	I	told	the	boys	to	hang	on
and	I	made	a	quick	left	turn.	I	thought	perhaps	if	I	turned	off	the	main	road	the	man	would
give	 up	 the	 chase.	 I	 turned	 so	 quickly	 that	 I	 didn’t	 give	 a	 signal.	 With	 that,	 the	 man
swerved	in	right	behind	me	and	turned	up	the	street	following	me	very	close	indeed.

There	was	no	doubt	that	he	had	a	malicious	focus	on	my	car.	And	I	didn’t	know	why.
The	thought	struck	me	to	turn	off	into	the	first	subdivision.	I	thought	perhaps	he	wouldn’t
follow	me	into	a	subdivision.	When	I	came	to	the	next	street,	I	turned	right.	He	followed.	I
made	a	Uturn	to	get	back	to	the	main	road.	He	pulled	up	to	the	side	of	my	van	and	cut	me
off.	He	leaped	out	of	his	car.	I	don’t	know	if	I	can	express	the	startle	and	the	shock	to	me
of	this	action.	What	is	this?	I	asked	myself.	Did	he	want	a	confrontation	with	me?	Why?
Why?	My	thoughts	were	a	jumble.

Suddenly	 I	 remembered	 John’s	 hunting	 knife.	 He	 always	 kept	 it	 in	 the	 glove
compartment.	I	fumbled	for	it.	I	couldn’t	let	this	madman	get	inside	my	van,	kill	my	two
boys	or	kill	me!	He	could	be	a	strangler!	Perhaps	he	had	a	gun.	I	had	to	struggle	to	keep	a
cool	head.	At	that	instant,	I	could	see	there	was	enough	room	to	pull	around	him.	I	threw
the	knife	onto	the	passenger	seat,	gunned	the	van,	and	screeched	easily	past	his	car.

The	man	jumped	back	into	his	car,	gunned	his	motor	and	was	hot	in	pursuit	of	me.	I
got	 a	 good	 look	 at	 him.	 He	 had	 blond	 hair	 and	 a	 very	 red	 face.	 He	 wore	 Levi’s	 was
medium-tall.	But	what	could	I	do?	I	had	no	phone	or	I	could	have	dialed	911.

I	bore	down	on	the	gas	feed,	my	hands	stuck	to	the	wheel.	I	tried	to	think	rationally,
but	what	I	felt	was	panic!	What	could	I	do?	Knife	him?	When?	How?	Stone	him?	Look	for
stones?	Look	for	the	police!	Keep	your	eyes	on	the	road!	I	told	myself.

I	drove	like	the	panicked	person	I	was.	I	felt	that	I	had	to	protect	myself	and	my	boys.
Who	was	 this	monster?	 I	 continued	 to	 ask	myself.	 Sick	 questions	 filled	my	 head.	 Sick
answers	muddied	my	thinking.

As	I	pulled	out	from	the	subdivision	onto	the	main	road,	I	nearly	hit	a	woman	with	a
baby	 in	 her	 car.	 I	 gunned	 the	 van,	 hit	Thirty-fifth	 and	 headed	 to	 the	 only	 place	 I	 knew
where	police	hang	out.

His	 car	 turned,	 followed	me	 going	 east.	He	 kept	 driving	with	 one	 hand	 like	 a	man
searching	for	something	under	his	car	seat.	I	don’t	think	I’ve	often	been	willing	to	kill,	but
now	I	felt	that	I	was.	I	told	my	boys,	“Keep	you	heads	down	and	pray.”



They	 had	 to	 be	 frightened.	 I	 knew	 they	were	 frightened.	 They	 didn’t	 answer	 back.
They	didn’t	ask	questions.	It	was	terrifying.	It	was	as	though	a	local	horror	story	had	come
to	life	and	I	was	the	victim.	Nightly	I’d	read	about	lunatics	in	the	newspaper	and	watched
on	the	evening	news,	stories	of	motorist’s	cars	ramming	other	cars.	For	example:	a	person
getting	killed	for	cutting	someone	else	off	on	the	freeway.	It’s	a	tension	and	a	madness	that
pervades	our	world.	I’ve	seen	it	so	often	on	television,	on	the	news—people	who	kill	for
no	sane	reason	at	all	or	people	who	kill	because	they’re	angry.	They	are	angry	at	everyone
about	everything.	 I	didn’t	know	what	 this	man	was	angry	about.	Possibly,	he	didn’t	 like
the	color	of	my	van.	The	boys	like	the	van,	maybe	this	totally	red-faced	stranger	did	not.

I	was	sweating	through	my	knit	top.	I	felt	that	I	was	in	a	desperate	situation.	Deeply
stressed,	 certainly!	 I	 felt	 overcome	 by	 fight	 or	 flight	 instincts.	 I	 shifted	 the	 van	 into
overdrive.	Finally,	I	saw	a	red	light.	There	was	a	red	light	at	Fifty-sixth	West.	I	pulled	to	a
stop.	There	was	a	wretched	pain	shooting	through	my	head.

And	 like	 that,	 right	 there	 at	 the	 stop	 light,	 the	 man	 got	 out	 of	 his	 car	 gripping	 a
handgun	in	his	fist.	Green	light!	I	floored	the	gas	pedal,	lurched	straight	ahead,	the	wheels
of	my	car	sounded	across	the	roadway.	He	dived	back	into	his	car,	screeched	away,	turned
up	Fifty-Sixth	Street	heading	south.

“Thank	the	Lord,”	I	sighed.	“Maybe	he’s	giving	it	up!”	I	needed	that	reassurance.	My
heart	was	pounding	against	my	coat.	Still	 I	kept	driving	fast	hoping	 to	see	a	policeman,
hoping	 that	one	would	stop	me.	I	was	doing	sixty,	surely	one	would	stop	me	and	report
me,	 then,	 I	 could	 report	 this	man.	My	 legs	 were	 jelly	 and	 shaking.	 I	 saw	 a	 police	 car
coming	my	way,	it	was	coming	my	way,	but	then	it	turned	off,	I	couldn’t	see	where.	I	kept
on	driving.	I	headed	for	the	police	station—kept	on	driving.	At	least	I	knew	where	I	was
going	on	this	main	road.

Once	 I	 got	 to	 the	 city	 building,	 I	 told	my	 boys,	 “Get	 out	 now!”	We	 bolted	 the	 car,
hopped	 the	 steps,	 got	 inside,	 I	 shrieked,	 “I	 need	 POLICE!”	 Some	 people,	 no	 uniforms,
drifted	my	way.	I	saw	no	police.	Where	were	they?!	A	policeman	finally	showed.	He	was
walking	toward	me	as	in	a	slow	motion	clip.	He	was	eating	a	candy	bar.

“Good	grief,”	I	called	out	at	him,	“Listen,	I’ve	been	through	hell!”	I	was	panting	and
couldn’t	stop.	I	tried	to	tell	my	story,	but	the	words	had	to	fall	out	in	between	the	pants.	I
could	not	stop	them.	I	panted	out	the	license	plate	number.	My	boys	panted	when	I	did.	I
was	 drenched	 in	 perspiration.	 It	 had	 soaked	 clear	 through	 my	 coat.	 I	 was	 cold	 too.	 I
shivered.	My	boys,	wide-eyed,	shivered	also.	I	sank	into	a	nearby	chair,	Ben	on	my	lap,
Shane	gripping	my	hand.

The	policeman	sat	at	a	desk,	started	filling	out	a	report.	“What’s	your	name	and	what’s
the	complaint	and	so	on.	Give	that	in	order,	not	all	at	once,”	he	told	me.

I	pulled	myself	together,	went	through	the	story	in	the	order	he	had	given.	He	finished
writing.	“Okay,	we’ll	check	it	out,”	he	said.	“But	let	me	say	this,	you	can	go	on	home	now
if	you	want.”

“Oh	no,”	I	insisted,	“I’m	not	going	home	until	I	find	out	about	who	this	lunatic	is!”	I
couldn’t	believe	what	 the	policeman	was	saying	 to	me.	My	whole	body	felt	as	 if	 it	was
collapsing.	I	was	near	to	faint.



“Are	you	okay,	lady?”	I	heard	him	say.	But	at	that	moment,	everything	went	black.

Well,	 there’s	 so	much	 to	 tell	 about	 this,	 Sophie,	 but	 I	must	 say	 that	 this	 one	 event
changed	my	thinking	about	many,	many	things.	Just	the	event	of	being	chased,	I	mean.	I
know,	believe	me,	that	all	people	have	experiences	that	change	things	for	them.	After	that
event,	they	see	things	differently;	they	put	them	in	a	different	context.	They	can	anticipate
different	 outcomes	 as	 a	 result	 of	 the	 experience.	 But	 this	 experience	 was	MY	 change.
Look,	 let’s	 admit	 one	 thing	 about	 me,	 I	 had	 gotten	 in	 the	 habit	 of	 evaluating	 my	 life
according	to	how	safe	it	was.	This	is	the	first	time	I	saw	that	I	had	this	habit,	that	I	really
saw	it	clearly.

I	was	always	expecting	optimum	security.	 I	know	 that	now.	You	know	me,	 I	wasn’t
supposed	to	have	any	losses.	You	know,	I	had	shut	myself	off	from	possibilities	and	my
potential	to	expand	my	horizons.	We	talked	about	it	even.	If	you	want	me	to	put	it	back
into	the	terms	that	we	used	then	when	we	discussed	it.	I	had	closed	off	my	ability	to	make
my	 understanding	 fit	 with	 my	 real	 existence.	 I	 no	 longer	 observed	 myself	 observing
myself.

With	this	experience	that	I	have	just	told	you	about,	I	realized	I	had	this	shortcoming,
one	 of	my	many	 shortcomings.	 I	 simply	 hadn’t	 seen	 it	 within	myself.	 But	 yesterday,	 I
looked	in	 the	mirror	and	I	said,	“I’m	worn	out	and	tired	and	not	 invulnerable	and	I	will
never	be.”	And	I	gave	a	little	sniff	and	thought,	I	made	it	this	far.	I	might	not	have.

As	you	know,	we	both	have	changed.	When	we	met	 in	 college,	 I	was	 fired	up	with
knowledge.	I	wanted	to	succeed,	to	do	something	to	change	the	world.	I	was	ready	to	think
on	a	higher	plane,	you	know,	the	one	we	learned	about,	a	form	of	carpe	diem.	A	type	of
artistic	carpe	diem	and	a	kind	of	spiritual	carpe	diem—to	let	go	of	the	material	world,	the
grasping	world,	 the	pin-it-down	world	and	 to	move	on	 to	a	world	of	 lofty	 thoughts	and
lofty	aspirations.	But	how	I	turned	out	is	another	story.	I	see	now	that	all	I	wanted	for	so
very	long	was	simply	to	be	safe	and	to	stick	with	sure	things.	That	wasn’t	me	was	it?	It
couldn’t	be	me.

You	know	 that	 I	was	always	a	dreamer.	 I	am	a	dreamer.	Tell	me	Sophie,	 that	 this	 is
true.	Tell	me	it’s	not	dead	in	me.	Tell	me	even	after	 this	crazy	horrible,	wild	experience
and	 my	 being	 so	 shocked	 to	 discover	 that	 I	 wasn’t	 safe,	 that	 something	 could	 have
happened	 to	 me,	 physically,	 socially,	 in	 my	 practical	 existence.	 And	 you	 can	 say,
“Naturally	you’re	upset.	Naturally	you	were	shaken	and	then	collapsed	with	the	realization
of	what	the	experience	meant.”	Tell	me	that	I	can	overcome	this	fixation	with	security,	that
I	can	take	a	chance	on	my	dreams.	Can	you	tell	me	it’s	not	all	over	for	me?	Tell	me	that	I
can	find	a	new	way!

Sophie,	I	realize	that	we’ve	talked	about	this	subject	many	times.	We’ve	talked	about
the	 raw	 power	 that	 was	 inside	 of	 you	 and	 inside	 of	me.	We	 talked	 about	 how	we	 can
construct	 things,	how	we	can	invent,	we	can	create,	we	can	do	something	with	what	we
have	 in	 our	 intellects,	 with	 what	 we	 finally	 understand.	 It’s	 too	 easy	 to	 accept	 all	 the
disappointment,	 all	 the	mediocrity,	 all	 the	 stupidity	 even.	 It	 is	 too	 easy	 to	 accept	 being
ordinary.

Being	like	everyone	else	takes	no	real	effort.	Yet,	 it’s	hard	to	be	extraordinary,	 to	do
what	 I’m	 talking	 about	 now.	 I	mean	 it’s	 hard	 to	 hike	 off	with	 a	 big	 torch	 in	 your	 hand



holding	it	up	high	while	saying,	“Hey,	I’m	going	to	be	lighting	the	path	for	you	and	me,
Sophie,	and	for	anybody	else	we	know	who	can	see	the	fire	that	we	hold.”

Oh,	I	don’t	know.	When	you	analyze	the	real	understanding	and	you	say,	“I’ve	got	this
real	understanding.”	You	know	it’s	very	much	like	owning	a	treasure	box,	but	it’s	buried
deep	underneath	the	floor	behind	the	house	in	the	cottage	that	hasn’t	even	been	built	yet
that	no	one’s	put	a	foot	 in.	But	 if	you	set	your	box	of	 treasures,	your	dreams,	high	on	a
closet	 shelf	out	of	view,	who	are	you?	Your	 secret	 closet	 shelf,	where	you	never	 see	 it!
You	could	only	pull	out	your	treasure	box	once	in	a	while	to	convince	yourself	 that	you
hadn’t	missed	out	in	life	all	together.

So	 to	 the	 questions,	 should	 I	 take	 a	 chance?	 Should	 I	 hope	 again	 and	 live	 for	 my
dreams	 and	 forget	 about	 security?	Should	 one	 ever	 try	 that?	As	 I	 look	back	on	my	 life
now,	I	realize	that	I	never	did	do	this	in	early	times.	I	wasn’t	a	risk	taker.	But,	I’m	an	adult
Sophie.	I’m	supposed	to	be	able	to	chart	my	own	course.	I’ve	said	that	over	and	over	and
over,	but	I	didn’t	see	what	I	was	really	saying.	I	didn’t	see	that	if	I	was	going	to	develop
the	 lofty	 dreams	 that	 I	 had,	 if	 I	 was	 to	 experience	 those	 things	 I	 really	 wanted	 to
experience	and	understand,	I	was	going	to	have	to	work	very	hard.	I	could	see	that	life	was
going	to	be	very	risky	and	very	difficult.	I	would	have	to	separate	myself	from	the	masses
of	mediocrity	surging	in	on	all	four	sides.

Truly,	I	have	hesitated	about	writing	to	you,	about	telling	you	of	my	experiences.	It	has
been	difficult	 to	share	even	 this	 first	of	my	stories.	But	 there	 is	so	much	more	 involved
than	being	frightened	by	this	man.	It	was	horrible	enough.	However,	I	should	now	proceed
to	another	point.	I’ll	try	to	give	you	a	little	more	background.	I’ll	go	back	a	little	ways	and
tell	you	of	a	couple	of	months	past.	And	I’ll	describe	where	I	was	then	in	my	thinking,	my
meaning,	my	mind	set,	my	psyche.	This	is	what	I	mean	about	the	phases	of	my	thinking.
Thus,	I	have	to	tell	you	now	about	an	encounter	that	I	believe	will	eventually	help	to	bring
all	of	this	to	clarification.	And	that	will	bring	me	back	to	the	point	of	asking	this	question:
Do	I	really	want	to	dare	to	seek	my	own	dream?

I	must	close	for	now	my	dear	friend.	I’ll	explain	more	later	as	I	find	the	time.

As	always,	Anne
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