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Sedona Wright  walks 
the path at Upland’s 

McCarthy Park on a Saturday 
afternoon.  She moves faster than 
her mother expects.

“Na-na-na-na-na-na!  You can’t 
catch me,” Sedona says, giggling.

It’s been a difficult journey 
to the 10th annual Megan Savage 
Memorial 5K Run/Walk for the 
six year old.  She had been diag-
nosed with a type of  cancer only 
one in 800,000 children contract, 
called atypical teratoid/rhabdoid 
tumor.  This type of  cancer has a 
5 percent survival rate.

The start of  the race was on 
the corner of  North San Antonio 
and West 20th.  The runners went 
straight uphill until North San 
Antonio meets North Euclid and 
loops around, and then they head-
ed down Euclid back to West 20th.  
According to the race winner Mat-
thew Klein, a physical therapy stu-
dent at Pomona’s Western Univer-
sity, the run this year was harder 
than in years past.

“The downhill was definite-
ly the hardest part,” Klein said.  
“I’ll be feeling that in my legs in 
about 20 minutes.”

For Sedona, it was the uphill 
battle for recovery that was the 
hardest.  She has had 15 differ-
ent brain surgeries following the 
removal of  her tumor.  Most of  

the surgeries involved replacing a 
shunt, a mechanism that regulates 
brain pressure and sends excess 
fluid to her stomach where the 
fluid dissipates.  

The toughest part has been 
the chemotoxicity of  her treat-
ments when her life was threat-
ened at the fourth of  her chemo-
therapy sessions.

“The chemo burned her from 
the inside out,” James Wright 
said.  “It was like something out 
of  a movie.  She had scars and 
bubbles all over her.”

“She has a very strong will,” 
her mother Jennifer said.  “The 
nurses would tell us,  ‘She was a 
little stinker.  Don’t ever let anyone 
stop her from being like that be-
cause that’s what gets kids through 
this.  They just fight anything 
and everything that comes near 
them.’”

During Sedona’s recovery, 
the family received help from 
Megan’s Wings, a non-profit or-
ganization based in Upland.  On 
September 27, it held the 5K 
race to raise funds to help fami-
lies pay for medical bills, therapy, 
housing or any other financial 
hardship endured during the re-
covery process.  

After they lost their daughter, 
Megan, to leukemia, Kim and 
Dave Savage founded Megan’s 
Wings.  Starting with just 200 
family and friends in 2004, the 
5K has grown to over 1,500 regis-
tered runners in 10 years.  Every 
year it is held at McCarthy Park.

“This was the park that Me-
gan loved to come to,” Dave Sav-
age said.  

During Sedona’s recovery, Me-
gan’s Wings paid for all of  her ther-
apy not covered by the Wright’s in-
surance.  Jennifer Wright said they 
would never have been able to af-

Megan’s
Wings

by Robert Schmitt
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ford five therapy sessions per week 
at $100 a piece.

The Savages have also built 
Megan’s Home, a place families 
can live while their child goes 
through treatment.  Kim said she 
realized the need for relief  like 
when they moved to Texas for six 
months during Megan’s intensive 
treatment.

Marcus Smith, 6, a leuke-
mia survivor was this year’s race 
starter and a beneficiary of  Me-
gan’s Home.  

Not only did Megan’s Wings 
house the family, but it also paid 
bills and provided grocery and 
gas cards.  Antoinette Smith of  
Fontana said she needed that 
support.  She wasn’t working be-
cause taking care of  Marcus had 
become her No. 1 priority.

“I’ve never met anyone 
like Kim (Savage),” Smith said.  
“She’s got a heart of  gold.”

James and Jennifer Wright 
shared the same sentiment.

“Kim is the real superhero 
here,” James said.

Even though children like 
Sedona and Marcus are now 
cancer free, they will face life-
long challenges from their dis-
ease.  Sedona lacks balance and 
has a speech impediment and 
concentration problems due to 
the tumor that was in the right 
hemisphere of  her brain.  Mar-
cus now has cataracts from radi-
ation therapy.

Both Sedona and Marcus are 
beginning to walk again thanks 
to the continued therapy they are 
able to receive through the support 
of  Megan’s Wings.

Sedona walked across the fin-
ish line.  Not even cancer could 
catch her.
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Above:  Marcus Smith and family.
Opposite:  Sedona Wright gets some help at the race.
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It was the Summer of  1982. 
I was 18 years old and liv-

ing on my own. As I pulled up to 
my father’s house, I felt the tires 
of  my car grind in the gravel. 
It felt as though my teeth were 
grinding in unison. I had just re-
cently come back in contact with 
my father, after an almost 6-year 
absence. I had been shocked to 
hear that my younger half-sister 
Jenna, who had been living with 
my father at the time, was miss-
ing. He suspected that she ran 

away with a boy 
she was dating. 
Until that mo-
ment I had been 
somewhat am-
bivalent about 
most of  my fam-
ily connections.  

My little sis-
ter was 13 years 
old at the time, 
and involved with 
a questionable 
group of  kids who 

were part of  the local punk rock 
scene in Hollywood. She and I were 
close when we were younger, and 
had been regaining our sister-hood 
bond once again, prior to her en-

tanglement with those wild kids. 
When I thought that I may never 
see her again, I felt an instinctive 
sense of  care and concern. A ma-
ternal feeling came over me, as if  
she were my very own child.

She had been missing for 3 
days now. The police had been 
notified, but they had no informa-
tion for us. Out of  desperation to 
find her, I naively decided to begin 
my own search. The first place I 
checked was her middle school in 
Burbank. I stopped a few kids and 
asked if  they knew her. The first 
few groups had no information to 
offer but then I met a girl named 
Star. She was diminutive, with a 
fair complexion, and a large, rain-
bow colored Mohawk, which was 
pasted straight up in the air with 
some type of  super glue hair gel. 
When I stopped her and asked 
if  she knew my sister Jenna, she 
paused, looked at me with a rath-
er confused expression, and said, 
“How are you Jenna’s sister?” Her 
confusion with regard to our fa-
milial ties was actually a very com-
mon response. My mother was 
black, Jenna’s mother is Mexican, 
and our father is Italian. Quite the 
rainbow ourselves, we didn’t look 
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She had been miss-
ing for 3 days now. 
The police had been 
notified, but they 
had no information 
for us.
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like two blood related siblings to 
most people. I laughed at her re-
sponse and explained our family 
lineage, as I had many times in the 
past. She was very congenial, and 
anxious to help me in locating my 
sister. Star gave me a list of  local 
hangouts to search, and the names 
of  some boys my sister had men-
tioned recently.

Being a young, very indepen-
dent and strong willed person, I set 
out alone in my little blue Honda 
towards Hollywood. I was dressed 
in my usual 1980s preppy clothes, 
sporting my large tortoise rimmed 
prescription glasses. Not quite the 
average “Hollywood hangout at-
tire.” I didn’t feel fearful in any 
way. My complete focus was on 
locating my sister and bringing her 
home safely.

I arrived in the not-so glam-
orous part of  Hollywood looking 
for her. Her friend Star had heard 
through various acquaintances 
that my sister was last seen in Hol-
lywood, at an abandoned motel, 
which the area kids had labeled, 
“Motel Hell.” I was taken aback at 
the name, certain that she would 
encounter a myriad of  dangerous 
situations in that type of  environ-

ment. When I reached the front 
of  the building, I knew immedi-
ately why it had been given such 
a frightening name. I saw a collec-
tion of  despondent looking teen-
age charac-
ters gathered 
around the 
courtyard of  
the dilapidat-
ed building. 
Some were 
paired up, 
others sitting 
alone, look-
ing confused 
and sad. 
As I peered 
around, all I 
could think 
about was 
my sister. When we were young-
er, I called her my little mouse. 
At that moment, I prayed that my 
little mouse was safe and not hurt 
somewhere in this turbulent envi-
ronment.

I tried to ask the people in the 
courtyard if  they knew or had seen 
my sister, but no one would talk to 
me. I had been so consumed with 
the thought of  finding her, that I 
didn’t take into consideration the 
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My sister was 
last seen in 

Hollywood, at an 
abandoned motel, 

which the area 
kids had labeled, 

“Motel Hell.”
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fact that I was alone in this “not 
so inviting” environment. I decid-
ed to go back down Hollywood 
Boulevard and make inquiries at 
some of  the local businesses. It 
would be easy for someone to re-
member my sister if  they had seen 
her. She was five feet, five inches 
tall, with bright neon pink shoul-
der length hair, probably wearing 
jeans and her favorite black con-
verse tennis shoes.   

As I crossed a street, I saw 
a biker bar with several motor-
cycles parked out front. Again, 
determined and focused on find-

ing my sister, 
I walked right 
into the bar like 
I had been there 
a hundred times 
before, forget-
ting the fact that 
I was also under 
the age of  21. I 
went directly up 
to the bartend-
er and asked if  
he had noticed 
anyone resem-
bling my sister’s 
description in 

the area. He gave me a generous 
smile and said, “No, I’d remem-
ber that.” I quickly escorted my-
self  out of  the bar and back out 
onto the busy street.

The next day, I was even 
more determined to get her back. 
I revisited the same streets, ask-
ing the identical questions, that I 
had repeated over and over the 
day before. I checked back at the 
motel courtyard every few hours. 
By late afternoon, I had all but 
given up for the day. Then, I 
encountered some local kids 
who finally had some informa-
tion about my sister. They said 
she was seen with a boy known 

by the area punk rock kids. His 
hair was dyed in a leopard spot-
ted pattern and he went by the 
name of  Barf. “Barf ?” I thought 
to myself. I hoped that wasn’t his 
real name, only his horrible, run-
away, street name. With a name 
like Barf, I could not begin to 
imagine the crazy experiences 
that she had been going through. 
I knew this second day was com-
ing to a close. I decided to check 
the motel just once more before I 
left Hollywood.

Entering the building I saw 
the group of  kids that I had tried 
to talk to the prior day. I cau-
tiously attempted to start a con-
versation. This time I received a 
response from one of  the girls. 
She said hello to me and seemed 
receptive. She was very slender, 
and I could see that she had not 
bathed in quite some time. I gave 
her some money for food, and I 
asked her if  she had seen my sis-
ter. The girl said that Jenna and 
her boyfriend were planning on 
taking a bus to San Francisco 
that night.  

I felt a true sense of  panic. 
I thanked the girl and found my 
way to the Hollywood bus station. 
I was hopeful that I could make 
it there in time. I called Jenna’s 
mother from a payphone. I had 
kept most of  what I had learned 
to myself  for the past two days be-
cause I didn’t want to give her all 
of  the false leads. If  there was one 
thing I knew about my sister, it 
was that she was just as stubborn 
as me. If  too many people were 
gathering in the same place trying 
to find her, she would bolt again.  

When I finally called her 
mother, Irma, I quickly explained 
my experiences over the last 48 
hours and apologized for keeping 
her out of  the loop. Knowing my 
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San Francisco to 
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age of 13.
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sister’s temperament, she under-
stood. We quickly devised a plan 
to meet at the bus station. We 
called my father but advised him 
to wait at home, due to his over 
protective nature when it came 
to his daughters and any involve-
ment with boys.

Irma and I met at the en-
trance of  the bus station. It was 
an older looking building. The en-
try had cracked sidewalks, prob-
ably from years of  people scur-
rying over it time after time with 
various types of  luggage. There 
were no young people in the front 
area. We searched the interior of  
the station where we saw people 
milling about.  Some were watch-
ing the little TV’s that were con-
nected to 1960s style desk chairs.  
We resigned ourselves to the wait-
ing game. Several hours passed. 
Finally, Jenna arrived at the bus 
station. It was not at all what I 
had anticipated.

When she walked up to the 
station, there was a pause in her 
gait. Then, an odd, quirky look 
came across her face and she slow-
ly walked up to us. She was alone 
at the time. We asked where the 
boy was and she said he was meet-
ing her there shortly. I was grateful 
for that bit of  luck.

I asked her if  she was really 
intending on going to San Fran-
cisco to leave everything behind 
at the age of  13. I also asked her 
what she thought she would do 
to survive once she arrived there. 
She stared at me for moment and 
sadness came over her face. “I’m 
sorry,” she said. She began to cry. 
Her mom had already been cry-
ing from the moment we saw her. 
I was very stoic for some reason, 
feeling resolute in the comfort 
that she was actually standing in 
front of  me and was safe.

We all collected our emo-
tions and after a lengthy conver-
sation, agreed that Jenna would 
come home. The boy never 
showed up, so that made things 
much easier. The next sever-
al months were difficult for my 
sister, her mom, and our dad. It 
would be a long, tenuous road 
to relieve her of  all her teenage 
angst. She also had to become a 
better communicator and so did 
they. My sister learned that the 
people she was involved with did 
not have her best interests at the 
forefront of  their minds or hearts. 
She would have more life adjust-
ments to make but most impor-
tantly, she was home.

This experience solidified the 
eternal importance of  my sister 
in my life. The six years we had 
been apart had no relevance any-
more. I would always be there to 
take care of  my little mouse from 
that moment on. This experience 
bonded us for life and secured our 
sisterhood forever.
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I believe eating gourmet 
hamburgers can provide a con-
structive slant on how to animate 
one’s being. No, I don’t advise 
eating these beefy concoctions 
as a dietary staple but as that 
occasional indulgence that adds 
variety to life. This almighty 
combination of  fat, protein, and 
carbohydrates is a reminder that 
fervently abhorring certain luxu-
ries to the detriment of  the pal-
ate is a recipe for despair. Indeed, 
few things satisfy my cravings like 
a well-crafted, succulent burger.

To me, a hamburger rep-
resents the ideal middle ground.

I know that eating them isn’t 
exactly health promoting, but I 
don’t eat burgers for their anti-
oxidant profile. No, I eat them 
because I worked forty hours, 
because I earned the grade, be-
cause stressing over every mor-

sel of  food I put into my body 
defeats the purpose of  building 
a robust, physical vitality if  my 
emotional well being suffers.

My physical body governs 
the emotional facets that char-
acterize my experience, and vice 
versa. Therefore, the prosperity 
of  my mental state is every bit 
as important as the health of  my 
material embodiment.

Whenever I am enjoying a 
burger, I’m having a good time. 
Why? Well, because I’m in good 
company. To be surrounded by 
friends, family, and loved ones is 
to appreciate the here and now, 
to be indebted to the urgency of  
a mortal life. Essentially, limiting 
myself  to a purist paradigm, to 
a world of  black and white, is to 
lose out on all the varying tints, 
tones, and shades of  the innu-
merable pigments that color my 

life. Indeed, most every burger 
I’ve devoured has been a small, 
perhaps indirect contributor to 
noteworthy memories.

I believe in feasting upon an 
appetizing burger because it is an 
ode to life itself, typified by peaks 
and valleys. Once, after we fin-
ished a meal I had cooked for us, 
my good friend, Patrick Bearse, 
confessed that burgers make him 
happy. At first I laughed because 
it was, well, funny. In retrospect, 
I see it as an incredibly simple 
yet profound statement. I have 
free will but the world follows a 
deterministic pattern and thus, 
whatever I choose to do now has 
repercussions further upstream. 
This awareness is maturation; it 
is the ability to assess the conse-
quences of  any short term gain 
stacked against its opposing long 
term pain.

But it is also the ability to 
balance the equation, to avoid 
the pitfalls of  adhering to a phi-
losophy of  should-ism. Put an-
other way, I don’t want to contin-
ually live within the intellectual 
confines of  I should do this thing 
or that thing according to some 
foreign authority. Essentially, the 
degree to which my life is joyous 
is the degree to which I live it and 
not conceptualize it. To be happy 
is to experience life in its total-
ity, for happiness wouldn’t exist 
without sadness, and indulgence 
can’t exist without abstention.

So, go ahead and have a 
burger.

The Middle Way

the base line magazine
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by Mary Ann Robinson
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I know it must have been 
1945 because the war had just 
ended and victory was declared.  
Excitement filled the air, church 
bells rang, horns honked and 
although I was only five I knew 
the war was over.

We lived near the corner of  
Vermont Avenue and Adams 
Boulevard in Los Angeles.  
After the war ended and for the 
next few months, I watched as 
young service men, looking for 
old friends, would occasionally 
wander up and down our block, 
sometimes knocking on our front 
door.  The neighborhood must 
have changed a lot during those 
long war years.   Sadly, to most 
returning veterans, we were all 
strangers.

Memories of  one young 
man have stayed with me.  While 
playing with my dolls on the front 
lawn, a young soldier hurried past 
me and up the cement steps to our 
front door.  My grandma, who had 
lost her own son, Johnny, in the 
war, kindly listened as he repeated 
in vain names of  people who had 
once lived on our block. I watched 
as my grandma shook her head.  
Dejected, the young man just 
stayed there on our porch.

Soon, clippity-clopping up 
the street appeared a familiar, 
ancient horse-drawn wagon. 
High on the seat perched a thin, 
weathered elderly black man.

 “Rags! Rags! Any rags 
today?” he cried.  Out of  the 
past, from some long by-gone era, 
his voice carried over city noises 
of  screeching autos, clanging 
streetcars and buses belching 
out their rancid fumes. 
No one really knew his 
name. We just called him 
the Rag Man.

The young soldier 
on our porch brightened 
up when he saw the 
horse and wagon.

 “There’s old Joe,” 
he exclaimed excitedly. 
Arms waving, he ran 
down our front porch 
steps calling “Joe! Joe!” 
The wagon stopped 
abruptly in front of  our 
house. He clambered up 
and sat on the seat next to 
old Joe. They shook hands. There 
were smiles all around as they sat 
talking for a while. Then, off  they 
rode together. I stood watching as 
the old horse and wagon lumbered 
away. I watched until it was 
completely out of  sight.

Kids on our block didn’t know 
his name. We just called him the 
Rag Man. But to that lonely soldier 
boy, home from the war, Joe was a 
long lost friend.

RAG MAN

Clippity-
clopping up 

the street 
appeared a 

familiar, 
ancient

horse-drawn 
wagon.
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“Counter Cultures,” the exhib-
it, has imported quite a bit of  street 
art into the student gallery on the 
Rancho Cucamonga campus through 
graffiti, photography, graphic arts 
and sculpture in a way that has up-
dated the 1960s concepts of  protest 
and nonconformity to the issues of  
2014.  

It also literally brought the 
street into the gallery through the in-
stallation of  large graffiti style pan-
els, trashed beer cans, “found” items, 
snapshots, cigarette butts, rose petals 
and even a graffiti tagged newsstand.

We asked Kim Johnson, curator 
and communications major, how she 
pulled the show together.

Q: Where did the idea of  using 
street art come from?

A: The idea came when we were 
planning for an art show to cele-
brate the upcoming 12th edition 
of  The Chaffey Review.  This 

semester Chris Salazar and I are 
the editors.

I knew my friends had a lot 
of  interesting work if  I could 
tap my creative network for the 
art show on campus.  Submis-
sions came from students and 
from people in the community 
who sometimes don’t want to use 
their names because what they 
do on the streets can be a felony 
offense.

Q: What is this creative net-
work?  Is it local?

A: These were friends from a 
creative network in the I.E., who 
thought it was an opportunity for 
them to show work that they do 
for their own joy and to work out 
issues from their own lives and 
because they feel they have to. 

The Inland Empire is a 
unique space for photographers, 
graphic artists, and graffiti art-

Q & A with
Counter Cultures
Curator

by Julie Cosgrove

Large canvases 
adorn the walls of 
the CAA Lobby.
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ists. It includes groups like the 
Black Flame Collective and the 
SYB Gang. They’re artists from 
Riverside, Moreno Valley, Rialto, 
Ontario, and Pomona.  And it in-
cludes Chaffey students like Chris 
Salazar, Catnip and Split Felipe.

In contrast to the L.A. art 
scene, there’s space to create our 
own standards in the I.E., in DIY 
spaces, in garages, small store-
fronts. We collaborate to exhibit 
work and to support each other. 
It starts through chance meet-
ings at exhibits, at performances 
of  local music, through casual 
conversations, and we’ve been 
helping each other and collab-
orating ever since. I met Trevor 
Jayne at the I.E. Zine fest that is 
held annually in Redlands, for 
example.

It’s the kind of  thing where 
I can go to the Black Flame Col-
lective with a stack of  photo-
graphs to exhibit and ask them 
what to do with it and they will 
sit on the floor and help me.

Q: How have people reacted to 
the show?

A: Reaction to it has been over-
whelmingly positive, from the 
artists to the administration. I’ve 

even been asked to visit classes to 
talk about the show.

The Administration was re-
ally open to the art, even when 
the protest themes might have 
been controversial. The Dean 
of  the School of  Visual and 
Performing Arts, Ja-
son Chevalier, for 
example, gave us 
a thumbs-up when 
we were hanging 
the exhibit.  He was 
climbing the stairs 
that look down to 
the lobby as Dulce 
(Soledad-Ibarra) was high on the 
step ladder with her nail gun in-
stalling the photographs!

Later, when I went to ask 
them how to get maintenance to 
arrange for taking down the ex-
hibit, they asked if  we could ex-
tend it for another month through 
the month of  November.

Q: So the show has been extend-
ed?

A: Yes, to Dec. 1.

(Continued on next page)

We collaborate 
to exhibit work 
and to support 
each other.
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Q: What’s with the newsstand 
under the wall of  photographs?

A: That really confused people 
who didn’t know what to make of  
it. We just wanted to demonstrate 
how things look in the real world 
and Split Felipe suggested bring-
ing it in so that even in the lobby 
of  the CAA building you can see 
what happens to things.  Then we 
realized people were adding to it, 
pasting a sticker, catching a tag. So 
the newsstand does not represent 
graffiti, it’s how it really happens.

Q: What’s next on the horizon 
for you?

A: I’m currently editing Vol-
ume 12 of  The Chaffey Review, 
“Counter Cultures.” I started as 
a journalism/communications 
major and have been a freelance 
photojournalist for the magazine, 
Artslant, and for the San Ber-
nardino Arts Council.  I’m cur-
rently web editor for Culture.  I’m 
participating in a show in Costa 
Mesa Nov. 3, and an anniversary 
art show in February with Esther 
Miller and others. 

You can keep up with Kim at her 
website, kimphotog.com.

Top:  The newsstand.
Left:  Kim Johnson, curator of Counter Cultures.
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Thinking in 3D
Student work from Misty Burruel’s

Fundamentals of Design in
Three Dimensions classes

Work by Erika Barrios
Photo by Misty Burruel
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One of  Professor Misty Burruel’s 
projects is a relief  scupture in 
which students use layers of  foam 
board and their choice of  textural 
materials to create a sculpture.

Clockwise from top left:
Miguel Hernandez, Cassandra Jones, 
Sean Lopez, Travis Brown, Brad Wilde.

Photos by Misty Burruel.
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Misty’s projects encourage students 
to think differently than they 
normally would while approaching 
problems with unfamiliar materials 
and design concepts.

Clockwise from top left:  
Tyler Lewis, Travis Brown, Sean Lopez, 
Cassanrda Jones, Travis Brown, 
Erika Barrios, Harmony Reyes, 
Qimma Muhammad.

Photos by Misty Burruel.
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“The one thing about 
Vietnam, I can’t tell 

what it was like at a particular 
time, at a particular place.”

Gary Gagnon, a Vietnam 
War veteran, was leaning back 
into his chair smoking a Marlboro 
cigarette with his dog at his feet. 
It was a cool spring afternoon 
and Gary was just relaxing at the 
coffee shop.

“Nobody knows what it was 
‘like’ in Vietnam. It’s just lots 
of  little stories being pieced 
together, and no two are the 
same,” he said. He loved to talk 
about his experiences in the war.

“My fourth tour was the only 
tour I had that I didn’t get shot. I 
had four tours and got shot three 
times. I got MediVaced once.”  

“Before that, I’d just go to the 
hospital, heal up, and go back to 
work.” Gary spoke about these 
events with great ease and laxity. 
“The last time I got shot was the 
easiest. I went to the hospital, 
then eight days later I went out 
drinkin’ and dancin’. It wasn’t 
break-dancin’ or nothing, just 
slow dancin’ so I could cuddle up 
with some honeys.”

“We were flying a helicopter. 
It took 80 bullets to the side. 
There were fifteen people in the 
aircraft and I’m the only one that 
got hit with a bullet!”

He was the pilot of  the craft, 
but after he got shot he handed 
the controls to his co-pilot. Right 
after he handed them off, his co-
pilot got hit with plexiglass under 

Most Heros Are
Accidental

Above:  Gary Gagnon during the Vietnam War.
Opposite:  Gagnon’s helicopter.

the base line magazine

by Erynn Affeldt
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the eyes and started bleeding 
profusely. Soon the co-pilot’s 
eyes had swollen shut and he 
could no longer see enough to 
fly. Gary reclaimed the controls 
of  the helicopter, despite being 
wounded.

“I just had gotten shot in 
the back of  the calf. The medic 
was trying to give me a shot of  
morphine. He wasn’t wearing a 
radio or helmet, and helicopters 
are noisy as shit.” Gary kept trying 
to direct the medic’s attention 
towards the wounded co-pilot. The 
medic couldn’t hear Gary’s words, 
but he had to communicate that he 
could not take morphine because 
he had to pilot the aircraft.

The helicopter was badly 
damaged and he knew that 
he had to make an emergency 
landing, and make one fast. He 
called ground control to ask 
permission to land. The landing 
pad was closed that morning for 
training. Ground control told the 
pilot that he could not land there. 
Gary knew they had no choice 
and had to land.

“I just ignored him and 
said ‘You’re coming in fuzzy. 
Understand: clear to land.’” Gary 
landed the helicopter.

After the illegal landing, 
ground medics came right away 
to tend to the fifteen passengers.

“The bullet that shot me 
went straight through to the 
dash. When we landed I made 
the medics wait till I got a pair a 
pliers and pulled the bullet out. I 
still have the bullet!”

Gary explained he wasn’t 
thinking about saving the crew 
or saving the helicopter during 
the whole battle. He was simply 
acting on survival instinct. Gary 
received a silver medal for his 
bravery. 

“Most heroes are accidental,” 
he said, shaking his head at the 
very thought of  the silver medal 
he had been awarded.

20



W
or

ds
 +

 A
rt

www.thebaselinemagazine.com

We make mistakes. Creativity allows us 
to explore them. Art – honest self-expression – is 
knowing which to keep. And our technocratic society, 
as I see it, has explored and kept one concept in par-
ticular for too long: progress, specifically, in relation 
to our food production.

Indeed, Phil Ross, artist and educator, struck a 
moral chord when he posited that “The relation of  
environment to man’s efficacy is a vital consider-
ation: how far it is responsible for his character, his 
views and his health. . .” 

Have we not tainted our humanity by our inces-
sant rape of   “the other” – be it a biologic or envi-
ronmental entity? Read the implementation and in-
tensification of  large, industrial factory farms. Their 
dysfunction arises from their separation because in a 

cooperative reality where the parts create the whole, any system which 
ignores wholisticity – nature’s modus operandi – is doomed.

We’ve condemned ourselves, but hope persists. The universe is in-
terdependent but we are isolated, unabated, and imbalanced. Progress 
is the precedent, the overarching theme of  our technocratic society. 
Though pertinent, progress is merely a concept. In other words, we can 
change it. It’s the construct of  our human made extrapolations from 
the natural world. As such, it’s analogous to beauty, truth, immortali-
ty, order and harmony – thoughts and values which have occupied us 
since antiquity’s inception. Their communal filament: enrichment and 
encouragement - catalysts toward the extension of  ourselves beyond our 
own flesh and blood. A beautiful thing. 

And while this bottleneck epoch is dire, it is also 
promising: Our tribulations we will make clear the 
magnificence of  the cosmos and ourselves.  

All that remains is to recognize which mistakes 
to keep. 

Have we not 
tainted our 
humanity by our 
incessant rape of  
“the other” – be 
it a biologic or 
environmental 
entity?

We’ve 
condemned 

ourselves, but 
hope persists. 

A Reaction
by Chris Salazar
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Home Economics.
The kids were hooked on phonics
As the years passed, they passed 
the chronic.

Toto,
I don’t think we’re in the time of      
     gin and tonics.

Or of  Leave it to Beaver.
I don’t want to be a deceiver.
Just tune into the media.
These days it’s more like June    
     meets cleaver.

But I was talking about
Home Economics.
The Tootsie pop owl counting all   
     licks,
In the form of  a Belt Whip.

By the way,
Hey its dinner time Hun, what you       
     going to fix?
 
And by the way,
Where you been all day?
And your answer better not be out  
     with your chicks.

They say oil and water,
They’ll never mix.

Knock! Knock!
Instead of  a treat all moms got
     was Trix,
And Trix are for kids.

But daddy don’t care
As long as she got those hips,
And remembers
To always watch her lips.

I wonder if  she ever likes to 
     reminisce
About all the opportunities she
     had  to leave,
But just missed.
 

Or about the times before the 
     wedding date,
Quickly followed by the 
     housing crash in real-estate,
Compounded with the effects on    
     the mortgage rate.

But remember,
No admitting mistakes. 
Especially while seeking,
But even after you’ve found a 
     mate.

Of  course; 
By this point
It’s just too late.
At which point you both decide to 
     call it a break.

And in the end 
You both contend it was fate.

And they’ll say,
“What a noble notion
This intrinsic human trait.”
   
Wait…

But I was talking about
Home Economics.

Here’s the breakdown:

The homeless,
In isolation from the pre-packaged 
     natural
Decorated
This gift of  the present,
Inherited consequentialism.
Store Policy: No Returns Accepted

Begging,
All the known questions for an  
     answer.

   

A basic Q&A,
Stopped short of  the truth.
You can thank prehistoric 
     dichotomies.

This Void of  Self  Determination,
No equality
In the obligatory nominal nature
The symbolism of  numerals.
The fall is long,
But least we not forget that
     nothings free.

They seek shelter
From the infinite downpour of  
     ones and zeros.
Theodicy.
Have you not yet changed your 
     perspective of  the villainous  
     hero?

A few walls and a ceiling.
Is this security I’m feeling?
Each misstep
Viewed through a window of  the 
     Doctrine of  double affect.
Anthropomorphism in divinity.
What pragmatic role will be
     given unto me?

Stonehenge in a pile of  blocks.
We see history & promise in the 
     organizational aesthetic of    
     rocks.
These Precious Gems,
But only through the lens of
     neurological chems,
They attempt to keep us in check.
This is a coop and we are but 
     cocks and hens.

Our culture views the home as
     an authority.
As for exposure to the elements, 
     no, that’s the throne of
     the minority.
A seat on the street,
Like sitting courtside watching 
     democracy’s defeat.

A Microcosm of a Macro Problem by Nathan Greeson
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Where am I? What is this? I 
am pale. Why am I pale? 

Maybe I should get out more and 
eat better. My posture is terrible. 
Why is my posture that way? 
I have always made it a point 
to maintain good posture like 
a gentleman. There is blood all 
over my favorite Titanic shirt. I 
can not connect with anybody, 
but I want to connect. Why can’t 
I connect?

Oh, right, 
it is because I 
am dead, that 
is why. I should 
not feel too bad, 
two of  my best 
friends are dead, 
Michael Howell 
and Kevin 
Santos are dead 
too, and they 
have blood on 
their shirts. 

How could this have happened? 
Well, at least my memory still 
works, so I can tell you.

About a month ago, I went 
to the Wignall Museum on a class 
assignment on roadkill. I went 
straight to the exhibit called Eat 
Your Sidewalk. I knew what to look 
for, since I had seen the exhibit 

before and found the picture of  
an officer dragging a dead deer, 
obviously killed by a car, with 
its blood smeared on the road. I 
thought, “Why is that deer’s blood 
being smeared on the road?” 
Then, it dawned on me, when a 
car hits an animal, the force of  the 
collision is like a torpedo hitting a 
ship, say the RMS Lusitania. This 
is why the blood was smearing 
the road when the officer was 
dragging the carcass off  the road.   
There were two more pictures of  
the same deer. One showed the 
deer being dissected, and the other 
showed the meat being cleaned. 
The pictures were graphic, but 
they were interesting  and it did not 
gross me out one bit. The question 
was how do we know the animal 
that was killed didn’t have rabies? I 
went around asking people, “How 
do we know whether are not the 
roadkill had rabies?” All I got 
was an “I don’t know.” But one 
person told me that they examined 
the corpse by testing it for rabies 
before cutting them up. If  it is 
clean, they can take it to the Food 
and Drug Administration. But if  it 
is unclean, they just bury it. This 
was the answer I was looking for, 
and I then made a four page essay 

Rabid Zombies:
The Consequences of Eating an 
Animal with Rabies

Twenty-eight days 
later, after completing 
the assignment, my 
teacher, Sir Neil 
Watkins invited me 
to dinner for a job 
well done.

by Tyler Joshua Frederick of  the Frederick Clan
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about why animals must be tested 
for rabies and why they must be 
cleaned and taken to the FDA for 
final approval.

Twenty-eight days later, after 
completing the assignment, my 
teacher, Sir Neil Watkins invited 
me to dinner for a job well done, 
and he said I could invite two 
friends. I called up Michael 
and Kevin to join me for dinner 
with my teacher. We went to this 
very nice restaurant, Mimi’s. 
Sir Watkins said dinner was on 
him so we could order anything 
we wanted. I ordered the steak 
partly because I haven’t had one 
since I did the assignment and 
partly because I wanted to make 
sure once and for all that animals 
were clean before they were cut 
up. This was to be the ultimate 
test. I ordered my steak rare, as a 
gentlemen would eat steak.

Suddenly, after eating four 
bites of  my steak, I began to feel 
ill, so I asked the waiter serving 
us if  this steak was cleaned before 
being served. He said, “Yes.”

“Then why am I suddenly 
feeling ill? Please don’t tell me the 
steak came from a rabid animal!”

The waiter checked the the 
juice with a magnifying glass and 
saw yellow streaks with red. “Oh, 
my God! This steak came from 
a rabid animal! Why didn’t the 
FDA check this?!”

“I am so sorry, sir,” Sir 
Watkins said, “it’s not your fault, 
FDA screwed up. I have to get 
my student to the hospital, and 
notify his grandparents.”

Then, I started throwing up, 
ruining the nice carpet. then my 
skin color starting turning grey, 
my veins tightened, and my eyes 
dimmed. Everybody was saying, 
“Stay with us,” but I collapsed 
and died.

Five minutes later I woke 
up and then bit both Kevin and 
Michael in the arm. Then, I got 
up moaning and groaning, and 
started going after my teacher. 
Kevin and Michael joined me 
five minutes later and everybody 
ran out of  the restaurant.

The press had a field day 
talking about three rabid zombies 
in Rancho Cucamonga. The city 
became a ghost town a week 
later, populated only by zombies, 
and if  that was not enough, 
my other friend Josh joined the 
walking dead before the city was 
completely evacuated. That is 
why I got blood all over my shirt 
and blood on my friends’ shirts.

My memory is going, but 
please take advice from a zombie. 
Be careful of  the steak you eat, 
if  you are uncomfortable with a 
certain steak, don’t eat it! You 
don’t want to be like me, Kevin 
or Michael. My teacher barely 
escaped with his life. He knows it 
wasn’t his fault. Maybe he might 
figure out some way to reverse 
what he saw, turning zombies 
back to humans. I did not know 
the choice I made was going to 
be fatal. Maybe one day, I can 
be human again, but for now, I 
must say Sayonara. Please go, 
before I eat your brains. Go! 
Please, go! Get away! GET 
AWAY FROM ME!

Sir Watkins 
mourns over his 
zombie student.

Photo by 
Michelle Menes
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Words + Art 
stories were 
inspired by the 
exhibition Home 
ECOnomics: 
Communal 
Housekeeping for the 
21st Century at the 
Wignall Museum 
of  Contemporary 
Art. For more 
information about 
the museum, 
and for future 
exhibits, visit 
www.chaffey.edu/
wignall
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