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The In-Patient

. Did they forget
about him? Ee hated
summertime because it was
hard to tell what time of the
day it was. There really
were only 4 times of the day:
Breaksfast, Lunch, Dinner
and Lights Out.

about a half hour after

eakfast and just before

lights out. Some got meds
every 4 hours. Jamy

wondered
to them.

His stomach
growled as the
overcast sky shone
through a 36 X 38cm
window near the
ceiling. Even when
the sun shone, it never
really fell on his floor;
it slowly arced across
the back wall.
finally got used to no

with the" _other

other
patients. Actually,
many of them were
really crazy and he
't care for them
that much. It was
being leashed to his steel
bed with a wool blankst that
he was still getting used to.

Jamy looks around the
room, B x 7 meters with the
bed in the middle, to
facilitate restraining if
There was a

weren't very
good sither. That awful

i
;

macaronni wall-paper pasts;
at least it was hot.

The dinner he might

get tonight was rarely very

warm, never hot. Kind of

like the no fat, no taste

microwave meals his ex-

used to take to work

with her. Not only did they

not taste good; weren’t

either. Since the last

riot, there has been very

little protein in the food.

that i the patients had that

Par FitzPatrick PHoTO

much spare energy they
were too much food.
Jamy thought about not
eating it just to make a
statement

itwasa
cold night and breakfast

"™ FINALLY, thy Koys

rattie at the door. Jamy

sits up behind
the his and sits on his
pillow, the wool blanket
folded and the foot

He leaves shortly after
uullln the tray on Jamy's

Mmmmm, a few
noodles with powdered
whitesauce (not esven
alfredo) and some peas.
Last night there was a piece
of chicken in the noodles; no

in' the gtherwiss

eventless day. But he
could no longer
rememer why the
biue held such facination for

istractions

its sonething else

Bean Peace

| don't knvow why | like coffee
in A styrofoam cup;

maybe | like killing off
OzonE.

Whar abour you?

Do you really care about bugs,
herbs, and hardwood from
RAINfORESTS?

| don'T cARE,

bur I care abour coffee —
Himalayan's The best, and
this lousy jewelry shop
whiere I'm bought and sold
like A Clerk X

(when did that Malcolm guy
GeT shor?)

for six bucks an hour:
They're lucky I'm Nor A Thief.
| could rob This joinT;

My wife could use A big
rock.

Anyway,

I deserve This coffee break,
and the way | fiquee i,
Ozone can Go 1o Hell.

Dan Lukiv

Elmer Fudd: On Self-Esteem

Elmer Fudd: “I may talk funny but that sets
what I have to say apart. People remember
what I have to say because they remember
how it sounded. They may remember by
making fun but it’s still me that has their
attention. Being inferior isn’t being laughed
at. It’'s being ignored.”
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Coming To Light:: Contemporary Translations of the Native Literature of North America
Edited by Brian Swann  Vintage Books/Random House Inc.
Reviewer: Jethelo E. Cabilete

The cultural richness of Native North Americans has always been a fascinating subject.
There has been a resurgence of interest in things “Native,” especially in the realm of art, craftwork
and literature. Pride in their heritage, customs and culture has been passed or from generation to
generation: usually through the medium of oral tradition. Written accounts are just now accumulating
to keep the particular cultural flavour of these histories in:the genre of legends, myths and stories.

Brian Swann, a professor of English at the Cooper Union in New York and a scholar on
Native North American cultures, has brought together a unique anthropology of vibrant Native
stories, poems and songs contributed by Innu, Aleut, Chinook, Salish, Lakota, Navajo and many
others. This collection differs from some other Native North American literature in its adherance to
the original oral tradition, as told to Swann. Although recounted in English, the tales in Coming To
Light have kept the measured beat, style and manner of the original tales. With each selection
Swann has included an introduction, history and explanation of each tribal heritage.

The tales themselves are a rich tapestry of individual tribal traditions sometimes reflect
regional and geographical differences. They have been divided into the myths, legends and histories
of a tribe as told to Swann by the particular talebearer of that region. We are introduced to the Ghost
Dance of the Shoshone, the Great Trickster Raven, the Moon'’s relatives, great hunters and Native
families. This is a wonderful collection of Native literature and is fine read for those who have a
piqued interest in this genre.
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