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LOGO
1) Create a personal logo-design

Working on scratch paper or in your journal, develop a meaningful
personal symbol of some kind. This could ultimately be the cover of your
portfolio. There are no rules for this other than that (as always) you do it
carefully and that, like your epigraph, it is positive and meaningful to you
and tells us something about you. Take your time developing the design.
Let it somehow symbolically represent something about you — your
values, family ethnic heritage, beliefs, hopes, dreams, whatever,
whatever. When you have it the way you want it, put it carefully on the
upper half of a sheet of paper. And then...

2) Write about it in your journal

Take some time to write about your creation in your journal. What feels
good to you about it? Did any new feelings or insights or ideas come to
your as you created it? Is there a story or a memory somehow connected
with it? How is it connected to your heart? Explore such things in your
journal. And then... | |

3) Develop a short, careful piece of writing for the class that
- somehow brings your log to life for us.

This should fit on the bottom of the page. Practice reading it aloud as you

. work on it. Listen to how it sounds. Don’t just mundanely explain your
logo to us. Make it alive with story and stuff. Once you get it so it says
what you want it to say, print it carefully on the bottom of the page — and
make copies for all of us. Be sure your name is on it.

NOTE: The logo itself need NOT be complicated or fancy. Worry more
about its meaning and about the writing than about the art work involved.
Work with layout and the “space” of the page. Try to finish with
something that feels good to you.



) Kokapelh Years ago, when I first started hangmg around the reservatmn, he was
' . .there — baked into the shards of ancient Pima pottery, wovén into the designs of
‘O'odhom baskets, everi sketched in the corner of the menu at the Sandwich House ;o
in Sacaton. The strange little;guy was' everywhere, butl: didn't -really see himn:then. "
It was back here, in this world; where really saw: him for the first time: I twas afew .
- years ago.when I found him - or-he found me.. i3 wa_s'at-the ﬁrst English. .. ..
! department meeting of the new- school year. (It was befor I alized life w: £
precious and stopped goifig to such meetings).... - T
- . Idon't remember feeling particularly depressed or stupld before the meeﬁng, R
but as it drones on, those feeling wash over me with increasing mtensn'y : The talk S
. is of research. and publishing and merit pay and protmn. «Jtis' grimly:s EE
- long faces, hard eyes, big words. Alternately, I feel like: crying and like standmg on .
. my chair a taking off all my clothes. In desperation, I open my journal." Within
* minutes, I have escaped (leaving my body behind, of course, sono: onewﬂl know)..1. R
leave in search of sometlung' thai:z _my heart can hold ontosol will not be swallowed = "
: Lt veatlo ,gememory of S
' and the sweet praymg vmce of the old"" E
. man; A'lesti memory of bravery, of my father; 6 take hiny to: the i
- mental h03p1ta1 A memory of Rodale smgmg "Amazmg G’race fo usm;my e
.. " And then I'watch asmyhand draws :a.f'crlude, stzck-flguremmy j9 rnal
and my heart finds something to hold on to in.an anciént. drawing of
- "hunch-backed flute player” — because I like the'way:he walks as he p
-.and because I know his hunch-back has tatight his eyes to-be soft and ,
~ does not cariy a briefcase and does not care about publishirig'and merit pay dnd" ;
'promohon and because (somehow I know) children are fo]lowmg him, dancmg cees




de me, Tt bréatlie: - ehico s'what ] was before it ang because of g
- it. Like a ghost; pale, Tisth ransparciit 4ga
my name, I cannot scaredt
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HEART — IF. TIME. IS ERASE:D, F THE PICTURES . F’ADE, IF THE smumas
GRDW DIM, l LDSE- l Mus'r KEEP r-r A!‘_lVE EVEN s DEA'I“H :

SHES, BURNING 1IN
YET; NOT IEN!TING,

e When my son was;ust elg m"nths exd he was dxagnosed w:th cancer~

' must, aﬁmsmeﬂﬁe that Fwas not ﬂne PN wiiia Hhie Cartcers aisonoi 65ﬁm fegl

: tike 1. was me ones: surely 1feel asif} shou!d nayo Lwen me one, l’nat’s what

.".'i"me,gand' the}i wﬁe: ,4
'mademe ha' “yulherable;
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Ok. So I ripped off the Darwm fish. Fm sorry. ‘I didi’t mean to rip any'oné off. ‘Really. In a sense; Tam, - _

just collecting on an old debt. T mean, Darwin does owe me an explanation—evolution huris k€ hell! My - - -

life, the last fifteen years of it at Jeast, has been all about,ev lution. Hm. Let me tell you that story.

I was raised in a good évanéeli_cal Chnstlan home, one mwhlch Charles Darwin was ﬁeisonﬁ non gx:ata_ o T

About fifteen years ago, ] began to guestion many of the certitudes I had been taught since childhood.. | B

" read some philosophy, history. I visited Thailand, met Some Buddhist monks. Eventually, I realizedjust - -

" how culfurally conditioned my Western Christian -worldview really was, Ilcamed, for that matter, that alf

worldviews are culturally conditioned, grotinded, as they are, i human experiexie, both individualand " - o

corporate. That little insight didi’t cost me riuch, just my parents. Iamnow dead to them, evenas Ilive. - - '

They don’t believe in e_volilﬁén.

. The thing I find terrifying about evolution i that you have no idea where it will lead you. Itis awongoing - : -
__existential torado, grinding up everything fm its path, confounding the forecasters. Itis a fierce maelstrom, . .-
. violently uprooting your walls. of certainty] turning them into deadly missiles aimed at the very-core of your. -

 being. In the end you are left destitute, styipped of all certainties, save just one: nothing is certain. Once. =~ *
the walls of your self-erected fortress have been pulverized to dust, you are left alone, and-thatutter - .-
" aloneness is the very.foundation of your kxistence. What else, but the foundation, car survive sucha -
storm? . R T ' SR : A
. Now, the big questions, the ones which really haunt me (we all should ‘have questions that haunt us), are: .
these: have I really evolved? If so, was it worth it? Does this thing come with a warranty?. © N

. Psst. 'Heyi-'-bavé-' “Here: thveid;~éite~of1?iIS_4pple:.t. It’s. delwiqw-.andﬁai-)‘?eé-. And i#’ll open your.eyyyes! y .

jere’s i s, hiack of the 6§

yhofi’e"',;éix_d cmﬁtja’ce whitever systenipromisesito

Or, have L.actually devolved? Should1 éaxpe diem
fish, throw fhe moribund little bastard back into s and embrace whiltoves syst .
 untamglealtoflife’s complexities?: Anmileven serious about the question?  Should my humblé syllib
_grace the-side of a.clown’ d?. Am1.. s

Lok why dori*t yoi just olbup-the windows, have yourself a li
it onie:more?I-mean...hell! -Way youre talkm',you might
> for asswing i that summer breeze you love so muc

" checked; the duckbilled pla

vation.’ 1 find great meaning in the simplest pleasures

\ Twain, Kurt Vonnegut: ‘I find it iri the trees; the.fl

.\ piding upon my wife’s graceful profiles she sleeps, iplayisg with my kids-—makin

 Hanging out with friends. These aren’t platitudes. They are the things which, collecti

-/ Wondrous trip we call life.” T mean, really. What ¢lse in life is wgrth striving for? So’ yousee, itis:
-+ literally, life! —which saves me from that existential death nihilism. .. '

Well. That, an:d'the'iﬂescapablé suspicion that somewhere, nestled snﬁ_gly in between The Almlghty’sass o L

 and his pompous throne, is one heil of a big whoopee cushien.




"+ - others have to do with wheat.” An argument begiris when T say out I

- believe that 1 thmkmg ‘that ‘¢an really'add something to your teachmg Jt:seemed like we Were ..

" -+ séashells and dotted with sesame seeds. I was enamored with thosé rolls,

: 'Wheat mak&s bread and bread is fomance: Whenr teachers have me rwd thmgs I always notxce
the food thmgs, especially the ‘wheat thmgs, like the main chatacter of Cyrano.de Bergerac ns
really. Raguenéau.the baker. who nnagmes heisa poet and ks wnfe “hatw hxs poetry and she
avenges ‘herself on him for lack of attention by wrapping past ]
is the charming part, the important thing. Many of the most sigmﬁ

,gtlm tsIha" 5 hadthh

“Bréadlsmorennporiant_ L
-than literacy.” I do believe that, though ‘few suspect'it; I said it once; ata good friend’s weddmg, o
to a teacher-guest at my table who I silently re-pamed “Little Squab ‘Bones.” Tsaid to her: “Bread' .
is more important than, hteracy » Shé was just getting certified to teach, had spent agood deal of a
money: ‘and time on the idea of teaching, so, naturally, she had a fremendous investment inmy

:Zbemg rong, I, 00, had’ spenta $06d deal of moniey and-time: .on the-idea of: teaghmg, butl dnd

' not mind the idea of bread bemg more important than Iiteracy as:inuchas she.did. InasenSe, i

*bavirig a good talk about bread but it tumed out we were not. My. fricid: who was: the groom told. o
_ me that the.discussion had made Little Squab Bones uneasy. ‘The weddmg was: exquis:te. They . .
served crab claws, salmon meusse, poached pmrs, slxvered"almonds and lovelj"rolls shiaped hke L
‘ ag ‘you cai-well.
, lmagme. An angry professor—guest at the table did not think dinfier was nice ‘but’ bourgeo:s New, -
- it isfine‘to say that bread is:more 1mportant than literacy,: but itis unjbrgivable fo turi up your
nose at“diim‘er tofail to-appreciate a’kind invitation to.the: tabl .. Y néver, catch g -




] remember the day l found out l was pregnant. l'remember the fears l had S

the regrets, anxiety, confusion, the joy. 1 was only 20, barely hangrng ‘onto a job ‘

barely hanging onto my boyfriend. 1 was alone and- hvrng hundreds-of: miles from:my- S

‘was safe msrd '-my'womb- ] would protect h'r'r'n wrlh ll"rny Str
ed duri upforhr

: | Because of hrm, ] am‘mamed to'a wonderful man ‘and have wonderful .
. ,daughter 1'am-so close to achieving my dream of being a teacher. 1 have matured oot
‘info a responsrble woman. I am the mother| would have wanted to be to. hrm Lol

‘home and famrly R was-alla. mrstake untll | heard- hrs.:h rtf; beat and | fell in love, -

1 sometrmes wish now for a second chanoe wrth tum When people ask mei :.-

RS how many children i have, | can say now without many tears.that I-have two. | have . -~

' onein heaven that | wrll hold one day and l have ane here that | hold as often as. o
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