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* * * * *

 


License Statement: This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this writer.

 


* * * * *

 


Note to the Reader: The principal elements of this
story were previously released under a different title by Glynn
Glenn who requested that this writer rewrite and release this story
under his own name.

 



WARNING:

 


Unlike each of the 25 Parts of Her Catalyst, Background does
not have descriptive scenes of intimate pleasure experienced
individually or shared between consenting adults. However,
Background does have brief descriptive
scenes of violence unrelated to intimacy. In addition, some of the
statements and ideas expressed by the characters may be offensive
to some people. The intent of this writer is not to be offensive,
but to allow the characters to practice their right of the freedom
of speech.

 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


This story takes place in an alternate time
line which uses a calendar of ten months with six weeks of six days
each. The remaining five days are set aside for the New Year
holiday at the beginning of the year which expands to six days
every fourth year.

Months are identified as ‘first’ through
‘tenth’ with the New Year holiday being the ‘zero’ month at the
beginning of each year. The days of the week are known as:
first-day, second-day, third-day, fourth-day, fifth-day, and
sixth-day. Dates are recorded with four digits for the year, two
digits for the month, and two digits for the day. For example,
2120-06-18 refers to the year 2120, the 6th month, and the 18th
day.

Days are divided into 24 hours with the start
of the hour being referred to by the number followed by the word
‘hundred’. For example, noon is called ‘twelve hundred’ and an hour
later is ‘thirteen hundred’. Rather than use precise times, the
following abbreviations are used to designate general time periods
with the dates:

(n) for night or about from 0001 to 0600

(m) for morning or about from 0601 to
1200

(a) for afternoon or about from 1201 to
1800

(e) for evening or about from 1801 to
2400

For inclusive time period listings with
dates, ‘>’ is used between time period abbreviations. For
example (m>a) means from the morning into or through the
afternoon. For partial time period listings with dates, (a1) is the
first part of the afternoon and (a2) is the second part of the
afternoon.

 


The cartographic coordinates used in this
story to identify municipalities and other locations are based on a
defined circumference of the earth of 25,000 miles divided into
1,000 units of 25 miles each. Longitudinal coordinates begin near
the western edge of the Western Ocean (in the reader’s timeline
it’s called the Pacific Ocean) and reach the 500th unit near the
middle of the Atlantic Ocean. While the units are 25 miles apart at
the equator, their separation diminishes as the location nears the
North and South poles. Latitudinal coordinates begin at the North
Pole and maintain a 25 mile separation to reach the 250th unit at
the equator and the 500th unit at the South Pole. After the
cartographic coordinates were defined, it was discovered that the
circumference of the earth around the poles is less than it is
around the equator so there is some overlap of units at the North
and South poles based on maintaining the 25 mile interval between
units measured from the equator. For the story of why the
cartographic coordinates were developed, please read The Trouble With Luck available at
www.smashwords.com/profile/view/GeoffSchultz.

 



Background

 


 


 


2120-06-18

 


In the middle of a dark and stormy night, the rain is
coming down in sheets and the wind is gusting which makes it
difficult for David Schmidt to keep his family vehicle in the
traffic lane while he hurries his very pregnant wife to the
hospital.

“Owww! Hurry, David, please!”

“I’m going as fast as I dare, Soo-Lin. We’re almost
there.”

Several blocks away, a police officer pulls over a
highly modified and over powered farm vehicle which is driving too
erratically for him to ignore, even in a rain storm. Just as the
police officer gets to the driver’s door, the farm vehicle takes
off at a high rate of acceleration and almost hits him. The police
officer runs back to his patrol vehicle and takes off in hot
pursuit while his rookie partner radios in the situation.

With a relieved sigh, David sees the sign for the
hospital entrance ahead and turns on his right turn signal, just as
another contraction convulses his wife’s body. Paramedic Alice
Bronson and her partner are standing under the covered entrance to
the emergency room in an effort to stay out of the rain and out of
the way of the emergency room while they wait for their next call.
They dismiss the sound of a siren coming towards them as a normal
middle-of-the-night sound. David slows down and begins to make the
turn into the hospital emergency room entrance. Alice sees the
family vehicle and steps back towards the door of the emergency
room so the driver will have room to stop the vehicle under the
covered entrance.

The driver of the farm vehicle is traveling at a high
rate of speed when he enters the intersection on a red light, turns
the steering wheel slightly as he notices a vehicle starting to
enter the intersection from the other street, but doesn’t have time
to correct the direction of the vehicle before it crosses the empty
oncoming traffic lanes, - “Look out,” Alice shouts, - slams into
David’s vehicle, and shoves it over the curb and between the corner
of the hospital parking garage and the concrete base of a street
light which immediately bends the frame of the family vehicle.
David is crushed and dies instantly. The passenger door flies open
and Soo-Lin is thrown towards the now open door, but her head hits
the door frame and snaps her neck.

“Wreck!” Alice yells to the second paramedic team
which is standing nearby. Alice and her partner yank the crash cart
out of their rescue vehicle and run to the tangled vehicles. While
she guesses that any possible survivors will be on the passenger
side of the family vehicle, they go around the wreck and are
narrowly missed by the police officer as he brings his patrol
vehicle to a sliding stop.

As soon as she runs around the back of the wrecked
vehicles, Alice notices that someone is partially hanging out of
the passenger door. She quickly steps closer and recognizes that
the person is a very pregnant woman while her head is at an angle
which is indicative of a broken neck. As her partner checks the
back seat, Alice examines the woman and is unable to find a pulse,
then automatically looks down the body as she checks for other
injuries. When she notices a feeble movement under the woman’s
night shirt, Alice grabs her scissors from her belt, cuts the night
shirt, and sees a baby is partially expelled from the woman.

She yells to her partner, “Clamp!” With a firm grip,
Alice gently pulls the baby the rest of the way out of the woman,
takes the clamp from her partner, applies the clamp, cuts the
umbilical cord, lifts the baby, and swats the baby on the buttocks.
With a cry, the baby begins to breathe. Alice yanks the sheet off
of the crash cart, quickly wraps it around the baby, and runs back
to the emergency room.

While the rookie calls in the accident and requests
fire department assistance, the police officer runs to the driver’s
side of the farm vehicle to prevent a possible escape. He climbs up
on the running board, looks through the window and realizes the
driver isn’t going anywhere. A decorative steel pole used to
support hanging plants from the parking garage has gone through the
center of the driver’s forehead and is sticking out the back of his
head. As he steps back down, the police officer mutters something
about justice being done and walks back to his patrol vehicle.

Since they noticed Alice and her partner going to the
passenger side of the family vehicle, the other paramedic team goes
to the driver’s side. A quick look makes it clear they will be
unable to reach the driver because the farm vehicle has crushed the
roof of the family vehicle. They follow around to the passenger
side, step out of Alice’s way as she runs past with a small bundle,
and sees Alice’s partner who is just standing there while he looks
down.

One of the other paramedics asks Alice’s partner,
“What’cha got?”

“Dead woman.”

“What about Alice?”

“Live baby.”

“Wow.” They help Alice’s partner take the woman out
of the family vehicle and place her on the crash cart. As two of
them secure the woman onto the cart, one of the paramedics crawls
in the passenger side of the vehicle and checks for a pulse in the
driver’s hand. A moment later, he crawls back out while he shakes
his head.

The emergency room staff cleans the baby and gives it
a thorough examination and are surprised there appears to be
nothing wrong with the baby. They speculate that the force of the
accident on the seat belt across the woman’s abdomen in conjunction
with a contraction caused the baby to be partially expelled from
her womb. The baby is examined again by Doctor Chang, the mother’s
obstetrician, who just arrived after she was called by David before
they left for the hospital.

As she fills out the paperwork for the birth
certificate, the nurse asks the obstetrician for the appropriate
names. Doctor Chang is able to give the parents’ names, but, at the
moment, she can’t remember what the parents had decided on for the
baby’s name so she suggests, “Call her ‘Baby Girl’ for now.”

“No, that’s not her name.”

In the stunned silence, Doctor Chang and the nurse
turn towards Alice who had stayed out of the way, but hadn’t let
the baby out of her sight. Doctor Chang asks, “Do you know the
family?”

“No, Doctor. I’ve never met them.”

“Then how do you know what the baby’s name is?”

“I don’t know what her name is, but the mother was
wearing a night shirt which had these characters printed on it with
an arrow pointing to her abdomen.” She writes the characters on a
piece of paper and hands it to the doctor who quickly reads it.

“Thank you. That was very observant of you.” Doctor
Chang turns back to the nurse and says, “The baby’s name is
Sha-Lin. If there’s a mistake, it can be corrected by the
next-of-kin before the paperwork is sent in. The poor baby, a
loving mother so anxious for her to be born and then this happened.
I came in the front entrance, but one of the ER doctors said the
mother had been killed in a vehicle wreck. Does anybody know what
happened?”

Alice responds, “Yes, Doctor. I saw it.”

“You saw it?” in stereo from Doctor Chang and a
police officer who has just stepped into the room.

Alice nods her head as she answers, “Yes.”

The police office suggests, “Go ahead and give a
brief version to the doctor then I can take a more detailed
statement from you later. If you don’t mind, I’ll record it.”

“I don’t mind, Officer.”

“Recording,” the recorder announces.

“My partner and I were standing under the cover in
front of the emergency room doors and saw the victim’s family
vehicle start to turn into the emergency room entrance. Then I saw
a large farm vehicle cross the empty lanes and hit the driver’s
side of the victim’s vehicle. We grabbed the crash cart and ran to
the wreck. When I noticed how the farm vehicle was on top of most
of the family vehicle, I guessed that if there were any survivors,
they would be on the passenger side. I went around the back of the
vehicles, because the front of the family vehicle was crushed
against the corner of the parking garage. I was in front pulling
the crash cart so I went to the front seat and left my partner to
check the back seat.

“As soon as I arrived there, I saw a woman appeared
to be dead with a broken neck. I didn’t find a pulse while I looked
along the body for other apparent injuries, but I saw that the
woman was pregnant and assumed she had been on the way to the
hospital to be delivered. After my eyes passed over her abdomen, I
thought I saw feeble movement from under the woman’s night shirt
between her legs and immediately grabbed my scissors and cut the
night shirt. I saw the baby was partially expelled from the woman
and yelled to my partner for a clamp. The movement I saw was
probably the baby’s arms. I clamped the umbilical cord, cut the
cord, swatted the baby, and she started to cry. I yanked the sheet
off of the crash cart, wrapped it around the baby, and ran back to
the emergency room. You know the rest.”

“End of record,” the recorder announces.

Doctor Chang asks in surprise, “It happened in the
hospital driveway?”

Alice nods her head and answers, “Yes, Doctor.”

“So close, so very close.” Doctor Chang looks at her
name tag then says, “Alice, thank you very much for your immediate
action and correct responses. You saved this baby’s life. If the
parents were here, you would have their deepest gratitude. They
were so looking forward to this child. Do you know what happened to
the father?”

“I’m sorry, Doctor. I only saw the woman and the
baby. I assume it was the father who was driving the vehicle.”

The police officer clarifies, “One of the other
paramedics on the scene said the driver was a male and was dead. We
haven’t been able to remove the body from the wreckage yet. From
documents which were found in an overnight bag in the back seat of
the vehicle, and the vehicle documents, we’re tentatively
identifying the male victim as,” he looks at his paperwork, “David
Schmidt. The documents from the overnight bag were quite thorough
and identified the next-of-kin as Robert Schmidt, apparently the
brother of the victim, and his wife Sarah. We’ve already sent an
officer to the address listed for Robert. We also have another
officer contacting the family lawyer listed in the documents. The
female victim is identified from documents as Soo-Lin Schmidt.”

Doctor Chang confirms that, “I personally identified
her as Soo-Lin Schmidt when she was brought in. She was one of my
patients. One of your fellow officers was with me and filled out
the paperwork. I’m sorry, but I didn’t get his name.”

“I quite understand, Doctor. Under the circumstances,
I probably wouldn’t have gotten the name either.” The police
officer turns to Alice, “When would be an appropriate time for you
to give a detailed statement?”

“Now would be fine. . . . Doctor, would it be okay if
I stayed with the baby while I give my statement, at least until
the next-of-kin arrive? I know it sounds silly, but I’ve kind of
grown attached to the little one.”

“That would be wonderful, Alice. I want to check her
over again. When I’m done, maybe you can hold her and rock her to
sleep. When everything is settled, she should go to the special
care nursery.”

After she gives the baby another thorough
examination, Doctor Chang notes that the baby appears to have
suffered nothing worse than a normal vaginal delivery. She wraps
the baby back up and hands her over as she says, “Here you go,
Alice. If the next-of-kin see you first, please tell them that I
would like to talk to them before they go. I want to check with
them before I order any more invasive examinations or scans. I will
also recommend that the baby stay for a few days for careful
observation. Thank you again, Alice, and I’ll be back again if I
can.”

Within moments of being rocked within Alice’s arms,
Sha-Lin Schmidt, born and orphaned in a single violent act, falls
fast asleep in safe and friendly arms.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2125-08-15

 


While they clean up after lunch, Sarah takes the
dirty dishes from her daughter’s helping hands.

“Mommy?”

“Yes, Sharlene?”

“Diane wonders how you can be my mommy when you look
different from me. She said someone told her I was adopted and
that’s why you look different. Am I adopted?”

“Do you know what adopted means?”

“Uh, no.”

“It means that for some reason, your mommy couldn’t
take care of you, so some other lady was lucky enough to be chosen
to be your mommy and to take care of you. Do you remember
Natasha?”

“I miss her, Mommy.”

“I miss her, too. She was a good dog. What happened
to her puppies when they didn’t have a mommy?”

“We got Nadia and she took care of the puppies.”

“That’s right. Did Nadia take good care of the
puppies?”

“Yes, she was a good mommy to the puppies.”

“Did the puppies look like Nadia?”

Sharlene pauses to remember then says, “A little, but
the puppies and Natasha had short black fur and Nadia had long
white fur.”

“Well, what Nadia did is what we call adoption. She
adopted the puppies and took care of them. Well, to answer your
question, Sharlene, yes, you are adopted. Your mommy very much
wanted to hold you, love you, and take care of you, but she died.
Then I was very lucky to be able to adopt you and be your mommy and
take care of you. And that’s why we look different from each other.
But it doesn’t stop us from loving each other, does it?”

“No. . . . So, I had a mommy I came out of like the
puppies came out of Natasha. Then my mommy died. So you adopted me
like Nadia adopted the puppies and now you’re my mommy.”

Sarah nods her head as she responds, “That’s exactly
right. It might be a little confusing to call us both mommy. I
suppose you could call us ‘mommy 1’ and ‘mommy 2’.”

Sharlene giggles, “That’s silly, ‘mommy 1’ and ‘mommy
2’.”

“Yes, it probably is a little silly. Why don’t you
call the mommy you came out of, like Natasha, your mother, and you
can continue to call me ‘Mommy,’ like Nadia was mommy to the
puppies.”

“Okay. Did you know my . . . mother?”

“Yes. I also knew your father.”

“My . . . father?”

“Just like I’m your mommy and am married to your
daddy, so your mother was married to your father.”

“Um . . . then I have a mommy, a daddy, a mother, and
a father,” Sharlene holds up a finger as she lists each one.
“That’s four. Wow. I can’t wait until I can tell Diane.”

“Honey, when you tell Diane, don’t make her feel bad.
A person like Diane is special when she’s loved and has two parents
and a person like you is special when she’s loved and has four
parents. The important thing is that you’re loved by your parents,
not how many parents you have.”

“What’s a parent?”

“A parent is a general word used for either your
mommy or your daddy or your mother or your father. You have four
parents, a mother and a father who made you, and a mommy and a
daddy who take care of you. Diane has two parents, because her
mommy is also her mother and her daddy is also her father. Do you
understand?”

“I think so. Can I tell Diane?”

“Yes, you can tell Diane. I just don’t want you to
tell Diane that she is less special than you are, because you are
both very special. Okay?”

“Okay. Thank you, Mommy.”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart,” Sarah says to the back
of a little girl who is running off to play.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2125-09-21

 


Sharlene finds Sarah in the kitchen and asks,
“Mommy?”

“Yes, Sharlene?”

“What was my mother like?”

“She was a very special person who loved your father
and really wanted to be your mommy and love you.”

“Did she look like me?”

“Yes. You’ve seen her picture.”

“I have? Where?”

Sarah leads her to the dining room and says, “It’s
right here.”

“That’s Soo-Lin.”

“Yes. Soo-Lin was your mother.”

“Is that why her face looks like my face?”

“That’s part of it.”

“How come my skin is a different color from her
skin?

“Who is that in the picture next to Soo-Lin?”

“That’s David. His skin looks almost like my skin.
And he’s holding Soo-Lin, I mean my mother. Was David my
father?”

“Yes. David was your father and Soo-Lin was your
mother.”

Sharlene looks more closely at the picture and asks,
“How come David, I mean my father, looks a lot like daddy?”

“Because your father and your daddy were
brothers.”

“Brothers? You mean like Mark and Mike?”

“Well, Mark and Mike are brothers, but they’re twin
brothers which are brothers who were born at the same time. Your
father and your daddy are brothers more like Stephen and Luke
because they were born at different times.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Now, look a little closer at the picture. Can you
describe the shirt your mother is wearing?”

“Yes. It’s pink with a big red arrow and it looks
like little black drawings. Does it mean something?”

“Yes. It’s written in a different language, but it
means, ‘Sha-Lin sleeps here’.”

“Shalean? Who’s that?”

“That was what your mother was going to name you, but
it was spelled on your birth certificate as Sharlene and, well,”
Sarah briefly hesitates before she continues, “we thought it would
be less confusing to other people so we started to call you
Sharlene.”

“Oh. . . . Then that means I’m in the picture,
too!”

“You figured it out, very good. Yes, you’re in the
picture, but we can’t see you, because you were still inside of
your mother’s tummy.”

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2125-10-09

 


After dinner is cleaned up, Sarah hears, “Mommy?” and
answers, “Yes, Sharlene?”

“Grandma Lucy and Grandpa Mak are your mommy and
daddy.”

“That’s right.”

“And Grandma Running Deer and Grandpa Hien-rik,
that’s hard to say, are Daddy’s mommy and daddy.”

“That’s right.”

“Would Grandma Running Deer and Grandpa Hien-rik be
my father’s mommy and daddy, too?”

“Yes. And why do you think that might be?”

Sharlene thinks for a moment then says, “Um, because
they’re brothers and brothers have the same mommy and daddy?”

“Very good.”

“Who are my mother’s mommy and daddy?”

“That’s a little hard to answer. Your mother’s mommy
was Sha-Lin.”

“That was going to be my name.”

“That’s right, Sharlene. You were going to be named
after your mother’s mommy because she was a very special person to
your mommy and she was sure you were going to be a special
person.”

“Have I met my mother’s mommy?”

“No. Before your mother met your father, when your
mother was going to college, her mommy died.”

“Was my mother adopted by a new mommy?”

“No. Your mother was very sad when her mommy died,
but she was old enough to take care of herself, so she didn’t need
a new mommy to take care of her.”

“Who was my mother’s daddy?”

“We don’t know who he was. After your mother was
born, her daddy went away and nobody knows where he went.”

Sharlene asks in surprise, “Nobody knows? That’s
sad.”

“Yes, it is. All we know is that he was from the
European Sector and we have one picture of him.”

“Can I see the picture?”

“Sure you can. . . . How would you like to make a
picture chart of all the mommies and daddies who made you?”

“Oh, boy, I like charts.”

A couple of minutes later, after they gather the
drawing supplies, Sarah suggests, “Let’s draw a box at the bottom
of the paper for your picture.”

“Can I put my picture there now?”

“Why don’t we draw some more boxes first and then you
can put the pictures in the boxes where they belong?”

“Okay, Mommy. Can I draw some boxes?”

“Sure. Draw two boxes a little above the box for your
picture with a little room between them. . . . That’s good. Now
draw a line from the bottom of each of those boxes to the top of
your box. . . . Very good. Those boxes are for your mother and
father.”

Sharlene looks at the drawn boxes and realizes, “What
about you and Daddy?”

“Thank you, sweetheart. We didn’t help make you, but
we would like our pictures on your chart. Okay, draw another box
right next to the box for your father and that can be for your
daddy since they’re brothers. Now draw a line from the bottom of
your daddy’s box to the side of your box. That will show that your
daddy takes care of you. Do you see the space between the boxes for
your mother and father?”

“Yes.”

“Leave about the same space next to your daddy’s box
and draw a box for me.”

“And then a line from the bottom of your box to the
side of my box to show that you take care of me.”

Sarah exclaims, “Wow! You figured that our fast. Now
above your mother’s box you need to draw two boxes for her mommy
and daddy with lines connecting them to her box. . . . That’s
right. And then two boxes and two lines above my box for my mommy
and daddy.”

“Since my father and my daddy are brothers, that
means they had the same mommy and daddy.”

“That’s right. So draw two boxes for their mommy and
daddy. One way to show that they had the same mommy and daddy would
be to draw a line from your father’s box to his mommy’s box and a
line from your daddy’s box to his daddy’s box which will make a big
‘X’.”

“Like this?”

“Very good.”

“Mommy?”

“Yes, Sharlene?”

“Didn’t my grandmas and grandpas have mommies and
daddies?”

“Of course, they did. How smart of you to think of
that. But I don’t think you have room on your chart for that many
more boxes and we don’t have pictures of everyone.”

“Can I get the pictures now?”

“Why don’t we make copies of the pictures to put on
your chart and then we can keep the pictures on the wall for
everybody to see and you can have pictures on your chart for
yourself.”

“I like that.”

“Go get the pictures and bring them to the computer.
We can scan the pictures and make some a little bigger and some a
little smaller so they’re all the same size.” Several minutes
later, Sarah asks, “Okay, shall we print them out?”

“Can I do it?”

“Sure. Do you remember how? . . . Very good,
Sharlene. Now while they’re printing, get the glue and the
scissors. Remember, no running with the scissors.”

“I know, Mommy. . . . Can I cut out the
pictures?”

“Yes. Just take your time so you can do a nice job. .
. . Very good. Now before you glue them, you want to put them in
the right places first. . . . Oops, you might want to switch those
two.”

“What?” Sharlene quickly recognizes why Sarah
suggested that then giggles, “Oh, sorry.”

“That’s better. Now take one picture at a time and
glue it in place and that way the pictures won’t get mixed up.” A
few minutes later, Sarah tells her, “Wonderful. That’s very
good.”

“Thank you, Mommy. Can I go show Daddy?”

“Yes. Just make sure he’s not talking on the phone or
busy with something.”

Sharlene carries her chart to Robert’s home office
and asks, “Daddy? Are you busy?”

“Not for you, sweetheart. What do you have?”

“I made a chart and Mommy helped me.”

“Really? Can I see it? Why, that’s wonderful. But who
are all of those people? They must be the fauns and beavers and
other friends from Narian.”

“No, silly Daddy. They’re my mommies and my daddies
and their mommies and daddies.”

Robert looks closer and says in mock surprise, “Well,
I’ll be, you’re right. Can you tell me who they are?”

“This is my mother Soo-Lin and my father David and
this is you and Mommy. The line to the side of the box says that
you and Mommy didn’t make me, but you and Mommy take care of
me.”

“Very good.”

“And this is Grandpa Mak and Grandma Lucy who are
Mommy’s mommy and daddy. And this is Grandpa Hien-rik, that’s hard
to say, and Grandma Running Deer who are your mommy and daddy and
this big ‘X’ shows that you and my father are brothers and had the
same mommy and daddy.”

“That’s a smart way to show it.”

“And this is Grandpa I don’t know his name and
Grandma Sha-Lin who were my mother’s mommy and daddy.”

“That’s very good. What a wonderful chart.”

“Thank you, Daddy.” Sharlene hesitates then asks,
“Daddy?”

“Yes?”

“Can I hang my chart on my wall so I can always find
it and look at it when I want to?”

“That’s an excellent idea.” Robert suggests, “While I
get my tool box, why don’t you go to your room and think about
where you want to put your chart and then I’ll come to your room
and help you hang it. Okay?”

“Yippee!”

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


2125-10-13

 


While Sarah is attending worship in a local church,
Sharlene, in the children’s class, raises her hand and asks,
“Teacher?”

“Yes, Sharlene.”

“What do the colors mean in the color song?”

“The color song?”

“I don’t know the name of the song, but it has colors
in it.”

“Can you sing it?”

“Yes. ‘Jesus loves the little children, all the
children of the world. Red and yellow, black and white, all are
precious in his sight. Jesus loves the little children of the
world.’ That song.”

“The colors in the song are the different skin colors
of people.”

Sharlene’s eyes open wide in surprise before she
asks, “You mean there are people with red skin and yellow skin and
black skin and white skin? Where are they? I’ve never seen them.
I’ve seen people with red hair, I even saw people with blue hair
and purple hair, that was funny, purple hair,” she giggles.

“Well, the colors in the song aren’t the actual skin
colors of people, but represent skin colors. The red color refers
to people who are from the Western Sector. The yellow color refers
to people who are from the Asian Sector. The black color refers to
people who are from the African Sector. And the white color refers
to people who are from the European Sector. Does that help?”

“Yes. Thank you, Teacher.”

“You’re welcome.”

A little later, near the end of the children’s class,
the teacher hands out line drawings which shows a child with lines
to two adults and with lines from them to two more adults for each
of the first adults. After the papers are handed out, the teacher
tells them, “Children, while you’re waiting for your parents to
come and get you, here is a drawing you can color with you at the
bottom, then your mommy and daddy in the middle, and your
grandparents at the top.”

A little later as the teacher goes around the room to
check on the children, she asks, “Sharlene?”

“Yes, Teacher?”

“You stayed within the lines very well when you
colored the people, but who are these other people that you
drew?”

“That’s my daddy and my mommy and my mommy’s daddy
and mommy.”

“Then who are these people?”

“That’s my mother and my father, but they died. So my
mommy and daddy adopted me.”

“That was very nice of them. If this is your father
and this is your daddy, why did you draw them right next to each
other with lines going to the same grandparents?”

“Because my father and my daddy were brothers and had
the same mommy and daddy.”

The teacher nods her head, “That’s a good way to draw
it. I see that you colored each of your grandparents with a single
color and that your mother, your father, and your daddy have two
colors. Can you tell me about that?”

Sharlene explains, “This is Grandma Running Deer and
you said that in the color song red meant people from the Western
Sector, so I colored her red because that’s where she lives. This
is Grandpa Hien-rik



















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
Background

Geoff Schultz





