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Word Selection: Bondage

Life
By Manuel Frank Avila

All throughout my life, I have had many different Bondages, Good and Bad.

My first Bondage was Politics with my Mother. At the age of 11 years old, I was my Mother’s
gopher passing out political flyers up and down the stairs in Apartment Buildings. My Mother
said, “Never Argue about Politics with people. Just Smile and Listen.”

My second Bondage was to the Lutheran Church-Missouri Synod. My Mother enrolled my sister
Mary Theresa and me in Jefferson Chicago Public School where I attended Kindergarten. but
then she transferred us to First Emanuel Lutheran School Missouri Synod (1945-1948) which
was conveniently located in the back yard from where we lived at that time. But, unfortunately,
First Emanuel Lutheran School closed down, and the administration asked my Mother to transfer
us to Saint Matthew Lutheran where we attended 3rd, 4th, and 5th Grades. Then, again, Saint
Matthew Lutheran School closed down, and I was transferred to Ebenezer Lutheran School.

Interestingly, I am the only member of the family who stayed in the Lutheran Missouri Synod
Church.
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My third Bondage was Music. My Father was a Musician who played String Bass, and my
Mother arranged for me to take piano lessons with a neighbor who lived on the second floor. I
enjoyed playing the piano. Music was the key to my being accepted to enroll at Harrison High
School. I was in Crane High School District, and my older sister Mary Theresa was already
attending Harrison High School. When I went to apply to transfer to Harrison High School, the
Admittance Clerk asked me if [ played an instrument. I answered, “Yes! Piano!” She smiled and
said, “I’m going to transfer you to Harrison High School on the condition that you enroll in the
BAND. During my four years at Harrison High School, I played in the Marching Band, Concert
Band, and the Orchestra. I enjoyed playing with Mr. Ewald, the Band Director, who was a good
role model who taught me discipline and especially the importance of practicing as well as an
appreciation of different types of music. And, I discovered that Mr. Ewald, the Band Director,
was the husband of Mrs. Ewald, the Clerk who approved my transfer to Harrison High School if
I joined the Band.

At the age of 86 years, Arthritis is my fourth Bondage. Arthritis affects my hands, knees, left
neck, and shoulder. In trying to stay Healthy, I believe that Laughter is the Best Medicine.
Whenever I think of Laughter as being the Best Medicine, I think of my Mother saying, “Never
argue, just Listen and Smile.” I have changed my diet, exercise, and try to relieve stress. And,
finally, I Smile, and try to be nice to others.

I know that I have other Bondages, but there isn’t enough time to talk or read about them all.

HiHt

A Fire in My Belly
by Sherry Avila

When I broke my Right Hip and Femur after placing my foot on a folding chair that slipped
causing me to fall on the floor during a Zoom Senior Exercise Class at home December 6, 2024,
I discovered that I was in Bondage to my body. My ability to move my own body had vanished
at that point.

For me, Bondage can mean being overly dependent for my smallest needs upon others such as
my husband, my adult children, the firemen, CNAs, Physical Therapists, etc. However, when a
person no matter how they are related helps another in a positive, upbeat way; there is a spiritual
connection that lightens the load of the Bondage.

After Reconstructive Surgery on my Right Hip and Right Femur with metal plates and screws on
December 7, 2024 at Resurrection Hospital with Orthopedist Surgeon Dr. Richard Hayak, I
entered a Rehab near my house on December 10, 2024. Needless to say, I needed much more
help after my surgery. I needed help to get in and out of bed and to go to the bathroom. When the
CNAs came into my room, I kindly asked, “What is your name? One CNA answered, “You want
to know my name so you can complain about me.” A Male Nurse who had been in the Green



Berets and the military all over the world said, “I carry a gun everywhere I go. I have about 50
guns; I go hunting all the time; and, I have killed 30 or more animals.”

I was shocked when I was not taken to the bathroom at night when I pushed the button numerous
times. I finally gave up. A Nurse talked us into complaining about her.

We had requested Female CNAs who often worked in another section. I vividly remember when
a tall, large female CNA entered my room with overt hostility and anger revealed in her body
language and witnessed by my husband Frank. She did what she had to do, but with much
negativity. [ wondered if this was the right job for her. However, they may have been short
staffed and/or overworked in general. And, I have no idea how much money they get paid for all
that they do. Perhaps, they, too, are in Bondage.

Fortunately, there were some very kind, compassionate CNAs who responded in a timely manner
for Day Shift, 2nd Shift, and Night Shift and before each left her shift. I called them my
Florence Nightingales. One of the younger CNAs was working part-time during the Christmas
holidays while she attended Knox College in Galesburg, Illinois while on a full scholarship.

The Physical Therapists were particularly kind and helpful. They encouraged me to lift my right
leg and foot for the first time, to climb a few stairs, to walk down the long halls that were
covered with various rugs and tiles, and to enter the car that took me home. I am very, very
thankful for all those on the staff who showed kindness and compassionateness.

I was told to leave the Rehab on December 27, 2024, because there was a COVID Lockdown
and my Orthopedist’s Prescription for Medicare had come to an end even though we appealed
the decision but to no avail. We could not eat in the Dining Room. Christmas parties and other
social events were cancelled. I remember thinking that I had been in Bondage at this Rehab. At
first, I thought it might be too soon to leave. However, the Bondage of the negative way some of

the Staff acted, and overly processed, sometimes inedible food that was served; it was a relief to
be back home. Free at LAST! Free at LAST!

I find that slowly but surely, my Bondage breaks away as | become more active and more
independent. My Home Physical Therapist enables me to lighten my own load physically by
teaching me to use all the parts of my body. When I walked out of the house over our porch with
its two deep steps and then to the car, and then later walked up and down the 15 steps to our
second floor in our house, I felt my Bondage slipping away. When I stood by myself at my
kitchen counter and practiced my Homework Exercises, again I felt my Bondage slipping away.
Did you know that the parts of the body are very closely connected together according to 1
Corinthians Chapter 12 and a popular song “Dem Bones” recorded in 1928?

Sometimes, | use my “Grabber” which is a handheld tool to extend my reach and pick up small
items especially since I am less able to bend down and pick up things off the floor or reach
behind other things to get something. I am not able to lift or move anything heavy yet. However,



I am very thankful that I am able to walk with my walker even though I have to be careful with
the uneven cracks in the sidewalks.

I am thankful for Skecher’s “Slip-on Shoes” which Frank purchased while I was in Rehab. I
don’t have to tie or close the flaps on my shoes to put them on or take them off. Being able to
slip them on enables me to put on my own shoes day or night. I am also thankful for the
comfortable, wide-legged, Pull-On pants that he bought at Costco.

A friend at my church told me that I had “A Fire in my Belly” which means that [ have a strong
determination to get well and walk with my right hip and femur again. WOW! Thanks for that
encouragement! She further inspired me to let go of my Bondage!

HiH

Bondage
Carol Karvon

Most people think of bondage as being imprisoned, incarcerated, jailed, etcetera, etcetera.
I think sometimes a mind can be just as imprisoned and held in bondage.

When you can’t sleep and many diverse thoughts have taken over your mind, I think that’s an
imprisonment or bondage of a kind.

When those diverse thoughts hold your mind captive, and you are so restless you just can’t fall
asleep that’s like being held a prisoner of yourself.

I’ve read many supposed helpful suggestions meant to ease your mind and rid it of superfluous
thoughts. Sometimes these tips work and other times they don’t.

I’ve read that you should get out of bed and read. Or get out of bed and watch TV. Or I’ve even
heard of a preventative tip. This is the one about drinking a glass of warm milk before bedtime.

It’s ironic, but a glass of cold milk with lunch will make me sleepy in the afternoon but a glass of
warm milk at night doesn’t appeal to me. Although I have to admit I haven’t really tried it. The
thought of a warm glass of milk actually upsets my stomach a little so I avoid trying it.

Sometimes maybe we just have to tell ourselves to quiet our minds and let them rest so sleep can
come. Sleep is a natural restorative and the experts tell us we need between 7 and 9 hours of
sleep nightly. For some that’s too little sleep and for others it’s too much sleep. Everyone is
different.

It’s a mystery to me how one person can survive very well on just a few hours of sleep but
another person needs several hours more rest to function. ###



Bondage
By Anna Young

Bondage encompasses a vast number of complexities, forms and aspects. Culturally, historically
and personally. Such as: Subjugation. Servitude. Serfdom. Belonging to and beholden to.
Ownership. Domination. Enslavement. Even friendships and family relationships can be affected
and effected by "Bondage" socio-economically.

There are too many ways and means to address a subject so broad and varied in such a small
space and short period of time. I will address "Bondage" of the human kind. Human beings as
cargo. Ownership of flesh and blood. Specifically the enslavement of Africans in America. I can
only impart a few known facts of the history of a people as chattel and slaves. Genocide of a
culture so massive it's incomprehensible!

Human bondage has existed since prehistory and ancient Egypt. At times it was used as a form of
punishment. As if being treated less than human weren't enough! Those who participated in and
perpetuated the degradation of a nation of human beings I consider not only inhumane but also
inhuman!

For Africans it lasted from the late 15th century to the 19th century. Four hundred years! From
the Western coast of Africa, through the Middle Passage and the Transatlantic, to the Eastern
shores of America. Two million Africans died in route! One of the first known slave ships was
named "The Desire." What a romantic name for a ship carrying human beings as cargo in its’
hull! They were brought to the Massachusetts Bay Colony to be sold into slavery. Also Native
Americans were to be sold as slaves in the Caribbean in 1638.

August 1619 the first enslaved Africans arrived in Jamestown, Virginia, a British Colony. The
British, Spanish Colonies, the French and the Caribbean received the majority of Africans. Brazil
received the most. America the least. Any amount of human beings as cargo to be sold into
slavery is horrific! How can the selling of human beings justify Genocide!? They were
transported in the hulls of ships! With no ventilation! Packed so tightly together they were
literally on top of each other! They were drowning in their own sweat and bodily excrement!
These conditions subjected them to disease, illness and death! I can only imagine the stench of
these inhumane conditions they were forced to endure being so closely quartered! The dead were
thrown overboard! Many refused to eat inducing a form of suicide!

Africans were sold by Africans for trade of goods. Some were considered expendable, being
prisoners of war as the result of tribal disputes, wars and other conflicts. They were shipped as
human cargo by the thousands! They had no idea where they were going, why or what would
happen to them when they go there! Wherever there was! The violence committed against them



on land or sea was unimaginable! Chained, shackled, naked, hungry, castrated, auctioned off like
livestock, publicly humiliated, examined and fondled, whipped, beaten, burned alive, tortured,
falsely accused and jailed, violently raped, mutilated, brutally murdered, lynched and left for
dead! They were frightened and confused beyond belief! There was also the name calling. Some
of them still stand to this day!

Baboon, nigga, darkie, monkey, ape, pickaninny, shine, spook, boogeyman, bubble lips and on
and on!

A mulatto-one half African

A quadroon-one fourth African
An octoroon-one eighth African
A quintroon-one sixteenth African

How Americans, Europeans and Australians could measure and define an individual's
Africanism makes no sense of any kind! The last slave ship to reach the US from Africa in 1859
or 1860,carried 110 men, women and children to the Mobile Bay Colony in Alabama. It was
named "The Clotilda." Nora Zeale Hurston one of my favorite female black authors of all time,
wrote a story entitled "Barracoon" about the last slave ship to reach America.

This is only a synopsis of the horrific history of human bondage in the US during the slave trade.
Bondage of the human kind smacks me in my brown face with a vengeance! Kicks my ass!
Makes me cry! Causes anger and frustration that can't be measured on the Richter Scale!
Globally forms of human bondage still exists. Why!? For people of color, the poor and
disenfranchised. Those in the larger society with the bank and political backing have the power
and control! Bondage is a lucrative endeavor. It's here to stay!

HiH

The trials of the Ghost Riders Part 2
By Mark Moe

The first Ghost Rider stood before him in western attire riding a flaming nightmare horse and
was engulfed in his own flames which had changed colors from red and yellow to the cerulean
cosmic flames. He tilted his cowboy hat in appreciation and spoke in a thick southern accent that
sounded like the actor Sam Elliot, “Thanks, partner. I was lost in that place for some time. So,
another Rider, huh? What is your story? Wait Did Johnny survive against Blackheart? Tell me
that first.”

Frank responded, “Yes, he did survive and even took up your mantle as mentor for the next
Rider, Robbie Reyes. As for my story, my name is Frank Castle. I come from a different universe
where I signed a deal with Mephisto to be his Rider. When I returned to seek my vengeance, the
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whole planet was in ruin. After several years, | found a being of immense Cosmic power and |
became his herald to help him find suitable planets to consume.”

“That is one hell of a story, slick, but what does this have to deal with me?”

“Trust me, [ am getting to that. I was recruited by another powerful being called The
Beyonder to turn the tables on some bad actor in the Dark Dimension and rescuing Johnny and
Robbie in the process,” Frank responded.

Carter asked, “So two Ghost Riders are causing a ruckus to save Johnny and some other
fella? Count me in! Sounds like some damn fun! Let’s ride!”

Frank responded, “I hope we are not biting off more than we can chew. The Beyonder is
expecting a lot, but we are pretty much on our own.”

Carter laughed and said, “Who cares? When we meet up with the other two, we will have
four Riders to give everyone hell! So, lead on!”

Meanwhile in a Los Angeles suburb, Johnny Blaze is watching his protege, Robbie Reyes
in the final race of an authorized street race competition. His competitor is Carlos Luna who
drives a super-charged 1969 Shelby Mustang with a metallic cobalt paint job. Robbie drives his
jet black 1969 Dodge Charger. While waiting for the start signal to go from red to green, he
thought about how easy it would be to defeat this guy if he used his Ghost Rider powers to
convert his Charger into the Hell Charger that the other guy drove. “Where would the fun be in
that?” he said to himself with a smirk.

He returned his attention to the signal as it changed from red to yellow and was a tenth of
a second to going green. He was ready to stomp on the gas while simultaneously popping the
clutch. Both cars inched forward and as the light turned green, both cars surged leaving burnout
tracks and smoke in their wake. The course was a straight three-hundred-thirty-foot, two lane
track and required each racer to have deployable parachutes to aid in slowing down the cars to
avoid crashes. As they tore down the track, the Shelby took the early lead, but the driver was not
as experienced as Robbie. He beat him by two car lengths when he crossed the finish line and
quickly deployed his parachutes to assist his hard braking. There was also a sandbar, if drivers
could not stop in time, but sand was not fun in a car’s engine. So many drivers tended to avoid
using it unless they had no other option. He managed to stop within a foot of entering the
sandbar and drove to the track exit so he could meet up with his friend, Johnny Blaze.

“Great job, Robbie! How does it feel to win your first legal race final?” asked Johnny.

“It feels exciting! Let’s go celebrate with some authentic Mexican food and some
Coronas. I will drive because I am not riding on your two-wheel death cycle,” Robbie replied.



“I will have you know that I am a very safe driver. I have never had an accident on the
road,” stated Johnny.

“Oh, yeah? How many bikes have you totaled at your stunt shows?”’

“That is not the same thing and you know it. Where are we going anyways?” Johnny
asked.

“We are going to La Casita Mexicana, one of my favorites,” replied Robbie.
“Alright, Let’s ride, but I have never been big on spicy food. I get heartburn a lot.”

Robbie waited to respond until they were both in the car and said, “A Ghost Rider does
not like spicy food?”

Johnny answered, “The Rider definitely does, but only when he is in control. This human
does not.”

“Fair enough, but you will be able to eat something there, trust me.”

They reached the restaurant in a few minutes and were seated immediately. While they
were enjoying their appetizers and their second round of Coronas, a large group of twenty Puenta
13 gang members forced their way inside and started to hassle all the patrons. The group split up
and were clearly looking for someone. Unfortunately for them, two Ghost Riders were also in
this restaurant and in the presence of evil, the Riders take over their human hosts to mete out
Justice.

Between Johnny’s burning chains and Robbie’s fireballs, there was not a foe who had not
been incinerated in some fashion. The last two begged for mercy, but each Rider said in unison,
“Sorry all out of mercy!” and used their Penance Stares to show them all the evils they had
committed burning them up from the inside. As the two Riders walked toward the exit, they
found themselves transported to the Dark Dimension and trapped in an iron prison cell with
Shadowmaster looking down on them from an upper level.

“Good work my minions! I have reclaimed Robbie Reyes and as a bonus, I have Johnny
Blaze. Wow! Two Ghost Riders to live in perpetual bondage to my master, Dormammu!”

HiH

Bondage
By Edward Schefler

What is imposed...Maybe self
Inflected.

HitH
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A Sounding Experience
By N. Stewart

As I lay on the floor of the Body and Brain studio, he tells me to take myself to a place where I
have known comfort and peace. Even though it is winter outside, I drift on to the deck of my
summer home in Wisconsin, a place of refuge for me. The breeze wafts in from the lake, gently
swaying the tops of the oak trees. I sit in the chair and listen to the melodic sounds of the
windchimes, marching to the tempo of the trees. I listen as a harmony is played for me.

The sound changes and I react to the loudness of a gong being hit over and over, quietly at first
but progressively getting louder and stronger as it goes on. I think I’'m covering my ears to block
out the sound, but my hands remain at my side. The loudness abruptly disappears and it is quiet.

A hum, a low vibrating hum occurs as an instrument is placed and runs around the top edge of a
crystal singing bowl. The vibration caused by the hum enters my body and my body attunes itself
to the frequency. The hum starts to die out, but before completely going away another wave of
vibration hits me. And soon another comes. I react. I feel calm, my face muscles relax, and my
body melts into the floor.

A pulsing drum beat starts and I find myself answering the call, rising from the deck chair and
following the sound, knowing full-well that my body remains lying on the studio floor. I am
untethered, unsupported, and not bonded by person, place or thing. I glide into a vastness that
appears to be without walls or ceiling, yet I feel it is not empty, but is full of energy and light,
and...peace.

I listen and I hear running water, water spilling from a rock garden waterfall. I look toward the
sound and a vision of an old English garden appears before me. The water falls from the upper
level of the rocks, to a lower and momentarily pools before falling to the third level where it
collects and travels on its way. Roses in a variety of color bloom and surround the garden rocks
as do lush green plants. Muscular tension is released from my body and I start to drift away in
the beauty of the scene.

Another gong was struck, louder, deeper and more powerful and the suddenness of the sound
brings me back to the vast emptiness that previously surrounded me. I meander along, listening
to the various rings, tings, tweets, crashes and clangs of other sounds. Then, I heard rain from a
windy storm dash itself against windows. I listen. Nature is sweeping clean and washing the
world. The rain pushed hard against the windows but they held fast. I am safe. I love the sound
of the rain. I stayed there, waiting, feeling renewed and cleansed. The rain sound ended and it
became silent.

Nothing stirred, nothing moved. All was still. All quiet. Peace in that moment.



Music begins and Andrea Botticelli begins to sing an aria, Nessun Dorma (No One Shall Sleep),
from Puccini’s opera, Turandot. I stand alone in the vastness of the realm. He sings to me. The
beautiful sound enters my being and I take in the clarity of the voice and the melodic tones of the
music. It is a familiar piece and its musical energy surges through my body, entering beneath the
surface to dwell in what is truly me. It lasts but a few minutes and all is quiet again. Tears fill my
eyes from the beauty of what I just held within my soul.

Soft chimes begin to toll again. Light beats of a drum count out a slow, soothing rhythm. Slowly
I return to the present. I leave the vastness of that realm that had surrounded me, and return my
body and brain to the hard floor that lies beneath me.

He asks that I rotate my wrists and ankles. I stretch my legs and arms as he instructed. I draw up
my knees, place my hands on my knees and circle to massage my lower back. When I’'m ready,
he asks that I and the others turn to one side and sit up. Inside I am relaxed, calm, and peaceful.

I share my thoughts on the experience with others that are there as they share with me, but I
could never express all that I experienced so deep inside me. Those profound feelings, thoughts,
and emotions want to remain mine and mine alone.

I say Kamsahamnida (thank you) for the unique sounding experience and is the custom I bow to
Master Myung Doh (Randy) and I take my leave.

HiH

Bondage
By Pauline Bastek

COVID changed us. It placed us in bondage and even though the restrictions on our movements
have gone, we haven’t managed to free ourselves.

Check out the podcasts, self-help books and articles on the loneliness that is affecting all
segments of society. We don’t seem to be comfortable with human contact. We are resisting
going back to our workplaces. Businesses that functioned to serve the lunch trade are cutting
back their hours if they haven’t already closed shop. Every week brings notice of another store
closing.

Shopping in person demands an effort that online orders don’t require, just as working in an
office or store calls for social interchange. You need to shower and dress appropriately. Zoom
didn’t require this and two years of functioning with minimal human contact seemingly left us in

bondage to machines.

Just look around a restaurant. You will see people staring into their phones, not just teenagers.
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Preschoolers are engaged, not with their parents and siblings, but with I PADs.

Heaven help the senior citizens who are still clinging to their landlines and refusing to
familiarize themselves with technology. They are finding out that conversation is a lost art,
having been replaced by texting.

Amazon has replaced the fun of window shopping. DoorDash has eliminated stopping at your
local deli or restaurant.

It’s impossible for teachers to determine if essays are original or artificial intelligence products.
A Christian Charter school has just opened and classes will all be online. Why am I not
surprised.

The popularity of Sunday church services has continued as even religion is more palatable when
only the click of a key can replace an unwelcome sermon with a more agreeable choice.

We were told that machines would make life easier, but is being in bondage to technology worth
forsaking human contact and the effort it requires. Don’t get me started on masks, they have
eliminated smiles and unless they are surgical, they are useless as protective devices.

Yes, COVID was a scourge, but can we not try to recapture the social contact we enjoyed before
it locked us down? Can we not try to enjoy each other’s company rather than fearing each other’s
germs?

I am so tired of being bound by the fears generated by false information on social media and
ready to join the ladies who lunch weekly and enjoy trying on new outfits before I buy.

HiH

Luigi Mangione: Criminal, Martyr, or Hero?
by Vicki Elberfeld

When I first heard about the murder of the healthcare CEO, Brian Thompson, early in
December 2024, 1 felt deeply disturbed. Not because of the murder itself, after all murders are
covered in the news on a daily basis with homicides in the US averaging around 75 per day, but
because after hearing only a few details, I found myself somewhat pulling for this...this alleged
criminal, and I wasn’t happy with myself at all after feeling such sympathy for a likely murderer.
My brother claimed Luigi Mangione would not have garnered such widespread sympathy were
he not so easy on the eyes.

But at this point I’d not yet seen a photo of Luigi, so my brother’s assertion didn’t fly
with me. Once I finally saw him in shackles on the infamous perp walk with his back straight,
chin held high, he looked thoughtful, and beautiful, and tragic. As more and more details came
out, I found this to be one of the strangest crime stories ever. His getaway car was a bicycle and

11



then a bus (or train)? There was Monopoly money found in his duffel bag? His gun frame was
untraceable, printed on a 3D printer, and yet he kept this very strong piece of evidence right there
on his person while making his getaway and still carried it 5 days later? And although he
seemed to have carefully plotted and timed the murder, why didn't he somehow dispose of or
destroy any evidence including the gun itself? Bullet casings with the words, “Delay, deny,
depose were found at the scene of the crime matching the gun he carried. And after concealing
his face by wearing loose fitting hoods and medical masks before and after the crime, yet pulling
down the mask to smile at a hostel employee surrounded by surveillance cameras, Luigi made
me consider, “Could he possibly have wanted to be caught?” And why oh why didn’t he tweeze
those distinguishing eyebrows of his?

Ruminating over this case, reading about it, watching experts go on about it began to take
up so much of my attention, I began to fantasize about being selected as a juror for either the
state or the federal trial. What thoughts might then be flooding my brain if I had the actual
responsibility to decide the fate of America’s most lauded folk hero?

And how would I handle the questioning I’d need to undergo in order to be empaneled? I
certainly couldn’t reveal all the hours I’ve spent attempting to learn about the background and
character of Luigi Mangione, convincing me that both before and after his crime, he’d been a
stellar individual, a thoughtful and kind friend, citizen, and family member. He was a model
student, valedictorian of an elite, private school for boys, a football player, worked as a
counselor, and formed several clubs for young people. So grateful was he for the commissary
funds donated to him by well wishers throughout the country that he generously shared these
with his fellow inmates.

In order not to sway prosecuting attorneys into thinking I have too much sympathy for
the suspect, I certainly wouldn’t reveal how much I’ve heard and thought about his back pain.
While I don’t see how this directly ties in to the murder, as Luigi was never covered by United
Healthcare and no specific denial of any health claim has come to light, I have learned from
various physicians that spinal pain can be so devastating as to lead to suicidal and even
homicidal ideation. When a promising young person has to give up sports, sex, and who knows
what else due to excruciating pain - at times he couldn’t even sit because of the pain - he has my
sympathy.

Of course there is much I don’t know and would hope to learn during the trial
proceedings. For example, Luigi’s “manifesto,” found on his person and in his own handwriting,
clarifies that he acted alone. This may have been written out of consideration for others, an
attempt to take responsibility for his own actions and avoid getting anyone in trouble who
wouldn’t deserve to be. He claimed he was also making the job of law enforcers more efficient
by discouraging them from investigating useless leads. Or could it be that he simply didn’t want
to share the credit? He apologized for the “trauma and strife” he would be causing others, most
likely to the loved ones of Brian Thompson.
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No doubt I’d spend a fair amount of my jury service reflecting on comparisons between
Luigi and Raskolnikov, the protagonist in Dostoevsky’s classic novel, Crime and Punishment,
who murders an old pawnbroker, considering her to be a parasite on society. Luigi wrote in his
manifesto “Frankly, these parasites simply had it coming.”

While Raskolnikov eventually comes to evolve, see the error of his ways, and feel
remorse for his actions, who knows how Luigi might feel with the maturity of passing years,
assuming he lives to realize that maturity? Raskolnikov robbed the pawn broker he killed,
whereas Luigi appears to have had nothing materially to gain from his crime. Indeed, moral
outrage appears to be the motive for the deed. Righteous indignation can be highly seductive.
And I believe he is a folk hero because many in this country believe Luigi Mangione represents
them personally. I’ve even been told that “anyone who hasn’t struggled with health care coverage
has never been seriously ill.” Folks pay high premiums for their health insurance only to find that
when they are desperately in need of treatment, their claims are denied. United Healthcare
apparently denies one in three claims, impacting the quality of their customer’s lives, sometimes
even the continuation of said lives. Brian Thompson is therefore seen by many as an even bigger
murderer than Luigi himself. [‘ve read that “Those who made Bernie Sanders impossible made
Luigi Mangione inevitable,” Bernie having worked tirelessly on healthcare reform to little or no
avail.

I wish our jury verdict wouldn’t have to be black or white, all or nothing, guilty or not
guilty. A man has been killed in cold blood, and his murder cries out for justice. This case,
however, seems complicated. A promising young person, with serious medical problems of his
own, who has suffered chronic and insurmountable pain, asserts that our country has the most
expensive healthcare in the world, while our life expectancy is only around forty-second (and
fact checkers deem that to actually be a low estimate). More to the point, Brian Thompson and
others like him appear to many to have gotten fat on the backs of suffering people by putting
profit before compassion.

My understanding is that jury nullification occurs when a juror believes the suspect
committed the crime but nevertheless decides not to convict. An example of this is the case of
Jack Kevorkian who assisted in the suicides of many and even filmed them so the jurors clearly
knew he did it. He was found “not guilty” three times. Jury nullification has been suggested as
one of the very few options for Luigi to be freed.

While I do not believe Brian Thompson should get zero justice for being murdered, both
the death penalty and life in prison without parole seem extreme, given extenuating
circumstances. But would I personally go so far as to commit jury nullification?

I don’t know, as there are still several pieces of the puzzle which may or may not
eventually emerge.

I do know, however, that it would be extremely tempting. ###

13



Breadcrumbs
By Kelly Tansor

You thought you were over this already. You’re a 30-year-old man, why are you still
dealing with daddy issues?

Moments from the day play out in your head. That morning you explained to your dad
how you took PTO to help him fix his sink. He went on a long tirade of how this looks bad on
you, you could have saved that for something else, you could be getting actual work done instead
of looking like a lazy employee. Oh, and of course you slept in until 9 AM, so you are lazy. Your
poor pregnant wife needs you. He then expressed relief that she’s still working since your salary
couldn’t possibly be enough to support a family.

Normally this would have been a great time to mention your older brother. He makes
even less than you and already has two kids. But you knew your dad would still turn it back on
you, saying you’re not working hard enough, and now you’re trying to deflect by pointing the
finger at someone else.

The two of you silently worked to rebuild the pipes under your dad’s sink. While handing
your dad a wrench, his new wife slowly shuffled in. You noted her disheveled hair and saw that it
was 11 AM. “Nice day to sleep in, huh?” you said casually.

Cue the rant from your dad. “Knock it off, will you? She was up late talking to her
girlfriends. Quit making a big deal of everything and mind your own business.”

The two of you eventually finished the pipes. When all was said and done, he bragged
about the quality and price of the pipes, as well as his craftsmanship. He said, “This kind of
physical labor is tough stuff. If only you knew how to do this. [ mean, you’re younger than me.
You should be showing me how to do this.”

Not a single thank you. But you know that if you asked for one he’d laugh and call you
soft. Besides, you couldn’t get out of there fast enough.

Later that afternoon was your therapy session. Of course, you talked about the whole
thing with your dad. She asked why you even agreed to help him in the first place. Your face
grew hot with embarrassment as you clumsily explained, “He...s-sounded like he r-really needed
it, and I just...thought he would...appreciate it, you know?”

This is when she explained to you what a trauma bond is. An emotional attachment
between “victim” and “abuser,” two words that make you shudder. The abuser keeps leaving
breadcrumbs of kindness and affection, just enough to keep the victim dangling within their
reach. Once they get what they want, that’s when their true colors show: the mistreatment, the
nastiness, the words cutting you down to shreds, while at the same time making you feel like
you’re nothing without them. This cyclical nature keeps the victim coming back to the abuser.

Is this what’s happening? Is this why you keep convincing yourself that he’ll change? Is
this why you keep hoping he’ll see the good in you, and show you some respect? Is this why
you’re sitting in your parked car now, gripping the steering wheel with rage, not wanting to ever
hear from him again, yet hoping so desperately that he’ll text you to see how you’re doing?
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You grit your teeth and tightly cover your face. You cuss loudly out of frustration. For a
while all you feel is the pounding in your head and a scratchiness in your throat.

Breathe, you tell yourself. Breathe the way your therapist taught you when she asked you
about this stupid cycle. Yes, she also taught you about establishing boundaries and strengthening
bonds with the people closest to you. But right now, breathe.

You breathe as slowly as you can. You make your exhales longer than your inhales until
your face starts to soften. You lower your hands as you continue breathing and pull yourself
together. You should be fine enough to walk into the house, through the living room, and into
your bedroom without your wife noticing.

Instead, though, you find your wife asleep on the couch. No doubt tired from the
pregnancy. Your brother warned you she’d sleep a lot during the first trimester. You slowly reach
for a blanket in the coat closet and gently lay it across her. She stirs for a second before opening
her eyes at you. She smiles, and warmth fills your body. The vice grip on your chest releases, and
you finally feel relaxed.

“Thanks, honey,” she whispers as she pulls the blanket closer to her face. She then asks in
her tired voice, “Did everything go okay?”

You remember what she had said the night before. “Any load you’re carrying, I’ll carry
with you.”

But this isn’t her problem. At least, it shouldn’t be.

You brush her hair out of her face and smile. “It’s nothing you need to worry about.

HiHt
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