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ZOOM INFO FOR REGULAR 

GATHERINGS: 

These times and login credentials will 

remain the same until further notice, 

regardless of whether you receive an 

invitation.  

 

Sunday mornings at 10:00 am. 
 
Direct Link: 

 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5783186702?pwd=VUIza285T0c5T0dkK243

QUNXaS9jdz09  

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked 

enter the Meeting ID: 578 318 6702, and then when asked, enter 

the password: 839660. 

 

Virtual Coffee Time: Thursday at 2PM or Bible Study 
Wednesday between 3:30 and 4:30. 
 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZU
MkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09 

 

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked 

enter the Meeting ID: 541 063 2113, and then when asked, enter 

the password: 123 

 
 
 

Readings for February 28th , 2021 

 
Romans 4:13-35 

Mark 8: 31 – 38 
 

 
 
Hymns and Music for February 28th t, 2021 

 

VU 121"Tree of Life and Awesome Mystery"  

MV 135 - “Called by Earth and Sky” 
VU 229 - "God of the Sparrow" v 1,6 

MV 144 - “Like a Healing Stream ” 

MV 41 - " O Beautiful Gaia" 
VU 960 - “The Lords Prayer ( Spoken)”  

VU 538  - "For the Gift of Creation" 
VU 120 - "O Jesus, I have promised" 
 
CONTACTING REV. TIM AND JEANETTE: 

Please note the office is closed until further orders from Dr 

Bonnie Henry are issued. Rev. Tim and Jeanette will be 

working from home. Tim's office hours are Tuesday through 

Friday, 9 to 5. He can be reached on his cell phone at 1-778-
791-3545, or email him at bowmantimothyr@gmail.com. 

Jeanette is also working from home as much as possible and 
can be reached at 1-604-799-5375. This is a Chilliwack # or 

mission.uc@shaw.ca 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5783186702?pwd=VUIza285T0c5T0dkK243QUNXaS9jdz09
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5783186702?pwd=VUIza285T0c5T0dkK243QUNXaS9jdz09
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZUMkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZUMkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09
mailto:bowmantimothyr@gmail.com
mailto:mission.uc@shaw.ca


Announcements: 
 

 
 

 

It is time for Saint Andrews Annual General Meeting.  Please 
join us in our first AGM by Zoom!  This meeting will be: 
 

Wednesday MARCH 3rd   @ 11am VIA ZOOM 
 
The link is the same one we use for coffee time and is as 
follows: 
 
Press Control and click on the link: 
 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZU
MkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09 

 

Meeting ID: 541 063 2113 Password: 123  
 

 
 
 

 

Our Prayer List 

 

The result of Prayer is Life. Prayer irrigates the Earth and 
Heart. Author Unknown 

Please hold these people and families in your heart and prayers. 
 
Marvin,  
Gem 
Co,  
David,  
Annie,  
Marilyn,  
Devon and family,  
Paulette and family,  
Evelyn and family,  
Kyden and Alexa. 
Loa 
 
Blessings Linda B. 

 

 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZUMkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZUMkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09


 

 

Born into slavery, as a child she taught herself to read; 
travelled from Missouri with her parents, was a pioneer 
on Salt Spring Island, became a legend, living to the 
age of 106. 

Sylvia Estes was born in Clay County, Missouri to parents who 
were slaves. Her parents and their family were the property of a 
German baker named Charles Leopold who was not a 
stereotypical slaveholder as he held the abolitionist movement in 
high regard. His wife, however, was not as kind and treated the 
Estes badly. Sylvia grew up living with fear; she rarely left the 
property as she had been told stories of many men who kidnapped 
Black children to sell in the South. Sylvia was bullied frequently by 
Mrs. Leopold and was forced to look after the master's children 
when she herself was ill. However, Sylvia’s parents raised her with 
love and she even learned to read even though it was illegal, 
through helping the Leopold children with their studies. 

In 1849, Howard Estes and his master's sons were sent to 
California with a herd of cattle. Howard's master (Tom Estes) had 
promised to give Howard his freedom for $1000 and agreed to let 
him work in California to earn the money. However, when Howard 
sent the $1000 to buy his freedom, Tom Estes went back on his 
promise. Howard sent another $1000 and after a court battle, Tom 
Estes was forced to send Howard his “free papers” but he kept 
most of the second $1000. By the time Howard returned to 
Missouri in 1851, daughter Agnes had died of scarlet fever and 
Sylvia had barely survived. Howard Estes was able to buy his 
family's freedom, paying $1000 each for his wife and son and $900 
for daughter, Sylvia. 

However, Missouri was not a safe place for free blacks, Howard 
and his family neaded to California via the Oregon Trail. Sylvia, the 
eldest, was then 12 years old. At age 16, while living in Placerville, 
California she met and married Louis Stark, a dairy farmer who 
raised cattle not far from the Estes farm. Stark, the son of a 
slaveholder, had escaped and using skills learned on his father's 
plantation, had also worked his way to California. 

The Estes and Starks joined the Black emigration to Vancouver 
Island in 1858. Howard Estes and his wife, Hannah, settled and 
remained on a farm in Saanich. After settling briefly in Saanich, the 
Starks moved to Salt Spring Island in 1860, shortly after a 
Government pre-emption plan opened land to homesteaders. 

Sylvia Stark was in every way a true pioneer, living in an area that 
was then a wilderness, isolated from other settlers. Her first home 



was an unfinished log cabin that she made a home; she and Louis 
established an orchard and cleared the land for field crops; but 
Louis wanted to raise cattle and he later moved to Nanaimo; Sylvia 
joined him for a time but she missed her island. 

On February 16, 1868 Sylvia and her 5 children at the time, were 
baptized at the Ebenezer Church in Nanaimo.  The baptism 
records show the following names, birth dates and location of 
birth. Emma Arabella, 1856-February-17, California; Willis Otis, 
1859-January-09, California; John Edmund, 1861-September-09, 
Salt Spring Island; Abraham, 1863-February-16, Salt Spring 
Island; Anne Serena, 1866-February-13, Salt Spring Island. 

Records also show that Sylvia and Louis had 2 more 
daughters, Maria Alba born circa 1870; records show that at the 
age of 27 she married Joseph Benjamin Wallace on 1897-May-20; 
and daughter Louise, born circa 1879, at the age of 22 married 
Ernest May on 1901-September 17. 

Emma went on to earn her teaching certificate and became the 1st 
Black teacher on Vancouver Island teaching in the Nanaimo-Cedar 
area. 

Sylvia became a living legend as she lived to be 106 years of age; 
many people would often gather to hear her tell stories of her 
childhood and her journey across the United States to Salt Spring 
Island. 

Sylvia is buried beside her father in the Pioneer Cemetery, 
Ganges, Salt Spring Island. Her mother Hannah Estes is buried in 
the Pioneer Cemetery, off Quadra Street in Victoria. 

Epilogue: Just as her mother had taught herself to read, Marie 
Stark, at the age of 92, taught herself to type and wrote  "The 
History of the Stark Family". It was published as a 10 part series in 
the Gulf Islands Driftwood. Part 1 was published on Wednesday, 
November 7, 1979. The last instalment was published on 
Wednesday, February 6, 1980. The manuscript was later donated 
to the Provincial Archives by her granddaughter, Myrtle Holloman. 

References: 
Cartwright, Peggy. Black Pioneers in Gold Rush Days. Victoria, 

Manning Press Limited, 1993. 
Gould, Jan. Women of British Columbia. Saanichton, Hancock 
House. 1975. 

Quick Facts 

Born into slavery, as a child she taught herself to read ; travelled 
from Missouri with her parents, was a pioneer on Salt Spring 
Island, became a legend, living to the age of 106 
Birth: 1840-January-16, Clay County, Missouri, USA 
Death: 1945, Salt Spring Island, British Columbia 
Spouse: Louis Stark 
Parents: Howard and Hannah Estes 
Siblings: Agnes and Jackson 
Children: seven - Emma, Willis, John, Abraham, Hannah, Marie, 
Louise 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://bcblackhistory.ca/wordpress/emma-stark/


Funny Quotes: 

 

 

 

 
 
Vaccines 
 

Phase 2 of BC's vaccine rollout plan includes seniors 80+. 
If you would like assistance from congregation members in 
accessing the health system for this purpose by phone or 
computer, please contact one of our Cluster church offices. 
Alternatively, if you are comfortable with technology and 
would like to offer your time to assist others, please also 
contact a church office. Thank you! 

Offering Envelopes 

For everyone who would like to drop off or mail your offering 
envelopes please do so to: 

Barb Treleaven 
32138 Hillcrest Avenue 
Mission, BC  V2V 1L2 

 

 

 



 

 
Safety tips of the week: 
 
This is a checklist I found on the Government of Canada Website 
that I thought could be useful no matter what your age. 

 
Outside: 

• Do all your entrances have an outdoor light? Yes_ No_ 

• Do your outdoor stairs, pathways or decks have railings and 
provide good traction (i.e. textured surfaces) Yes_ No_ 

• Are the front steps and walkways around your house in 
good repair and free of clutter, snow or leaves? Yes_ No_ 

• Do the doorways to your balcony or deck have a low sill or 
threshold? Yes_ No_ 

• Can you reach your mailbox safely and easily? Yes_ No_ 

• Is the number of your house clearly visible from the street 
and well lit at night? Yes_ No_ 

Inside: 

• Are all rooms and hallways in your home well lit? Yes_ No_ 

• Are all throw rugs and scatter mats secured in place to keep 
them from slipping? Yes_ No_ 

• Have you removed scatter mats from the top of the stairs 
and high traffic areas? Yes_ No_ 

• Are your high traffic areas clear of obstacles? Yes_ No_ 

• Do you always watch that your pets are not 
underfoot? Yes_ No_ 

• If you use floor wax, do you use the non-skid kind? Yes_ 
No_ 

• Do you have a first aid kit and know where it is? Yes_ No_ 

• Do you have a list of emergency numbers near all 
phones? Yes_ No_ 

• TIP: If you live in a rural area and don't have a visible house 
number, make sure your name is on your mailbox and keep 
a clear description of directions to your home (main roads, 
landmarks, etc.) by each phone in your house. This is 
especially important.  This week I went to deliver something 
for one of the congregants who lives in the country.  When I 
got there the house wasn’t clearly marked.  It looked dark 
and like no-one was home, so I didn’t feel safe.  I didn’t 
deliver the item because of that. – Jeanette 

•  

Romeo (Retired Old Men Eating Out) 
 
All men from all Congregations are invited to this Zoom meeting 
every other Friday at 8:00 am. The next meeting is on Friday, 
March 5th , 2021 Why not join and have some great breakfast 
company? 

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked 
enter the Meeting ID: 849 713 94 320, and then when asked, enter 
the password: 33737 

 

 

 



 

A Craft idea: 

1. General Craft Ideas 

Are you ready to get crafting? Whether you're looking for 

projects that use paper, glass, wood, flowers, or beads, you're 

sure to be inspired by this list. Check out these simple craft ideas 

for older adults: 

2. Suncatchers: Make your home sparkle by crafting a 

suncatcher to hang in your window. You can create 
a lightweight suncatcher out of mason jar lids and coloring 

sheets or go a little heavier and use glass stones. You can 

even create one using melted beads. 

3. Scrap-fabric magnets: Want a cute way to use up those old 

bits of fabric? Add a bit of felt and turn them into adorable 

ladybug magnets. 

4. Clay jewelry charms: Create some one-of-a-kind jewelry 

pieces by shaping your own unique charms out of polymer 

clay. Adding a toggle clasp to your necklace will make it 

easier to put on and take off. 

5. Pressed flowers: Gather some flowers and arrange them 
creatively between two sheets of wax paper. Place a heavy 

book on top to weigh the flowers down and let it sit 
overnight. Once the flowers are totally flat, you can 

laminate them or use them to decorate greeting cards, 

bookmarks, coasters, photo frames, and more. 

6. Birdhouses: Constructing things out of wood can be deeply 
satisfying. If you have the appropriate tools and know-

how, you can build a birdhouse from scratch. Another 

option is to assemble one from a store-bought kit. 

7. Beaded bracelets: Using safety pins and brightly colored 

beads, you can create some customized bling and wear it 

with pride. 

8. Wind chimes: Wind chimes can be a colorful and 

charming addition to a garden. How about a simple 

design that uses clay pots with pre-existing holes? 

9. Paper flowers: Brighten up any room with flowers that you 
make yourself. You can create beautiful blooms out 

of tissue paper or coffee filters. 

10. Greeting cards: Homemade cards are a great way to let 
loved ones know you're thinking about them. You can use 

paper, stickers, fabric, ribbons, and many other materials 
to make fun and creative cards for any occasion, such 

as Christmas, birthdays, or Easter. 

 

https://www.100directions.com/easy-sun-catchers-coloring-pages/
http://blog.wholesalersusa.com/suncatcher/
https://artfulparent.com/making-melted-bead-suncatchers/
https://craftsbyamanda.com/ladybug-craft-fabric-scrap-magnets/
https://www.crafts-for-all-seasons.com/polymer-clay-jewelry.html
https://www.amazon.com/s/ref=nb_sb_ss_c_1_12?url=search-alias%3Daps&field-keywords=toggle+clasps+for+jewelry+making&_encoding=UTF8&tag=gsl082019-20&linkCode=ur2&linkId=f168ee8c6e732d86b759d4261e02e435&camp=1789&creative=9325
https://www.lowes.com/n/how-to/one-board-birdhouse
https://www.amazon.com/s/ref=nb_sb_ss_i_5_14?url=search-alias%3Daps&field-keywords=birdhouse+kits+for+adults+to+build&_encoding=UTF8&tag=gsl082019-20&linkCode=ur2&linkId=4a0565aa12ade0f0a29811d8da1aae7a&camp=1789&creative=9325
https://www.crafts-for-all-seasons.com/beaded-bracelet-craft.html
https://houseofjoyfulnoise.com/terracotta-flower-pot-wind-chime-tutorial/
https://houseofjoyfulnoise.com/terracotta-flower-pot-wind-chime-tutorial/
https://heyletsmakestuff.com/tri-color-tissue-paper-flower-quick-tutorial/
https://www.doodlecraftblog.com/2014/02/coffee-filter-flower-tutorial.html
https://childhood101.com/easy-diy-christmas-card/
https://www.countryliving.com/diy-crafts/g29069859/diy-birthday-cards/
https://www.allthingspaper.net/2012/03/washi-tape-easter-egg-card-tutorial.html


An Inspirational Story: 

The Dirty War by Sylvia Maclagan 

born 1960 in San Carlos de Bariloche, Argentina 

Since I’m going slowly mad, it’s small wonder that I seem to 

glimpse old paintings and misty tatters inside the room, as well as 
some kind of error floating baldly about like a reminder of 

transience: ‘Your days are numbered’, et cetera, in quite an 

effective though tasteless sort of way. I sense my unimportance 
and the essential pettiness of my days – yet I feel in my bones 

that I’m somehow timeless, that I shall not be forgotten in the 
grand scheme of things. 

 

I live in a basement. I can hear, at noon, the dark green silence, 
and even a few summery bluebottles that make it greener by 

droning round each sunny spot that offers in the gloom. Birds and 

bugs make themselves heard. This is not your usual basement, 
but only a vacuum half protuding from the ground – perhaps the 

servants’ quarters of the blackened ruin of the main building of 
an estancia, reduced to an ant-sized blot on the immensity of the 

Argentine pampas. Some of the walls still stand. The owners, La 

Pampa oligarchs, have long ago moved to the City or died. 
Voices from the past re-echo now and then. 

 
It’s 1976 and kidnappings are political affairs in Buenos Aires. I 

assume that I'm being held to ransom, gold for the coffers of 

Revolution, or else one of them for one of me. Except that 
they’ve got the wrong person. I’m a very ordinary citizen, low 

profile type, neither involved with Isabel Perón’s farcical 

government, the Armed Forces nor Revolution. In fact, I’m a 
poet and writer, aspiring only to exist for a few more years. 

Nobody will pay a ransom for me, not many people have read my 
scribblings or know who I am. A gang of fanatics have 

mistakenly nabbed me. Kidnapping is routine, the done thing, and 

the perpetrators can be almost anyone, including mercenaries, but 
I know who mine are: disillusioned youngsters escaping from 

middle-class indifference and the duplicity of society. 

 
I belong as from now to the host of the vanished. These guerrillas 

won’t answer when addressed, or allow for cleanliness. They 
even contest a person’s right to physical exercise. This is a sty, 

I’m the pig, and a semblance of freedom yawns luxuriously 

outside. Yet I can hear them discussing Marxist theory earnestly, 
and the Che’s name spoken with reverence. Their training 

consists of shooting at birds or trees. If they aim at revolution, 

then there must be target practice. Change the world, break it all 
to pieces, so as not to change yourself. One broods about all 

manner of things down here. Through someone’s inadvertence 
I’ve learnt a name: my jailer’s. Jaime oversees my education. J 

for Judas… 

 
I’ve been instructed to take stock of my personal and political 

beliefs. I have studied Journalism and Philosophy. None of these 

seem unduly harmful. I’m among the people whom both the 
terrorists and the armed forces suspect of treason and disloyalty, 

either to the nation or to the “revolution”.... 
So, why am I in a people’s prison? Shouldn’t I be enlightened not 

chastised? Figuratively, of course, many are wasting away in a 

prison of their mind. This sounds as encouraging as the telephone 
book – except that I shall keep my name to myself. 

 
My present status took some getting used to. I over-worried at the 

beginning, despite the absence of guilt and other considerations. 

Then I went through a transitional period: fever, sweating and 
uncontrollable shaking for a few days. Claustrophobia set in and 

will never leave me, I’m convinced of that. By now I under-

worry successfully. These young men and women wear hoods, 
but I can distinguish their voices. Quite a few are older people. 

They hold me prisoner, keep subjecting me to psychological and 
physical stress. I did some vomiting at first. 

 

Once a day Jaime walks me around the premises like a puppy. He 
sounds weary and almost human through his grimy hood, 

unwilling to go to great lengths to prove a point or act his part. 



He appears to be the only middle-aged bloke, schooled to 
patience, whereas the rest are a psychopathic lot. One is quick to 

grasp such subtleties. 
 

I feel weak as I trudge forward on tethered shanks, a sub-machine 

gun levelled at my bourgeois loins. It’s usually sundown by the 
time I’m remembered down there, long enough to get escorted 

out for a brief saunter. Jaime led me to a stream yesterday, and I 

turned to him hopefully. He let me have a dip. ‘Get a move on’, 
he’d said curtly. I believe he needed a dip as badly as I did. Jaime 

lacks the stamina to act vicious. He doesn’t seem to have that 
numbing feeling of injustice to disrupt one’s sense of values. 

 

There’s ample time to revise my recent past for deviations from 
Marxist fervor, and admit that I have erred. Revolutionaries have 

their own set of values, which I don’t grasp. I’m not one of them, 

but then I don’t think like the armed forces' dictators, either. I 
guess I got into the wrong sort of company. It’s difficult, in 

Buenos Aires right now, to carve a neutral path; apparently a 
logical impossibility. 

 

Just prior to my kidnapping, something happened that was a 
major blunder. I met a school friend, a handsome young man in 

the street. It was evening and I was within walking distance of 
home. I grinned stupidly at him and asked him up to my place for 

a coffee, with no hope of success. He accepted on the spot. On 

close inspection I noted that he was a bit scruffy. He reminded 
me that his name is Diego and he took a shower straight off, 

during which time I searched his duffle bag: no identification, no 

money, no address-book. He came out of the bathroom swathed 
in my blue towel, and made a bee-line for the table. I’d saved 

some meat pastries in the fridge, and watched him dispose of 
them, washed down with good mendocino red wine. I followed 

them up with a round of mate en bombilla, to show goodwill. 

 
Later he borrowed a pyjama jacket from me. There are moments 

when one imagines that some rare kind of enjoyment is possible 

in this poisoned atmosphere. But then the very notion verges on 
the absurd. I sneaked off to do the dishes while Diego busied 

himself with my hair dryer. When I returned, he’d sprawled out 
on the couch and dropped off to sleep. I spent a long, moody, 

incredulous night, in the course of which I made a strong resolve 

to keep myself to myself in future. But I was asleep when Diego 
escaped. I missed nothing of value afterwards, except my trust in 

human nature. He must have been a guerrilla and I’d been stupid 

enough to mistake him for a nice guy; I’d been duped. 
 

I just believe in my body down here, now, in the dark. I believe 
in the insects that crawl over me, because they make me feel 

alive. A great silence surrounds me. What time is it, I wonder. 

Why is nobody coming to get me, make an end of it all? 
 

Jaime strides in, toting his machine-gun, a torch in his right hand, 

meaning it has grown late for my stroll. He’s wearing his usual 
faded blue jeans and combat boots; the holes in the woolly hood 

stare at me like an embryo in formaldehyde. I often tease him 
about his jeans, a Yankee invention. Now I’m marched out, my 

shadow preceding me. It’s late evening. Jasmine and the reigning 

galaxy carry me by assault. In the ancient, weed-grown gardens, 
Jaime finds a seat for me: an old cement bench, a lovers’ 

hideaway under a rotting pergola. He sets me loose with a sharp 
knife. The preliminaries of execution? Really? My tether’s gone, 

and Jaime says: ‘Stand up!’ 

I do so feeling leaky, worn out in a terrible way. 
‘You’ve been tried,’ he says. ‘In absentia, you know.’ 

I nod, faintly nauseated, and wide-eyed too. Jaime clears his 

throat as though in embarrassment. I keep nodding like an ass. 
‘The People’s Tribunal has found you clean, limpio! Yes, well – 

lack of evidence. So you’re free to go. I’ll give you a lift into the 
City, I’m off duty tonight.’ 

Stunned, I falter. Urine runs down my thigh. The leg muscles 

won’t hold my weight and my mouth is very dry. 
‘¡Carajo! Sit down!’, says Jaime, out of patience all of a sudden. 

I sit down. He bids me wait, goes away and returns gripping a 



worn knapsack. His personal effects. A razor and shaving soap, I 
imagine. A pair of socks. A snapshot of the wife and kids, 

although that must be strictly forbidden, in case one gets caught. 
 

The drive to town. Misgivings. I try to engage Jaime in 

conversation. He’s pulled his hood off to drive, but his features 
remain intriguing. He gives short answers to my questions. We’re 

both afraid of road-blocks and of military checks in particular. 

Although I can’t think of anyone rash enough to set in motion the 
fighting strength of the country because of me. If anyone has, and 

we manage by indirection to filter through, even this will mean a 
waste of time, since I only crave a hot bath. I’m perfectly willing 

to forget these implausible people. I feel hungry. Still expecting 

foul play, I lie back and try to doze. 
 

After what must have been several hours on the two-lane, 

crowded highway into Buenos Aires, Jaime brakes sharply and 
lets me out at a bus-stop, rather far from home. A maudlin sense 

of comradeship. I almost shake hands with him. He looks ahead 
unblinkingly, with clenched teeth, like someone in a movie. We 

part. 

On the street, nobody bothers to look at me. Buenos Aires comes 
alive at night, even under President Isabel Perón’s rowdy regime, 

with her Rasputin-like counsellor, López Rega, running the show; 
the ominous military maneuvers and the ever more frequent 

terrorist bombings. Several Yankee-owned supermarkets have 

been reduced to rubble in one night. But nothing’s really 
changed, on the surface. The far fetched human suffering escapes 

the crowds. They don’t even imagine that the CIA is supporting 

the armed forces, same as in Chile and other S.A. countries. 
 

Evita’s memory is not enough to rekindle true hope for the 
masses. They’re indifferent, because they sense that nobody cares 

about them, that this new war that’s brewing is about something 

else, way above their heads. Evita cared, she was one of them; 
she was illegitimate and had clawed her way up from below. The 

ruling classes as well as the intellectuals had called her a 

prostitute, while they themselves led double lives or proclaimed 
free love, after French women like Simone de Beauvoir. 

Socialites and dilettantes marched together against women’s 
suffrage, because they were livid that Evita had gotten all the 

glory, and was photographed, on her deathbed, casting her ballot. 

 
Evita was consumed by a hatred that spread its roots into her very 

guts, an unholy passion that courted death and lost; in doing so 

she lived on forever in the hearts of her grasitas, her shirtless 
ones, not in the annals of some foreign ideology, like the 

Argentine turncoat Guevara and others of his kin. 
 

When I finally unlock my door, I find the place empty as a bomb-

site. It’s been plundered down to basics: the floorboards are still 
there, and so are the walls, bearing the marks of filthy human 

habitation. The rusty geyser in the kitchen reminds me of defeat. 

A systematic job, this one, with plenty of time to carry it through. 
In absentia, I’ve been tried and raided in a professional way. 

Half-hidden under the old-style bathtub, a bit of soap has been 
overlooked. My hatred towards generals, terrorists and politicians 

– in more or less that order - lies dormant as I soak in mollifying 

water. But stray thoughts veer towards the intruders’ loot: my 
Pachamama statuette (the Altiplano Earth Goddess), my dead 

mother’s Spanish colonial fans, the stereo and all of my books. 
All lost to unknown ideologues at one fell swoop. I miss them 

already, if only as insurance against the passage of time and the 

deconstruction of my personal domain. 
 

I gradually become aware of sounds in the next room – the spare 

one – which I always keep closed up. I hadn’t thought of 
checking it out. Just a pile of junk in there, mostly. Dripping 

water all over the place, I tiptoe into the corridor and push open 
the spare room door, which is slightly ajar. It opens for me and 

closes with alacrity, like waters over a drowning man’s head. The 

lights come on at my touch. It’s an oblong room, full of odds and 
ends, and long ago smells. It doesn’t appear to have been sacked. 

I glance at the window and freeze: Jaime! How the hell?! His 



face looks distorted, as if death had already begun to pull it 
earthwards. He seems to expect me. He sits down on an old 

guitar, drags on a cigarette, and begins to sob his heart out. An 
ageing, infirm, defeated revolutionary underling. 

 

We walk to the balcony and peer out. My flat is seven stories up; 
a new moon is making life meaner and sweatier in comparison. 

Jaime quietens down and wipes the mucus away with the back of 

his hand. He avoids my gaze as the high-flying bird avoids the 
sun. He appears to be talking to an audience of archangels, not to 

me. 
 

‘It’s all mierda, this Revolution’, he starts with. ‘They gave me 

your key’, he adds, by way of explanation. ‘Just let myself in.’ 
He succeeds in remembering only the unhappy hours of a 

lifetime. The archangels are listening patiently to his tale. 

Meaning is a sealed book to him. He drags himself across 
existence on his own portable maze and affixes it carefully to 

wherever he happens to be, like a carpet. He sits on it, he eats, 
shits, sleeps, copulates on it, so as never to lose his bearings. 

‘Being an unwanted child was hell’, he confides. Jaime had found 

the womb a draughty place. 
‘Everything is dammed uncertain. Dammed uncertain! No 

percentage in it.’ 
Quite so. ‘I understand’, I say. 

‘You don’t’, he argues, ‘they’ve deceived you too.’ 

‘Different codes!’ I insist. ‘It’s all a matter of codes.’ 
‘I’m jodido, in deep shit’, he says. Poor Jaime, tame, mild as 

milk, reasonable even after all is lost. ‘They’re just kids, mostly, 

these guerrillas, barely out of school. They carry pictures of the 
Che in their backpacks.’ 

‘Yes’, I offer. 
‘Not the leaders, of course, they’re a lot older. They’ve been 

properly indoctrinated and trained abroad. They get a plentiful 

supply of arms across the Triple Frontier (Brazil, Paraguay and 
northern Argentina). The kidnappìngs are to raise money for The 

Cause.’ 

‘Of course’. I listen quietly, even though the archangels are 
somewhere up on the ceiling. 

‘I want out!’ says Jaime, ‘but you can’t do that, they kill you 
before you can escape. They always know; and if they don’t, then 

the military nab you and torture you until you give them some 

names. Then you disappear, you’re a desaparecido, nobody ever 
hears from you again.’ 

‘I’ve been told that’, I say, ‘but nobody really believes it.’ 

‘You were lucky, for now, gracias a Dios, but they’ll be needing 
you for some job. Soon, very soon’. 

I feel a shiver go down my spine. 
 

‘But that’s nothing compared to what’s coming. Peron’s stupid 

widow Isabel’s given the generals too much power, they’ll 
organize a coup d’tat and combat these guerrillas till there’s 

nobody left to tell the tale. Those kids with their utopic ideals 

will just vanish, thousands of them, maybe tens of thousands. I 
can see it coming. Whole families will disappear once the Armed 

Forces step in. There will be countless desaparecidos, already a 
lot have gone, they’re in mass graves, they’re NN’s, no names. I 

don’t want to be around then, I must go away, anywhere…’ 

 
Tension is building up on the balcony. By now I’m standing next 

to him, and he’s got one hand on the old iron railings, his head 
peering down at the beckoning space between life and thereafter. 

He’s edging one leg over the balustrade, but hesitates. Then he 

clambers up, wobbling in the moonlight, balancing dangerously 
with one hand grabbing my hair. 

‘If you really want to do me a favour, just give me a shove, that’s 

all’, says Jaime. ‘Mierda, just push!’ 
I don’t push, I try to stop him, but I’m too late; he jumps. He’s 

found his vocation at last: Jaime’s moment of glory. 
 

If only Jaime hadn’t let out that roar when he fell. I abstained 

from looking down, disjecta membra, seven floors below. I’m 
obsessed by that roar, the roar of belated self-discovery, the ‘I’ve 

always known this’ quality of it, and then, I imagine, the bone-



smashing crash, the occult lore born of weightlessness. 
Wherever he is, Jaime knows I understood him. Even short-lived 

recognition is preferable to none. He wasn’t like the others. He 
was like me. I’m waiting, now, for the military men to come and 

take me away. I’ll be one of the thirty thousand desaparecidos. 

Jaime is resting now, in some cool Buenos Aires morgue, with a 
slightly preoccupied smile on his lips, brought on by rigor mortis. 

 

Investigations won’t take long, now that the Army has power 
over the Police, who in turn answer to the nefarious López 

Rega’s secret AAA. There’ll be a loud thumping on my door 
soon. Not from Jaime’s lot, of course, but from the others. The 

men in uniform, sent by the generals of our glorious National 

Army; the generals that were trained in Nazi Germany, before 
1940, and their successors. 

 

Somehow, though, I know that we’ll not be forgotten, that our 
legend will live on through the mouths of babes; yes, the babies 

that are being snatched from their wretched mother’s arms as 
they lie dying in the detention centers spread across Argentina. 

That’s where they err, these devils, in coveting the babes. They 

think society will forget. 

 

 


