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Hagpy Birthday, Hubert Dymitt Hareszewsski Qﬁ'-‘ﬂ -2old) o L GES
Felks @ A6,

_ please retun the S
ﬂﬂay s My Dgd< -B..-i'ﬁn:{a;;‘, o hovldve b fhotvs and poems from ¥ & yedr Age Al ure ha.

Arywoy, the truth is, thic 1§ always o very hard | r:;f:: ;iii J ve Aot yet ’9.15-11-,& here
or b bithday, Nor For the amiversary of hi¢ ded ; ded to, but just reves
could g4t pask the eMotional obstacles. L think T have it uader cortrol this fime, ﬂ‘awﬂh.

My pareats Waie what you might Gl “Eﬁf:m'mcui ¥ "fmic.n;d: lol ( they wouldve Buad
that descriphion Funny, G sure of i+ -..’.3). Rarely did ey of my frveads have porents ag old o5
Mine , snd jp my discredit (e:i subject fur ansther h‘ma\ . that oftea embarrassed me. The fact {5"
Lm much yosnger thon sll my $iblings, & Pull 20 years yoinges than my Lidest bhrother, $o I wis
raised ratner like ga only child . My sibs —ardmy parents — alusys fuid me T wiss lucky, since by the
time T stumbledin, my moms ot +empar had cooled a bit, and my dads coolness foivecd his ciild ren
hod warmed . Appprently, Ded just wosat alvays the most Preseat” Father betore T was born, Z ke
9ome of my sigters harbored Some long reseatments becawse of hat, and I eally vwish allmy sihs coctdie
el Hhe same experienies I Aid vith vur dad, becaade pae f‘ﬁhﬁ L can never complain of is him not
being there forme. Far from it he was achally a colessal presence in my Iife, by far my biggest mle
moded, oandk I migs him incredibly — -Hu..jj,, T lknow we all de, in my family.

For a lung time noly Tie winked +o share Something 4o 47y 40 Lonvey Some sense of who my ded
WS do me, but its bega a.w-'!.rhhdmuﬂ as he Wwits such a Lﬂ.ﬂ'ﬁph‘m{-ed ﬁfjw't. Thats a genesal wnsensns
frvm Mase whe knew him, I think, Hﬂmﬂrmf—ﬂi:” but even more so for those of us closesy +o him ,
especielly his kids. How do'explain’ Somsone whose emstion ran S, dugp that it rarely even pipaled the
Surtpie, or whase pervisive sense of humse wes so ob¥beat ond wry, Yok so undersiabed, that it s
'F’%ij wabuted with Cyaitim or sartssm by minds morz convenhonal thaa his own’  SHIl, try moments
Come v mingd , Sort o€ hosleends +o my }.«_,_,,,ﬁ\_, that might express o small Shice of who my dad jwag v me .,

When L \vsg about 5ix 2~ Seven yeesd old, DPad snd L walked fu & sHire abut half a mile

Jori o i.dvmhum,m-‘nmjnﬂw L

Mway . The walk was Mot Hy down mmfk witle sidenalks and lots of frarfic, Af;-mﬂ the
cwh there Were open Plantess in the sidewslk, each witha Single f2e grow: init. MNow, hal€ a
mile i¢ o lenginy walk +or & yauy Kid, and 2 was already impatieat, wanting to get 1o the store -+ see

the hoys, 5o T \wis Pn,drmbfy dﬁplu{m when WE Wiire Nearly there (".r can see it Do, cmon! Lokt ?!t%




1'.'!],1:5 .’éfﬂﬂ' Fﬂ .:Z.d-Fg

and my dod. Suddenly andd unexpeckedly stopped ot one o€ those fidewalk +rees. I# wag just a baby,
-:a!:wms.*}r recently Ptmﬁd, , With two wooden Stakes E-u;;_paruﬁﬁ ite Skinmy twig of & trunk, Even +o my
SORN-Yetr~0ld eyes Lf looked Small and podhetic, o pree borely taller than my forher, hut whai

really drmve 142 Pathos home wind howv one Support $toke Wi bruken (ég a ear, & vandeal, hﬁaknm?)

S0 the SoEt, Spindly w‘fﬁnﬂ s bentover and. Pulling its Fresh rect ball out o€ He Seil,

Dusk was wpon s, misty and d&'km:hﬂ, and. the ovening teufbic was brisk, I dvdat understand
why wel §pped. o what my dad hapediAo accomplish, but hed alriady unshesthed. his Buck kaife and
Wit ceorly peeparing o do Somaihing . Whatener ihak Something wins, 1t 5cermed. cortain fo be Hime Consuming,
2 liHle scary (Samy speding carst), and basicelly Pontless 1o My wouny, *"}-’_‘":;"'“'*“‘ff brain. My et
words gre lost now, but g my dad Lonbinued hit work — avw owr work o Lam%y I te hande
+o help with this eald Hat — I osied (or more provably M) Hhe gmestion ! ’ Why do we have
bo do thes? Sl Lathng and tying ind tugging Gway, he replied : T = neeols
[":*E*'!.P'T~~ L wag unpersvaded, mﬂ};jﬁ gekon o the business of Eu}f-'ﬂﬁ H-}nﬂs, se T p?ui‘md Further:

But, why do WE have +o Fix i+7
Thig Hme, ﬂaﬁtpmui, ang Ive nover ﬁrﬁuH-en the. cmall, fprlé'..fi' ﬂ.;f.ﬂ he did Next+. Wl,ﬁ a4 he

then Who? s words connecked then, and along with kit Jovel Wﬂfﬁéﬂ%&"-m?*ﬂ; wn - angry
Sinterihy n his m I felt suddealy and Inexplicobly athamed. . T, hmds:.?hh Im sure that wissnt

wovked:, ho naw looked. direcHy ot me From eye-to-eye loved, gad asked me ’ Well, son, i £ not us,

his inteat, he hadat Meant Fo make me &&;Juﬂﬂai! bt at that fime gnd -}-mdm—aﬂa; I wes buried

Ir_;e‘ G Sense of -‘wﬂ"ﬁ fllea short. T Lodt certnin that my dad had belioved I, tvo, wurw!gil-:’i!‘ At -
ally wanted + do whatever could be done fora Sumwny, Lp!plr..sa ﬂw.fnj In need of care , and so

my Selfishness had airiﬁﬂmmi-sﬁﬂ him, &5mn, T no J'wﬂar thinl he meant o wound me hut Hhe
-Fgg,,[inj aF Hhe Hme SHwLk J\J-rﬁf and ik chuck .

59;}1@,. yeas fdi‘-lc.r, when T (2 NS e leven ar 52, D&-ﬁi F«E—l"‘-ﬁrﬂ-l-c,&{ Hhig fmgu eHros & [iidle moir=

explicitly --. I think [F wes durirg one ¢ ¥ mur Mmany rr.‘.ra.ﬂ.’, Hipy p:ubal.i}.r a Eter Sezing a les -

Frrtungte pUion Somenhere. He Flosked the idea o mz then that Jusk L,.,mﬂ a Eully fopetona]

oAk well-card - for an (1.-&;.+ Some wonild Jabel privil ed now implies a oL ohli -
pes privites

ﬂ""*’“ﬂﬂ InrHtele @ ffu-i-}r among the bﬁm'tf#x”r }lﬁi"ﬂ“}‘ and I’rm.’ﬁﬂy ’pw'plla — hu '-'5!'*"'4"?; vy d....u.i—r —



blog 1660 fg 3of8

i
to give whot one can where one can. I heheve his achual wordt were,  bhenguer You tan be o f

b

ﬁE-JP—H? bomeone who Wwanke our ﬁaf.l'ja# You po.ruL.stL{}.r Shou ld +ry o ;'-.,14‘;;-.: Theres more 4o unPack

In that stebement than 1< brst oburous and T didat think at the bime o sk Lhat he Mednt "!'l:-"' "'I’:""'f’*‘, but
T ¥hinke hoyd syree Mot Somehmel the best Fg,{,-: S just 4o led Someone Enows You CATE, Phen leave iz
slone — a fype of }'\a.-ljn mony people Sezen """'"“'”I'r“‘fj { Give. Either way, this 15 the beind #Pfﬂﬁﬂﬂeﬂ My

dad was, and an exerple e alvays dned 4o [ive wp 0.

T aid there were hwn Sories, “bookends +o my Youth bt the secongl $tory sat much difftrent
From the Girst extcept that T wag /1Y or /S yeary old, sill relefively Yourg hué ne feﬁsjﬁ;—-ﬁ kiAd . I II.r"’“"":"""_
b share ¢ difeant kand o Story, vne hi ﬁhiujhfmj Dudi more whimiical Side, but my mood (st

Pght Gor Coming up wth one of Hhase right mo” Tl st leave o here, this Somall Sawal o my Aed
ond nﬁ. he wiinded Mme 4o be in the herld — Lompisiionste, empathehic, useful. He was wJﬁmiry all of
Hat Agver f::-mrnﬂ o wmwmﬂ hut 1ngtesd _c'j-un'dm,ﬂ gently df,};' exanple . He geﬂl-f;.ﬂ.;.!?i cared about
'P'Lﬂﬁl'ﬂrr, and in & why that I belierve Made othert more -l:'_.&.,_rinﬁ- Cdve. I kasw I wes lutky fo heve hrim

Hanpy Birthds

A Few of my Favorte Dad pres : Me ond Vag,

Firsk Day Mo 2
[

e

hi -‘!-w'l:.ﬂ_ XY Thed ‘::.-’-_:-L.t#?

o
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whe kaows wWhat he's

pein !"'""j ok, . but he'd

ahwiys wanted i Fire : R —_
Traid ! ‘-" A ——— —
; ' —
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Paris, April 1, 1922

A mile of clean sand.

I will write my name here, and the trouble that is in my heart.

I will write the name & place of my birth,

What I was to be, ‘

And what I am. I dont kg whether
I will write my forty sins, my thousand follies, % :

My four unspeakable acts. . .. Dad wos a. big 5t Vincent

I will write the names of the cities [ have fled from, Mil lay fan ... but T am.
The names of men & women I have wronged.

I will write the holy name of her I serve, AR : ,

And how I serve her ill. L think }"'J"’_:f e

And I will sit on the beach & let the tide come in. appredioted this.

I will watch with peace the great calm tongue of the tide

Licking from the sand the unclean story of my heart. T found iF after he

Wik Llﬂre,:s.;:ill:,- f,'june o~

Edna St. Vincent Millay

This masy ba Hhe |¢L-;!-FJL.|L|,:.“E gased
boken of my dad. He died 1255
Hhan G manths jaker.

We aldmait didat fodee Hais
I[?-r..-[-'u.-"de.

Tt wig the Jast time I ever

soss" ki .




LerewBysshe-Shelley—"Omumandias"
blag 1660

RCHS HYPERTEXT READER

Ozymandias

By Percy Bysshe Shelley

I met a traveller from an antique land,

Who said--"Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desart....Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,

5  And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, l
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal, these words appear:

10 My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings,

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair!
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away."

RCHS HYPERTEXT READER

* D.agi sent This o me ﬂbhwi [l yﬁﬂ.r‘ after L wag Sentenced . HE, dlmmact never
Wirgte lerdery o me, but he #e/?mly communicated Hhit way .. . 55,}&;,5, Me. Neams
f-*llli'li?‘pmﬁ’;f .ﬂ.:mﬁj E‘H-'N'E:EJ Cemie 'H'-rJ:,fh,{J eAr. - The comics hed Send were u;uﬁ”}f

STl

rd
.Fr'd+;,v . and. Sometimes $m+hmﬂ ; E’%WJEE}, t+hi .::Hﬁlnr‘gui{-y af f};}.mdiﬁﬁ
wig Aol . Bluat clarty was net the sandbey Dad tpially Played. in.

http://www.rc.umd.edu/rchs/reader/ozymandias.html 2/1/2011



hlog 1660 fg. Fof 5

_;k I wash T could. Thke cred: ¥ frﬂ"-" 'H"Li';;, put I c;h# VP W T fﬂ}- i el fﬁfc:r S&nt 1 o gL
£« ol L [ N A0 1 " o BT . T | o P r 'r..-- - o W |
Miype e 15 TLPongible, L any Cali, T wigh Iy seen i+ o e Years e DL, vy Al

mfw'—-ﬂ'u.&, hoved i+,

The End of the Raven

-- by Edgar Allen Poe's Cat

On a night gquite unenchanting, when the rain was downward
slanting,
1 awakened 1o the ranting of the man I catch mice
for.
Tipsy and a bit unshaven, in a tone I found guite
craven,
Poe was talking to a Raven perched above the
chamber door.
"Raven's very tasty,* thought I, as 1 tiptoed o'er
the tloov,
*There is nothing 1 like more*

sott upon the rug I freaded, calm and careful as 1
headed
Towards his roost atop that dreaded bust of Pallas 1
deplore,
while the bard and birdie chattered, I made sure
that nothing clattered,
Creaked, or snapped, or fell, or shattered, as 1
crossed the corridor:
For his house is crammed with frinkets, curios and
weird decor -
Bric—a—brac and junk galore.
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still the Raven never fluttered, standing stock—still as he
uttered,
In a voice that shrieked and sputtered, his two
cents' worth —

"Nevermore,"

while this dirge the birdbrain kept up, oh, so silently 1
crept up,
Then I crouched and guickly leapt up, pouncing on
the feathered bore,
Soon he was a heap of plumage, and a little blood
and gore =
Only this and not much more,

*Ocoo!* my pickled poet cried out, *Pussycat, it's time 1
dried out:
Never sat I in my hideout talking to a bird before:
How I've wallowed in self—pity, while my gallant,
valiant kitty
Put and end 1o that damned ditty* = then I heard
him start To snore,
Back atop the door 1 clambered, eyed that statue 1I
abhor,
Jumped — and smashed it on the tloor;
Busted bust for evermore,
-—t.A.Poe's Cat
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