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My wife, Low, and [ were thrilled
the first day we arrived in Santa
Cruz—home shores to NLE, After
months of I:ri_;: Flmﬁn;ﬂurexdl‘e—
menk ignited a cavalcade of eme-
dons. After all, we were in a place
zo replete with memores of NLFs
birth and growth that the hills,
trees, and even the ocean seemed
to hum with it.

Asa kid my Dad took me hunt-
ing and taught me that everything
in Mature is alive. After changing
From hunter to woodsman, [ recall
how unusual it was to hear people
say thata rock or urban landscape
looked lifeless. | wondered pni-
vately, “How could they think that
the world stops over there and
begins again here?" So in this rich
Pacific environment [ figured that
the elements might offer special in-
sights for those available to notice.

Just after dawn we were look-
ing for the bakery a friend recom-
mended. Worried we might miss
our turmn, our car crept slowly
along Bay Street. Our directions
were fine, but pictures of the col-
orful delicacies [ hoped to find
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kept gnawing at my body, caus-
ing me more stress than the cars
whizzing by.

Between the unfamiliar signage
and buildings, my body suddenly
detected another gnawing feel-
ing. ltwasa well-known pang, a
contact pang—not for the emo-
Honal contact between husband
and wife, or even the kind a blue-
berry scone could fll. [t was pure
pﬂ:s,rsjcm' contact [ wanted. MNo
cheap substitutes, thank you.

The end of college football
didn'tconclude my desire for con-
tact. I longed to find a way of us-
ing my body to gain the knowl-
edge my mind was too duttered
to decipher. I found T'ai Chi. [
quickly began to love the solo
practice of moving with relaxation
and ease, instead of football’s ferse
fury. Years later, Lou and [ located
an Aikido instructor. He system-
atically linked together Aikido’s
powerful yet compassionate mar-
tal skills to my hunger for foot-
ball and Lou's Contact Improvisa-
tional Dance. My two hungers
plus our excitement about being
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at NLPU—all got me to wender-
ing where the lines of our various
enthusiasms would meet next.

Signs or Anchors?

Just where Bay crosses Mission
Street, we notced a sign on the
road, painted in the turning lane.
Lou hollered the words printed in
bold white letters, * Keep Claer. What
an amazing expression to place in
the middle of the road!”

"Yeah, those signs usually
say, Do Not Block Intersection,” |
snickered.

Lou switched on the turn 5ig-
nal and lurched boldly into the
right lane. “But then again,” she
added, “this is Santa Cruz!”

I was so astounded by the posi-
B phrasing of the raffic Sign
that [ had to sound it out. Keep
Clear!? The question mark rang in
frLy VOice.

“Sounds like one of the Aikido
Keys to me,” Lou’s voice sang me-
lodically above the noisy traffic.®
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