
Welcome back to the Wall. Last pub
lished the summer of 1980 by Michael 
Fiedler, the Wall has been waiting 

. . patiently for writing and printing. WlthlO 
are the usual amateur opinions, obsolete 
ideas, forgotten thoughts and other tom
�oolery. The publisher expects the mail
ing lis t needs revis ion and if you are 
aware of any friends who have moved 
without the knowledge of us Missoulians 
(and who would appreciate receiving news 
of friends plus letters, health hints, book 
reviews and other stuff) please notify 
Dan Struckman at 215B Sisson, Missoula, 
Montana 59801. 

This issue contaios something for 
everyone, but that is not our fault. We 
did try to present our views in as biased, 
unfair a manner possible, but owing to 'our inherant fairness and sense of justice, 
the work took an unexpected turn towards 
universal friendship mind. 
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CLAUDE SCOTTE WITNESSES 
SID'S STOMACH STAPLING OPERATION 
By Claude Scotte 
Portable Wall Correspondent 

Medical terminologists call it a 
"gastric partitioning" operation, but what 
it really amounts to is this: The surgeon 
staples the pouch of the stomach with a 
staple gun so that the organ is divided 
into a top and a bottom with a hole 
connecting the two halves. Afterwards, 
when the person eat&. his stomach fills 
up quicker and the partially digested 
stomach contents, called "chyme," 
empties through the hole to the lower 
portion of the stomach. 

Sid's doctor said that the $10,000 
procedure would probably allow him to 
lose about 100 lbs. That is, if Sid 
survives the operation, if Sid doesn't 
eat so much he rips his staples loose, 
I! Sid doesn't learn to drink melted milk 
chocolate through a straw and if the 
upper stomach pouch is large enough to 
permUSid to get enough nourishment to 
live for a year. 

Doctor Stee !head added that Sid 
would probably lose the same amount of 
weight--100 lbs--by sticking to an 800 
Calorie diet for a year. But Sid said he 
had tried diets. 

"I've tried going on diets, " Sid 
whined. 
(continued on the next page • • •  ) 



SID'S STOMACH 
(continued from first page) 

Dr, Steelh"ad went on to say that 
he had done his best to scare Sid with the 
possible dangers of the surgery by telling 
of the hazard of infection. of the reaction 
to the anesthesia and other cOl)1plicahons. 

For Sid. the bottom line of the whole 
business was that his weight. 337 lbs. 
was more than 200 lbs overweight. Dr. 
Steethead will not do a stomach stapling 
unless the patient is more than 100 lbs 
over ideal weight. Or twice ideal weight. 

Editor's note: Our correspondent was 
actually admitted into surgery to witness 
the operation here described, 

After putting on a set of green cloth 
pajamas, hat, mask and paper booties 
and settling into a chair in the doctors 
lounge to watch a tenni� match on

"
TV, 

a chubby, gruff man sald to me. Dr, 
Steelhead is starting his operation now, 
if that's who you came to watch. " 

r s lipped the facemask over my nose 
and headed through the swinging door up 
the bright hall in the surgical area and 
at one of the windowed doors, looked in 
to see a table surrounded by six or eight 
persons. A glimpse of the huge figure 
lying supine told me this was the place. 

r walked in, The anesthesiologist 
was inserting a cannula into a vein in 
Sid's index finger, A nurse had me sign 
her guest book, Another nurse told me 
wher.e to stand to watch, Sid was awake. 
but had been sedated, 

The anesthesiologist, Dr. Bend, 
placed a black rubber facemask on Sid 
and instructed him to breathe in deeply, 
Dr, Bend gave a rubber bag a liberal 
squeeze to assure a good breath of 
enflurane. a volatile liquid anesthetic, 
Then, while Dr. Bend inserted an 
endotracheal tube down Sid's windpipe 
to replace the mask, the nUrses whisked 
away Sid's gown to reveal a massive 
pink body upon which they applied iodine 
povidone liberally. 

r had not eaten lunch, Dr. Steel
hl'ad wiped away the excess iodine and 
with no fanfare. took an exacto knife 
and drew it from Sid's ribcage to his 
navel. (On you or me, that would be 
a six-inch cut at most; on Sid it was 
mOre like 18 inches. 

An artery pumped a few squirts of 
blood into the air and Dr. Steelhead took 
an instrument that looked like a penlight 
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with a wire running to a box on the table, 
and --"sizzle pop"--fried the artery. 
I'Coagulator" was written on the b�x. 
The smoke rose into the air and made a 
stratum beneath the bright parabolic 
reflectors of the lights. r watched Sid's 
expressionless face and heard "ssszzz 
snap zzzz" of the cautery, Smelled like 
burning flesh, A voice said, "you pull 
here. II 

_ 
r looked up to watch a nurse place 

both hands into the wound while the 
surgeon did the same and the two pulled 
the mattress-iike fat apart. Four Or 
perhaps six inches deep fat, Slice open 
your bed at home and you'll know what it 
looked like, Globules of the yellow fat 
lay about �d's abdomen, Late r-'-';he n 
it was time to sew his abdomen back 
together. two people had to push from 
opposite sides to bring the cut surfaces 
together, ----------

1 

Sid 
·
stayed the �ext four days in t

,
he 

, 
hospital and required numerous tn]ecltons 

of demerol for pain, He told me that he 

would never have undergone that torture 

if he had known in advance how much it 

would hurt afterwards. 

PoM;ilile Wall
- �e;cier� �ill recall that 

Sid (the big fat kid) is only 24 years old. 
and that his morbid obesity has left him 
effectively crippled, 



LETTERS&HEALTH HINTS 

NATHANIEL BLU-MBERG 

. , .  (I have been very quiet these last five 
years but that will end soon when my 
latest discoveries hit the fan • • • •  ) 

ANTHONY BROWN 

Part I. A Commentary on the times 
Joy remains unbrakeable! StiU Doing 
God's Will Dec. 1981 
Dearest Daniel/Struckman May God Bles� 
you all, I hope & Pray you find that 
magical Place in which to exist, I found 
Missoula, Mont, to be that for me, but 
racism & poverty were just unbearable. 
Someday, 1 hope to return richer than 1 

was when I left Smiles of Love. 
Yet Poverty and racism are every

where so 1 continue to struggle from this 
oppression here, there, everywhere & 

grin & bear it, naked & all. 
No new Love Or anything miraculous 

has occurred in my-near life. 1 just 
wish to God 1 didn't go from failure to 
failure, In so many words 1 am fucked 
up, Racism, Sexism & economical 
insufficiencies keep me from going & 

doing & being the real star, whole 
perSon 1 should be, 1 keep giving, 1 keep 
living always going in circles, never 
progressing, Maybe, someday God will 
have mercy on me, For the wrongs, 
.:he rights 1 have done, 1 have so many 
gifts 1 wonder could they stretch fit into 
a nine-to-five setting, 

1 have so many dreams, yet answerS 
to Prayers seem strange and rare & 

Reaganomics a monster, It blesses the 
rich in disguise and brings tears to the 
rest of OUr eyes, lives, the final result 
is of late no one canl will" Or survive 
the greed, the lies, 

Daniel a Portable Wall is a worth
while cause, Even though it seems we 
have run almos t dry of causes for Love, 
In Chicago I'm involved in so many 

groups, They profit others, 1 get 
nothing, but the final ---and is hoping. 
praying that Something Wonderful and 
Surprising &

-
Beautiful & brilliant in Love 

will rise from all the madness Or uncer
tainly, Surely gladness & Love is the 
meaning for Israel and us all Citizens 
of the world Family 

Surely 
Justice & a righteous Battle for us is 
our urgent call to the Joy that awaits 
our every day that finds us still singing. 
still fighting. still true. still Lovers of 
humanity. Still dreaming, still meaning, 
!-ove stll��ng as Steel still Doing 
God's will, 

In Nigeria, In Kenya, In Israel, In Po
land, In Hawaii, In Alaska. Or Hollywood, 
New York, Chicago Or wherever we 
find ourselves singingl 

Tonee L, Brown 
4326 South Michigan Ave, 
Chicago. Illinois 60653 

P, S, Glad to hear about Patrick Todd 
& God at the Poverello doing works of 
the heart for the less fortunate 
Sons of God! ! ! ! ! ! 



Michael Poage 

The Outer Veil 

Consider the lilies, 
an altar 
sweet 
as a foreign tongue. 

The wise-hearted 
burning blue 
cords of cloth, 
linen of working love. 

Alive in the soU, 
a violet vision 
of the charms, 
the smell of your hands. 

Entropy 

Flats 
lUte pianos 
beating the bed, 
the black side 
of the mirror. 

One body 
from the night 

. Or the sky 
sharing 
your wla,s. 

Every poem 
a skull 
yellow as the breath. 
arms in the ab •• 

llfe�llke. 



REPORT OF A POWWOW 
WITH PERSONAL RECOLLECTION 
By Mark Fryberger 
Portable Wall Founder 

The Kyi-Yo Club, a Native American 
students organization, sponsors this big 
Indian dance contest. Part of the Indian 
Youth Conference, this annual event is 
held at the University of Montana on the 
basketball court. 

I always recommend the powwow. 
It's free, and there's all kinds of neat 
clothing and beads and stuff. Drummer! 
singers keep the joint rocking. Usually 
I go over by myself to watch. Better 
than a group; I wander around as I 
please and I don't have to sit in any 
certain place like I were at a movie 
with my parents. 

Paul calied me Friday, said he and 
the wife and kid all wanted to go to the 
powwow awhile. His kid is a three-year
old girl, cute and damned smart. I was 
glad she was going, because she would 
see others like herse lf at the Fie ld 
House, except they would wear feathers 
and bright-colored shawls. We arrived 
about a half hour after the thing was 
supposed to start, but they were stUI 
warming uP. 

. 

One hot, muggy, late afternoon in 
August--1969, I think--my brother and I 
were driving south of Billings on 1-90. 
The Yellowstone River Valley gets 
muggy in August. I can remember once 
when it was 1030 at 11:30 P. m. That's 
unusual. It usually cools off by then. 

We were headed for Crow Agency to 
visit the Crow Fair, an annual rodeo 
with dancing and drumming, mostly 
outdoors. Steve and I got to Crow 
Agency about 5 p. m. There wasn't much 
going on. 

I can't remember why we wanted to 
go, but we were both relatively idle. I 
had had a couple of years of college and 
Steve had 

-
just ·graduated from high school 

I· had read some Indian literature that 
year and was interested in the Native 
American traditions. I wanted to get 
closer to it, so I talked Steve into going 
to Crow Agency. 

They had a good set-up. Their 
lodges (tipis) spread out under the 
cottonwoods, and the people laid around 
to beat the heat. They are mostly 
farmers and ranchers--they dress like it 
too: Levis, cowboy boots and hats, 
Western shirts. They keep their hair 
short. It's cooler working that way. 

We walked around the camp to kill 
time before the dancing. They were late 
getting started. I mean, they had aiver
tised a time for the dancing to begin, and 
now it was past that time. and they were 
still lounging around in the shaje. You 
hear about "Indian time, " which means 
that Indians don't care much for dead
lines. I don't know much about it, but it 
was hot when they were supposed to begin 
dancing, so why not wait until it gets 
cooler? 

As we walked around the camp, all 
was quiet. Then there was pounding of 
hooves. several Indian kids on horses 
came tearing out of the trees right toward 

us and we stepped out of the way and 
watched the bare-skinned bareback 
riders whoop past. Then everything was 
quiet and heavy again. 

The Field House is designed to be a 
loud place so the hometown fans can 
Scream and lntimidate the opposing team. 
A microphone on a stand is moved from 
one drumming group to another and the 
music comes out of huge speakers up 
high. It makes for a loud session, but 
weird, because of a de lay. You hear the 
drumming and singing from the floor and 
also from the speakers--an echo, 
bouncing around. 

. 
Paul had had dental fUlings put in 

that day, and with having his kid along, 
I knew he wouldn't stay long. Those 
drums rattle your head. After Paul and 
his family left, I sat in the bleachers 
awhUe, looking to see if I could See any
one I knew. A couple of Struckman kids 
came out of the bleachers to the floor. 
I went down there and kneeled down to 
see the dancers' feet. But people set up 
folding chairs in front of us, so I went 
upstairs to find Dan and Penny sitting. 

It's a pretty good place to watch; 
you can see the whole area. At 10 p. m. 
the Struckmans had to go home. so I 
walked them out and part way acroSS 
campus. When I returned to the powwow 
I went to stand by the drummers. 

The hot evening at Crow Agency, 
we squatted in the shade of a truck. 
Musicians warmed up on the drums by 

-a nearby lodge. I sat engrossed. I'm not 
Sure why. Hypnotic rhythm. I guess. and 
the singing is compelling. Still, I can't 
say why I,a white boy from Billings, 
would find this music so moving. I was 
never exposed to Indian music as a kid. 

(please turn page) 



After this one grout> finished the song 
there was a flause. Some drummerS got 
up to tend other matters; others stayed 
by the drum. Then one of the drummers 
looked over, grinned, and extended to 
Steve a drum stick in m invitational, 
casual way. 

"Help US," he said.. I didn.'t know 
what to do or say. He had invited us, but 
I couldn't see how I could help a group of 
Indian musicians. "Help us." What 
could it mean? 

At the Kyi- Yo powwow the dominant 
feeling I had was that it would be great to 
go roam around there. I recalled some 
problems associated with hanging around 
at the.powwow, but I chalked these mis
givings up to the past, to something that 
had come up incidentally and need not be 
,," factor. However, as lip. m. 
approached in the Field House, an 
uneasiness came over me. 

My plan was to follow the microphone 
from one group to another as their 
turns to play came. I would be able to 
hear the music relatively free of 
distorition from tbe lOUdspeakers. I 
would be where tbe action was. 

By lip. m. there were few white 
people tbere. I became self-conscious, 
conscious of my racial otberness and 
otber cultural discrepancies. I was 
mOre and more conscious of the unity of 
the Indians and tbat I didn't have my band 
witb me. Nevertbeless, I worked my 
way through tbe crowd to the drummers. 

Even tbough I have never detected 
at:\y hostility at any powwow, I felt very 
much like a third wheel, an odd man out 
of the proceedings, generally ignored. 

The last song I listened to that night 
was done by tbe Fort Belknap group. 
They drummed and sang for the Men's 
Traditional Dancers. The "traditional" 
dance tbey performed used to be called 
tbe War Dance, and call it what you want, 

. it was characterized by ritual movements 
representing a warrior moving into 
hand-to-hand combat. The Belknap 
singers pounded as though they had 
become, togetber, one throbbing and 

..-J'verpowering pulse, . a collected and 
directed energy that wou�d have victory. 
A flne performance, it left me shaken, 
for the song was aime<;l against the 
enemy, and I felt like I was tbe like
liest target in tbe vicinity. 

I watched the drummerS after they 
ha:l finished the War song. S�one-faced 
and looking to be Slowly arriving from a 
journey that ha:l taken them swiftly into 
the deep night of their tribal past, with 
its life-and-death urgency. As I 

watched, one of them lifted his hea:l and 
grinned, shaking his head with satisfac
tion. He was looking in my direction. 
I smiled back, then hea:led home. 

Mr. Michael L. Fiedler wrote a 
splendid letter from San Francisco 
upon the birtb of he and Katbrine's 
daughter. Oh me! I lost the letter! 
Michael et al live at 
1483 44th Ave. 
San Francisco 

Here is another empty 'envelope that 
used to contain a great letter from K. 
Galambos, 74 Forster Ave., Mt 
Vernon, NY 10552. 

Please help! ! 





Hard Times Cook Suok , by Gloria 
VOllmayer and Carmen Wyllie, 1970, 
101 Pro:bctions, San Francisco. $:.50 

is one of 
those slic:", trenoiy publications in the 
tradition of political satire books. 
Table of contents: "Srother, can you 
spare an egg?" and "Why wait in line • • •  

start your own soup kitchen. " 
Redeeming the book is the follc>wing 

recipe for zucchini and cheese omelet: 

6 eggs, beaten 
2 small Or I large zucchini 
1/4 cup milk 
2 tablespoons olive oil 
1/4 pound Monterey Jack cheese 
salt and pepper 

Cut zucchini In half; thinly slice length
wise. 

Kindling the Flame of Enlightenment 

The following list was no doubt stolen 
from someone's ironbound copywritten 
sacred masterpiece and illegally dis
tributed. But here it is, exactly as it 
came to me: 

29 MATTERS THAT WRITERS 
OUGHT TO BE APPRAISED OF 
I. Subjects and verb always has to agree. 
2. Just between you and I, case is im
portant too. 
3. Make each pronoun agree with their 
antecedent. 
4. Being bad grammar, the writer will 
not USe dangling participles. 

(a) ("Finding no error, the judgment 
below is affirmed. ") 
5, Parallel construction with coordinate 
conjunctions Is not only an aid to clarity 
but also the mark of a good writer. 
6. Join clauses good, like a conjunction 
should. 
7. Don't write run-on sentences they are 
hard to read, you should punctuate • 

. B. Don't use no double negatives. Not 
never. 
9. Mixed metaphors are a pain in the 
neck and ought to be thrown out the 
window. 
10. A truly good writer is always 
especially careful to practically eliminate 
the too-frequent use of adverbS. 
11. In my opinion, I think that an author 
when he Is writing something should not 
get accustomed to the habit of making use 
of too many redundant unnecessary words 
that he does not actually really need In 
order to put his message acroSS to the

. 

Sau te the slices in I 

tablespoon olive oil. just to take off 
crispness. Remove from skillet; add I 

tablespoon olive oil. Mix eggs, milk, 
salt and pepper and pour into skillet. 
Cook over low heat until mixture is soft 
on top. Remove from heat. Spread 
zucchini on top, cover with sliced 
cheese. Place skillet in 4500 oven and 
bake un til cheese has me lted. Serves 
4-6. 

T!:Iis omelet pleased OUr son Bob 
enough that he asked for more after being 
coaxed to try one bite. It did not please 
our son Todd. I think it is de licious. 

reader of what he has Written. 
12. About them sentence fragments. 
Sometimes all right. 
13. Try to not ever split infinitives. 
14. Its !InportanY to use your apos� 
trophe's correctly. 
15. Do not use a foreign term when there 
is an adequate English quid pro quo. 
16. If you must use a foreign term, it is 
de rigor to use it correctly. 
17. - It behooves the writer to avoid 
archaic expressions. 
lB. Do not use hyperbole; not one writer 
In a million can use It effectively. 
19. But, don't use commas, which are 
not necessary. 
20. Placing a comma between subject 
and predicate, is not correct, 
21. Parenthetical words however should 
be enclosed in commas. 
22. Use a comma before nonrestrictive 
clauses which are a common SOurce of 
difficulty. 
23. About repetition, the repetition of a 
word is not usually an effective kind of 
repe Ii tion. 
24. Concult the dictionary frequently to 
avoid mispeling. Corect speling is 
essential. 
25. In scholarly writing, don't use con
tractions. 
26. Don't abbrev. unless nec. 
27. Proofread your writing to sea if you; 
any words out. 

. 

2B. Never use a preposition to end a 
sentence with. 
29. Last but not least, knock off the 
cliches. Avoid cliches like the plague. 
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