In 1964 I was a 'freedom teacher' for one blief
summer. I came home; others were not so lucky.
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session that we learned the three young
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Once, when we read a novel set in
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and once a burly man got out of his car and fo llowed us
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emry shouldselldelltries to myt1tN1@uewsweek.com. walk over from the Harri s hum a nd we
one atom of that remedy?
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MCMAHAN lives in Austin, Texas.
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