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We need to hear each other’s stories.

~Unknown




Starty ng, Point

When | first began sitting in doctor’s waiting rooms,
imaging centers, or the Plcthora of other stops l
make related to my medical journey | would get
anxictg attacks that could lcll#

monster or both of them. To pass the time | began

Frankenstein or his

doodling and wri’cing observations to calm mgsehc
down. That in turn triggered memories that | began

to write and draw about. Slowlg, it became | Digress.

Jeftf can be reached at:
dadduboZOOl@hotmail.com
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Recentlg | read a book by my favorite artist,
Hayao Migazaki. I was unaware of this book as
it had never been translated to English until
2022. Entitled Shuna’s Journey, it is a lovelg
story in a stgle called Emonogatari. The
translation is roughlg, stories with illustrations.
It 1s a tgpc of writing | have cmplogecl for a
number of years. | can now attach this magical
name to my endeavors. In my Emonoga’cari I will
be casting my eye to events from my clag to dag
life, past and present. Hang with me while |
speak to the little things that now give me hope
and strcngth. For my friends and {:amilg this will

come as no surl:)rise, for when 1 tell a story, |

alwags cligress‘




| found mgsehc ina wai’cing room for an MR/ scan.

Mg mind drifted. | couk:ln’t get a song out of my

head. S ._1/ y
’ .

The Autumn Leaves

The Autumn Leaves is a French jazz standard,
English lgrics written bg Jol‘mng Mercer. My
mother adored the Nat King Cole version. Last
count, it had been recorded 1400 times. The
song’s Iﬂistorg and evolution is Fascinating. The
tune evokes a strong emotion for me. After all, it

was PCBC]"ICS} Favorite.

Medium jazz
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Trains, Planes, & Bill

On a Plane ﬂight, long ago, Bill walton asked
me to switch seats because he needed the Ieg
room. He then asked me to loan him a couple of
bucks to get out of airPort Parking. Just a
down to earth hippie that was one of the
greatest hoopers who ever Playecl. He was at
the end of his Plaging dags because of
unfortunate irjurics he had accumulated cluring
his Plaging career. Though he was not at the
end of beinga qualit9 human being. My ﬂight to
San Diego was to visit my mother who was
terriblg ill. We talked about it a little bit and Bill
said in that deep, booming voice, “it may not be
evergthing but health sure is important.”

RIP Bill, you owe me 2 bucks! Love, Bow



A Mask

Toclag was my second visit with my neurosurgeon. After a length9
discussion of options it was decided I would have brain surgery to
remove the tumor that had attached itself to my Pituitary glancl inside
my wee brain.

‘After the first of the year.” Dr. Yang was looking at me.

At that moment the bottom clroppecl out of my world and 'm
reasonablg sure | was visib|3 shal(ing.

That’s when Dr. Yang took her mask off.

At this Point I had onlg seen her wearing a mask.

“Look at me. 'm on your team. Pm with you and I have a wonderful
team | work with.” Dr. Yang then got up and came around the table we
were sitting at and gave me a hug. “ we got this.”

| was Profounc”g moved bg the young laclg. She had alwags worn a
mask in our Previous meetings. | took it as a sign of caution and
respect. On what was a cool, crisP, and sun drenched morning, |
considered our world’s shared humanitg. Allin one gesture, Dr. Yang
reminded me that more People care than do not.

I Forget to listen to the unspol«an all the time, but when 1 do listen, like
this morning, it can be overwhelming. Love, hope, and ComPassion
have Populatecl my mcclicaljourneg and I'm grat@cul.

When Dr Yang took her mask off and came around the table where we
were seated, looking at the Pictures of the inside of my head, and
gave me that hugl knew I was with Dr. Yang straight down the line.




Bud

“You can c]uit i{:gou want.”

| was 14, Plaging in ajunior goH: tournament in
Stockton, California. My dad, Bud, managcd a
golF course outside Fresno. It was onlg natural
that | took up golF. There rea“g wasn’t much else
to do excePt Plag my clrums) which had some
natural time limitations, as one might imagne. |
showed some abilitg in the sport, so it wasn’t too
long before my folks began taking me around to
junior tournaments in Northern California. It had
been a dismal weekend, Featuring some of the
worst gohc I or anyone had ever Plagec[. | was
usua”g pretty goocl at it, competitive gohC that IS,
but not that weekend.

“No.”

“p| carry your bag the rest of the way, if you
want.”
I felt my eyes start to sting. | believe my eyes sting
more when I refuse to let them cry.
 looked away, “okag.”
We finished the round, me and the old man. I came
in dead last and Bud never said a word about it.
The rest of my life 1 have tried to finish what I start
no matter the outcome. When things get tuff ljust
imagjne that Bud’s still there over my shoulder,
helping me finish what I started.



The Wayj
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Rattler In The Outhouse

My grandmother Billie Murphg) killecl, clispatchecl,
or otherwise did away with a number of
diamondback rattlesnakes while on thejob at the
lookout. Right next to the entrance of the lookout
she kep’c a board with the rattles from the
unfortunate snakes that had crossed her Path
over the years, mostlg on her trips to the
outhouse. As the rattles hung on the board next
to the shortwave radio, I saw a tangible testimony
to the fierceness of my granclmothers will. This was
the stuff of legencls in and the I\/\urphg and
Bowman families. In the worst way, | wanted to kil
a rattlesnake with my clai59 Pe”e‘c gun and baga
Western diamondback just like Grandma. 1 had
gotten the Pe”e’c rifle {'g)r Christmas. After much
heated debate between my my mom and dad. Like
my TV heroes: Davy Crocl«:tt, the riﬂeman) Zorro,
wild Bill Hancock; and my favorite Gun Smoke's
Marshall Matt Dillon. One clag [ found a rattler on
my way to the outhouse Billie got her shotgun and
I got my Pe”et rifle and we successFu“g dispatched

the snake but I learned somcthing else.



“Not much of a gunslinger, am|
grandma?”

“Well, you'rea heckuva shot!”
“l got sick, 1didn't like
shoo’cing the snake.”

“No, that's pretty obvious.”
$o@ nak much of a hero. |
didn't stick to my guns like
Marshal Dillon on Gunsmoke.”
“Well, heroes stick to their
guns, that's true. I'm not sure
you rea”g know what that
means.”

“Idon't eyt

“] believe, it means sticking to
what you believe in, when the
odds are stacked against you.
When folks don't believe in you
and you know in your heart
you’re cloing the right thing,
you stick to your guns. That
can be way harder than Pu”ing
a trigger. You know it doesn't
say angthing about heroes

using their guns?”



“You
“I us that 4r~lorshotgun when | have to, but | don't hunt

the slgor’c of it.

Those rattles | Put on the wall are to honor those darn
snakes. I had to kill those old bogs to kecP the area around
the lookout safe. Theg have a spirit, all living things do.”
“Sorry | got sick.”

“Don't be. You don't have to kill things to be a man gran&son
but you can alwags stick to your guns. You are kind and
thoughhcul, those are mightg fine things to be.”

“So, killing stuff isn’t for me.”

Grandma and | laughed. I thought about what Billie Murphy
said.

“You can stick to your guns without using them.”



Hashi is the JaPanese word for

chopsticks. | learned that from Marg
Shimizu.



Gene Richard’s Funeral

Mom turned her head slightlg and w]ﬁispercd, “You
okag?”

The funeral service was coming to an end and I was
getting nervous. Gene Richards, my dad’s best friend,
had died uncxpectedlg and we were now at his
funeral .

“Mom?” Was all I could get out.

“It’s alright son, we dor’t have to pass bg the coffin.”
Gene Richards was my dad’s best friend and 1 alwags
thought one of the coolest guys | had ever met. He
was lean and tan and carried himself with what
Charles Bukawski called stgle. That undefinable
‘thing” that sets some aPar’c. mom brought me to the
funeral. Since Dad was a Pa“bearer he was sitting u
front. Peach and I ended up sitting at the back of the
church. The last pew. Mg mom knew me well. As the
service came to an end | saw Pcoplc one row at a time

begin to line up and file Past Gene’s casket.




I watched in disbelief as the mourners Passecl Gene’s casket.
Panic swhctly set it. My throat began to clrg and I was sweating
more than James Brown live at the APoHo Theater.

“We’”just sliP out the back. There are better ways to remember
our friend.”

So, that's what we did. While the Peop!e stood up one pew at a
time and began ﬁ'ling past Gene and his coffin, we took a side
exit towards the back of the church. As we got in mom's car, she
turned to me and said are you OK? | was staring out the window
at the church, 1 didrt say angthing. I had a Feeling she was
Protecting me. Peach was the great protector of any children,
but when it came to me, she was espccia”9 resolute. | could hear
it in her voice. The sound of my mothers voice was Probablg the
most reassuring thing | ever heard in my life. | alwags felt
Protected, as | grew into my teen years it came to bug the crap
out of me. | didrn’t have many years after that to realize how
much | missed the sound of her voice te”ing me thir\gs were
going to be OK.

“Jeff, you understand that Gene is okag?”

I kePt staring out the window.

“When someone dies that we love we grieve and a lot of times we
dor’t know what to do with our grieg. What to do with the
sadness and the loss, so the People that are still here |iving theg
are the ones who are sugering. But Gene? He’s at peace. We all
clie, we all leave and then we’re fine. For those who are left
behincl, that’s a struggle. Does that make any sense?”

I turned to my mom and saicl, ‘yes”, although | wasn’t rea”g sure
that | meant it. | just wanted to get the hell out of there.

When my mother Passecl away, not many years after this
conversation, | thought about what she had told me, and even
though I was, at the time, in the thrall of my addiction to alcohol

when she Passecl, I took some solace that Peach was okag.



Mg new rescue cat is named Mochi.
Mochi’s purrs are a revelation. She
gets on my chest or IaP and purrs
away. Hen purrs heal, heart to heart.
Tlﬁa‘c, my friends, is a heck of a clang
deal.




lodine

| became moderatelg sick to my stomach when | was
injected with iodine for my MRIs. | was not Preparecj
for how violentlg il 1 became when 1 was injectccl at Dr.
Char’s office in San Francisco when theg were looking

at my riglﬂt eHeThe doctor had been

SIiPPing into darkness without a mora

com PaSS



The I:orthright Chauffeur

/
=\

My ride to a lot of my
aPPointments has been
. my good friend Jennifer
Brower. | consider Jenny

to be my sister.

WOu describe someone as ﬁorthright,
you admire them because theg show

clearlg and s’cronglg what theg think
and feel.

My dear friend Jennifer or Aunt Jcnng)
has many wondergul attribu’ces. One that
I trulg hold dearis her Forthrightness.



The Cat’sTall

Before Mochi, | had another rescue cat named Blade.
Blade had little use for accordions or humans, cxcep‘c
for me. She was a tuxedo cat and my constant
companion for 15 years. We clevelopecl a way to
communicate through her responses with her tail. | can
imagjne, for some, this miglﬁt be hard to believe. 1 don’t
rea“g care, | am olcl, I deal with cancer and a brain tumor

called a snowman, and besicles, it’s true.



Three Peach Blossoms



Many women hclpcc! in my raising, mother,
Peach, who quietly and steachcastlg
unconditional love. Our next door neighbof" Helen
Wong, who oPened up the world for me. In my
teens, Mary Shimizu treated me like Familg. Three

PCaCh blOSSOI’ﬂS.



Mochi The Cat

Mochi became my rescue
cat on November 11th, 2021.

Rescue is apropos, since it

was | tha’c was rescued.

HaPPiness Is ajourneg, not a

destination.
Work like you don't need money,
Love like you've never been hur’c,
And dance like no one's watching

~Anonymous



Create beautiful worlds untainted bg malice.

~ Migazaki




re.”

On the day that I learned from my new pal, Dx Yang,
that I was going to have a little brain surgery on
December 14, I went and had some tacos with my old
buddy Dean. Because, as far as I know, when you find
out someone’s gonna go up your nose with a rubber
hose, you might as well get some tacos.

After our taco adventure, which I must say, was
excellent, Dean wanted Lo g0 by the Betty Rodriguez
library to check out’ Babs Carlson‘s photography on
display in their gallery. So, we did. After viewing the
artwork, Dean perused the book selection at the the
Betty. I was wandering around as well, when I
noticed a young man looking at one of the art picces.
It was from my first book, How The Light Gets 7. I
took a peek, and he was reading the words to himself
which were printed next to our heroine, Esperanza
Wong. It’s a little internal monologue Esperanza has
while sitting in a park swing remarking on what a
perfect day she is having. I had a copy of the book
with me, so I went up to the young fellow and asked
him if he’d like a copy of the book that went with the
artwork. As I got closer, he looked at me and said yes,
I began to hand him the book. He then took a deeper
look into my eyes and asked, “are you Oden? Being
the quick witted guy that I am, I said, ¢“ I’m Bowman,
the author of the book, sounds like Oden. He gazed at
me and said, “you are Oden.” I thought to

myself ,well ! hell, why not! brother why not! I
gave him the ook ] 5, and I've not seen
him again. If you 10 Oden. At leas, I was

once.



It Is To Laugh. Laughing with dad,
watching Laurel and Hard9 and

laughing with my son makes me feel

exactlg the same way.

Figure 1: MRI of the pauitary glasd oo sagirsal T1 with gadolssiuns demonstrating Intra ot supessellar adenomsa “snowman sagn”

On the left is my tumor which somehow
was labeled the snowman because of
it’s shaPe. This is an artistic

interpretation of the little bugger.



Adios Frostg The Tumor

As my meclicaljoumcg has unfolded I have been treated
and cared for bg People who rePresent the best in
humanitg‘ It was not lost on me that | encountered Peoplc
that | had taught at Roosevelt and others that went to
school in Fresno and elsewhere around the world. My
neurosurgeon s origina”g from China and was largelg
educated in Toronto and New York) | find her to be one
of the kindest, empathetic humans I've ever met. The
neurological team included a gentleman that was from
lnclia, | had treatment from doctors and nurses that
representecl many cultures and many beliefs. Theg all did
their utmost to extend my life and make me well again. We
are a nation of immigrants, and evergboclg deserves a
chance in the Pursuit of freedoms that were expressecl in
our constitution. | have benefited deeplg. | Just wanted
to say thanks for saving my life. Can we all stand
toget]‘ncr for the weak and downtrodden? I you give

them half a chance, some dagj theg magjust save your
life.




Not long after my mother Passcd away, | remember
ﬁncling my father in the greeting card aisle of a local
grocery store. He was rcadinga Mother’s D39 card and
quietlg weePing.

On another evening, long before that I was watching our
black and white, rabbit eared tv and mom began ca”ing
dad and 1 for dinner.

Dad looked over his newspaper and smiled at me. “well,
son, if I know one true thing it’s your mother is going.”

| scratched my regulation ﬂat’cop,“What’?”

“When the time comes.”

“Dinner!” Mom called again.

| looked at dad with confusion coursing through my
chunkg nine year old body, “time?”

“Time comes for all of us. In your mother’s case when it’s
time, she’s going.”

Once again the head scratching.

“Heaven, son. Let’s go eat.”







The Digression

Inside the words
Thereis a |ight
Inside the |ight
Dwells my heart




